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Fling  wide  the  "door  and  let  it  in! 
And  may  rich  blessings  with  it  come, 
A  reign  of  righteousness  begin 


ni 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

On  our  cover  page  you  see  a  young  man  and  woman 
standing  at  the  crossroad  wondering  which  way  to  go.  The 
way  upward  toward  the  cross  of  Calvary  looks  steep  and 
narrow.  The  way  downward  is  broad 
and  is  the  way  of  least  resistance, 
no  climbing  to  higher  heights,  just 
coast  along  the  easy  way. 

We  are  thinking  of  the  great  com- 
pany of  young  people  who  are  stand- 
ing at  the  crossroad  today,  waiting 
for  us  to  show  them  the  way  to  go. 
Some  having  found  no  one  at  the 
crossroad  when  they  reached  there, 
have  hastily  made  their  choice  and 
have  taken  the  wrong  road. 

God  has  given  to  every  young  per- 
son a  will   and  a  right  to  exercise 
that  will.  When  it  is  necessary  for 
.jggiii.  you  to  make  decisions  about  things 

in  this  life  you  stand  at  the  cross- 
road. Everyday  events,  the  choice  of  a  school,  a  life  com- 
panion, choosing  your  lifework,  are  all  big  questions  that 
you  must  decide  for  yourself.  The  one  and  all  important 
question  is,  "What  shall  I  do  with  Jesus,  which  is  called 
Christ?"  You  must  accept  Him  as  Savior  or  reject  Him  and 
refuse  God's  only  plan  of  salvation.  The  hour  of  tempta- 
tion is  a  "crossroad."  When  tempted, 
two  roads  stretch  out  before  you,  the 
right  road  and  the  wrong  road.  You 
can  think  of  many  of  your  acquaint- 
ances who  took  the  right  road,  by  way 
of  the  cross,  and  have  been  making 
their  lives  count  in  soul-winning  for 
the  Master.  You  know  others  who  are 
living  for  self,  and  are  making  ship- 
wreck of  their  lives.  Which  way  will 
you  choose  as  you  meet  the  New  Year 
face  to  face? 

Young  man  and  young  woman,  who 
have  already  accepted  the  Savior, 
you,  too,  may  be  at  the  crossroad.  God 
may  be  calling  you  to  make  greater 
preparation  for  your  lifework,  and  as 
you  read  in  December  issue  a  call  to 
study  to  show  yourselves  approved  un- 
to God,  by  enlisting  in  our  "Youth 
Personal  Evangelistic  Union,"  you 
hesitated.  You  perhaps  thought,  "It 
will  take  too  much  effort.  To  go  on  as 
I  am  now,  without  study  and  training, 
is  the  way  of  least  resistance.  It's  too 
much  trouble  and  will  take  too  much 
effort  to  study.  I  have  been  doing 
some  good;  I  can  make  a  very  good 
talk  in  Y.P.E.,  I  can  sing  some.  I  can 
be  friendly  and  sociable."  But  can  you 
rightly  divide  His  Word  and  meet  the 
unsaved  with  the  "Thus  saith  the 
Lord"?  Some  of  you  are  going  to  make 
the  wrong  decision  if  you  are  not  care- 
ful. 


PATHS 

Grace  Noll  Crowell 

So    many,    many    glittering    paths 
Lie  at  your  feet  today. 
So  many  far  divergent  roads 
To  beckon  you   away. 

Which  shall  you  choose,  O  valiant  Youth? 
Down   yonder   road   lies   fame — 
As  clear  as  if  a  voice  calls  out, 
It  bids  you,  "Seek  a  name." 


And  this  long,  steep  path  leads  to  wealth, 
To  banks  and  bonds  and  lands, 
Waiting  for  you  to  clutch  its  stores 
With   avid   reaching   hands. 


Some  of  our  ministers  are  also  standing  at  the  crossroad. 
The  way  of  least  resistance  is  to  just  go  on  as  you  have 
been,  with  no  study  program  in  your  church.  You  have  a 
good  Y.P.E.  and  people  are  getting  saved  right  along.  You 
will  soon  have  a  revival  or  a  number  of  revivals  through 
the  year.  Salvation  is  what  our  young  people  need  most. 
Is  that  what  you  are  saying?  If  it  is,  you  have  taken  the 
wrong  road. 

We  feel  that  many  of  our  boys  and  girls  are  missing 
God's  best  because  they  have  not  been  met  at  the  cross- 
road, educationally  speaking.  Thousands  have  gone  the 
road  of  ignorance  just  because  some  one  failed  to  show 
them  the  importance  of  an  education. 

Many  of  our  boys  and  girls  are  standing  at  the  cross- 
road in  choosing  a  life  companion,  and,  oh,  so  many  are 
choosing  the  wrong  road.  The  world  is  in  a  terrible  con- 
dition today,  because  they  are  making  a  wrong  choice. 
Girls  are  choosing  just  any  one  today  because  of  war  con- 
ditions; few  young  men  at  home,  and  they  meet  some  sol- 
dier or  sailor  and  for  fear  they  will  be  "old  maids,"  as  they 
are  often  called,  they  just  take  the  first  one  who  comes 
along,  without  thinking  things  through,  and  because  of 
a  misfit  they  separate  and  the  little  girl  wife  goes  out  into 
the  world  with  the  little  ones  to  suffer,  and  many  times 
gives  up  virtue  to  care  for  the  little,  innocent  darlings. 

In  our  December  issue  we  gave  some  figures  on  our 
Father  and  Mother's  Page  that  is  astounding — two  thou- 
sand little  ones  left  on  doorsteps 
homeless  in  the  City  of  Chicago.  Yes, 
young  people,  it  is  something  to  think 
about.  Are  you  standing  at  the  cross- 
road today?    Stop  and  think! 

Young  men,  you  who  are  in  the  serv- 
ice of  our  country,  many  of  you  are  at 
the  crossroad.  You  are  discouraged. 
When  you  left  home  you  said  good-bye 
to  mother  and  daddy  and  left  them 
with  tears  running  down  their  cheeks, 
and  they  likely  said,  "Be  good,  Son," 
and  you  promised  them  you  would;  or, 
perhaps  you  left  a  little  girl  sweet- 
heart, and  you  promised  her  you  would 
be  true  to  her  as  long  as  you  lived. 
Have  you  done  that,  or  did  you  fail 
when  you  came  to  the  crossroad  of 
temptation? 


One  brilliant  way  is  loud  with  noise, 
Its  glare   is  blinding,  white, 
Where  pleasure  bids  you  drink  her  wine. 
And  dance  with   her  at  night. 

And  there  a  cool   path  that  leads 
Across  the  earth's  good  sod. 
Where  in  the  stillness  you  can  find 
Yourself,    and    find    your    God. 

So  many  beckoning  paths  today. 
With  much  to  gain,  or  lose, 
O  youth,  before  you   start,  think  long 
And  well  before  you  choose. 


I  know  a  young  man  who  one  time 
left  home  and  went  into  the  Navy  at 
seventeen.  He  was  advised  by  loved 
ones  to  keep  himself  clean.  Every  let- 
ter his  mother  wrote  to  him,  she 
would  remind  him  of  the  importance 
of  keeping  himself  pure,  because  some 
day  he  would  want  to  take  some  pure, 
young  girl  as  a  life  partner,  and  he 
would  want  to  offer  her  a  clean  life. 
This  young  man  wrote  to  his  mother 
a  few  years  later  and  told  her  of  his 
happiness.  He  said,  "Mother,  I  am  glad 
I  took  your  advice  and  that  now  I 
can  offer  the  girl  of  my  choice  a  clean 
manhood."    Isn't    this     a    wonderful 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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By  Sidney  Wafrson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 
An   Interesting   Talk 

"The  Courier"  was  now  an  estab- 
lished fact.  As  a  newspaper,  it  was  as 
much  a  revelation  to  the  journalists 
as  to  the  general  public.  London  had 
taken  to  it  from  the  first  moment  of 
its  issue.  The  provinces,  instead  of  fol- 
lowing their  usual  course  of  waiting  to 
see  what  London  did,  took  their  own 
initiative,  and  adopted  the  new  paper 
at  once.  Every  instinct  about  the  ideal 
paper,  felt  and  nursed  during  the 
waiting  years  by  Tom  Hammond,  had 
been  true  instinct.  He  had  always  felt 
them  to  be  true;  now  he  realized  the 
fact.  He  was  a  proud  man,  a  happy 
man. 

One  curious  feature  of  the  new 
journal  had  attracted  much  atten- 
tion, even  before  the  publication  of 
the  first  issue.  In  his  "Foreword,"  as 
he  had  termed  it,  in  a  full  page  an- 
nouncement that  appeared  in  three 
of  the  leading  London  dailies,  Tom 
Hammond  had  said: 

"An  important  feature  of  the 
'Courier'  will  be  the  item  or  items  (as 
the  case  may  be)  which  will  be  found 
each  day  under  the  heading,  'From 
the  Prophet's  Chamber.'  A  greater 
man  than  the  editor  of  'The  Courier' 
once  said,  'Every  editor  of  a  newspaper 
ought  to  have  a  strain  of  the  seer  in 
his  composition.  He  ought  to  have  the 
gift  of  prophecy  up  to  a  certain  point. 
He  ought  to  be  so  thoroughly  convers- 
ant with  the  history  of  his  own  and 
every  other  nation  that  when  history 
is  on  the  point  of  repeating  itself — as 
it  has  a  habit  of  doing, — he  may  not 
be  caught  altogether  napping.'  It  is 
the  unexpected  that  happens,  we  say. 

"True,  but  there  are  many  of  the 
so-called  happenings  of  the  unex- 
pected that  to  the  spirit  of  the  seer 
will  have  been  expected  and  more 
than  half-prophesied. 

"Now,  while  we  propose  that  the 
whole  tone  of  'The  Courier'  shall  show 
the  spirit  of  the  seer  in  a  measure,  we 
shall  endeavour  to  make  the  particu- 
lar column  to  which  we  are  now  allud- 
ing essentially  new.  In  it  we  shall  deal 
with  every  class  of  subject  likely  to 
prove  mentally  arrestive  to  our  read- 
ers, and  shall  make  it  prophetic  up  to 
the  limits  of  our  capacities  as  man, 
citizen  and  editor.  How  far  the  pos- 
session of  the  quality  of  the  seer  will 
be  found  in  us  we  must  leave  the  fu- 
ture— and  our  readers — to  decide.  But 


we  certainly  anticipate  that  'The 
Prophet's  Chamber'  column  will  be 
one  of  the  most  popular  features  of 
what  we  shall  aim  to  make  the  most 
popular  paper  of  the  day." 

Tom  Hammond  was  no  believer  in 
luck.  He  had  left  nothing  to  chance  in 
the  production  of  his  paper.  There 
was  not  a  department  left  to  subordi- 
nates which  he  did  not  personally  as- 
sure himself  was  being  carried  out  on 
the  best,  the  safest,  lines.  For  weeks 
he  literally  lived  on  the  spot  where  his 
great  paper  was  to  be  produced,  tak- 
ing his  meals  and  sleeping  at  a  hotel 
close  by  the  huge  building  that 
housed  "The  Courier." 

He  saw  very  little  of  Sir  Archibald 
Carlyon  during  tnese  weeks,  and 
nothing  at  all  of  George,  or  the  fair 
American,  Madge  Finisterre.  George 
was  in  Scotland;  Madge  on  the  Con- 
tinent. 

His  thoughts  often  turned  to  the 
American  girl,  and  his  eye  brightened 
and  his  pulse  quickened  whenever  he 
heard  of  her  from  Sir  Archibald. 

Tom  Hammona's  thoughts  often 
flew  to  the  gay  girl.  This  morning, 
having  seen  a  review  of  Carleton's 
latest  book  of  ballads,  he  had  been 
reminded  of  her,  and  he  laid  down 
his  pen  a  moment,  as  he  gave  himself 
up  to  a  little  reverie  about  her.  An 
announcement  aroused  him. 

"Miss  Finisterre  and  Mr.  Carlyon, 
sir." 

He  smiled  to  himself.  "Talk  of  an- 
gels, etc.,"  he  mused. 

Tne  next  moment  he  was  greeting 
his  callers.  Madge  Finisterre  looked,  in 
Tom  Hammond's  eyes,  more  radiant 
now  than  ever. 

"F  a  n  c  y,  Mr.  Hammond,"  she 
laughed,  when  the  greetings  were 
over,  "George  and  I  met  at  Dover!  He 
had  come  south  to  see  a  friend  off 
from  Dover,  and  was  on  the  pier  when 
I  landed  from  the  Calais  boat.  We've 
been  down  to  that  dear  old  country 
house,  but  I  wanted  to  do  some  shop- 
ping, and  to  see  how  you  looked  as 
editor-in-chief  and  general  boss  of 
the  biggest  daily  paper  in  the  world." 

Tom  Hammond's  eyes  flashed  with 
a  pleased  light  at  her  confession, 
which  implied  that  she  had  thought 
of  him,  even  as  he  had  thought  of 
her.  He  noted,  too,  how  an  extra  shade 
of  color  warmed  the  clear  skin  of  her 
cheeks  as  she  made  her  confession. 

"Because,"  she  went  on,  "all  the 
world  declares  that  'The  Courier'  is 
the  premier  paper  of  the  world,  and 
everyone  who  is  anyone — in  the  know 
of  things,  I  mean — knows  that  Mr. 
Tom  Hammond  is  'The  Courier.'  " 

The  talk,  for  a  few  minutes,  was 
"shop." 

George  Carlyon  got  up  from  his 
seat,  saying,  "But  I  say,  you  two,  do 
you  mind  if  I  leave  you  to  amuse  each 
other  for  an  hour?  I  want,  very  much, 
to  run  down  to  the  club.  I'll  come 
back  for  you,  Madge,  or  meet  you 
somewhere." 

"Bless  the  boy!"  she  laughed.  "Do 
you  think  I  was  reared  in  an  incu- 
bator, or  in  your  Mayfair?     Haven't 


you  learned  that,  given  a  Yankee 
girl's  got  dollars  under  her  boots  to 
wheel  on,  it  ain't  much  fuss  for  her 
to  skate  through  this  old  country  of 
yours,  nor  yet  through  Europe,  come 
to  that,  even  though  she  has  no  more 
languages  under  her  tongue  than  good 
plain  Duchess  county  American?  I 
told  the  'boys'  that  before  I  left 
home." 

George  Carlyon  laughed,  as,  accept- 
ing his  release,  he  nodded  to  the  pair 
and  left  the  room. 

It  was  a  strangely  new  experience 
to  Tom  Hammond,  to  be  left  alone 
with  a  beautiful  and  charming  woman 
like  Madge  Finisterre. 

The  picture  she  made,  as  she  moved 
round  the  room  looking  at  the  framed 
paintings,  all  gifts  from  his  artist 
friends,  came  to  him  as  a  kind  of 
revelation.  When  he  had  met  her 
that  day  in  the  Embankment  hotel, 
he  had  been  charmed  with  her 
beauty  and  her  frank,  open,  uncon- 
ventionality  of  manner.  He  had 
thought  of  her  many  times  since — 
only  that  very  day,  a  moment  before 
her  arrival, — thought  of  her  as  men 
think  of  a  picture  or  a  poem  which 
has  given  them  delight.  But  now  he 
found  her  appealing  to  him. 

She  was  a  woman,  a  beautiful,  at- 
tractive woman.  She  suggested  sudden 
thoughts  of  how  a  woman,  loved,  and 
returning  that  love,  might  affect  his 
life,  his  happiness. 

Her  physical  grace  and  beauty,  the 
exquisite  fit  of  her  costume,  the  per- 
fect harmony  of  it — all  this  struck 
him  now.  But  the  woman  in  her  ap- 
pealed strongest  to  him. 

"Awfully  good,  this  sketch  of  street 
arabs!"  she  turned  to  say,  as  she  stood 
before  a  clever  bit  of  black-and- 
white  drawing. 

"Do  you  know,  Mr.  Hammond,"  she 
went  on,  as  she  seated  herself  in  a 
revolving  armchair,  "I  just  wanted 
very  much  to  see  how  you  were  fixed 
up  here,  and  how  you  looked  now 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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CHILDREN'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

Here  we  come  with  our  New  Year  message.  Aren't  you 
glad  that  God  has  spared  you  to  see  the  year  1945?  Since 
you  are  still  here,  don't  you  think  God  has  something  for 
you  to  do  for  Him?  Perhaps  the  story  I  am  giving  you  this 
month  will  tell  you  what  you  can  do  for  Him.  He  wants 
you  to  be  beautiful  for  Him.  This  story  tells  you  how. 

We  hope  that  all  of  you  children  will  turn  a  new  leaf 
this  year  and  that  you  will  join  the  Happy  Home  Circle 
like  Bobby  Wilson.  We  welcome  you,  Bobby,  into  our  circle. 
Here  is  Bobby's  letter: 
"Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

"I  am  a  little  boy  ten  years  old.  I  am  in  the  sixth  grade 
at  school.  I  got  saved  about  three  or  four  weeks  ago,  in  a 
revival.  I  want  to  be  a  member  of  the  Happy  Home  Circle. 
I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  like  it  very  much.  It  en- 
courages me  to  read  the  little  paper.  God  bless  you  in  your 
wonderful  work..  Pray  for  me  that  I  might  become  a  worker 
for  the  Lord. — Bobby  Wilson,  Rt.  4,  Versailles,  Ky." 

BEAUTY 

Edith  G.  Clarke 

What  do  you  think  are  the  most  beautiful  things  in  the 
world?  The  things  I  think  of  in  answer  to  my  question  are 
light  and  love.  Do  you  know  that  God  is  so  beautiful  He 
is  both  of  these?  John,  who  is  called  the  apostle  of  love, 
tells  us,  "God  is  light"  (1  John  1:5),  and,  "God  is  love" 
(1  John  4:16).  God  loves  beautiful  things  and  He  made 
everything  beautiful.  It  is  only  sin  that  makes  things  ugly. 
Have  you  ever  looked  at  yourself  in  a  mirror  when  you 
were  in  a  temper?  If  you  have,  you  saw  a  very  ugly  face! 
Now  you  know  we  can  all  be  beautiful  and  the  Bible  shows 
us  how.  The  Lord  Jesus,  who  is  all-beautiful,  will  put  His 
beauty  into  us.  Shall  I  give  you  the  recipe  for  becoming 
beautiful?    Well,  here  it  is: 

First,  be  filled  with  the  love  of  the  Lord  Jesus.  Next, 
anoint  the  eyes  with  kindness;  insert  into  the  ears  the 
Word  of  God;  fill  the  lips  with  truth,  and  the  hands  with 
the  fragrance  of  well-doing.  Finally,  adorn  the  whole  per- 
son with  kind  deeds,  embroidered  with  devotion. 

"I  would  like  to  be  just  like  her  when  I  grow  old,"  re- 
marked a  young  girl  of  an  aged  friend,  who  had  made  her 
face  beautiful  by  years  of  holy  living  and  of  prayer.  "Well, 
you  had  better  begin  now,  for  she  does  not  look  as  if  she 
were  made  in  a  hurry,"  replied  her  companion. 

"Is  your  father  at  home?"  was  the  question  one  day  put 
to  a  small  boy.  "No,  he's  out."  ''Can  you  tell  me  where  I 
can  find  him?"  was  the  next  question.  "Well,"  said  the 
boy,  with  a  considering  air,  "you  have  got  to  look  where 
folk  are  sick  or  wanting  help.  I  don't  know  where  he  is, 
but  he  is  helping  somewhere."  Do  you  not  think  to  live  a 
beautiful  life  is  better  than  merely  to  possess  a  pretty 
face?  The  pretty  face  will  grow 
grow  old  and  lose  its  beauty, 
but  a  beautiful  life  will  grow 
more  and  more  beautiful. 

Let  me  tell  you  of  a  beautiful 
act  done  by  a  little  slum  girl. 
She  was  a  ragged  little  girl  of 
about  ten  years  of  age.  Some- 
one had  given  her  a  penny,  and 
she  had  hurried  away  and 
bought  herself  a  stick  of  striped 
red  and  white  candy.  She  was 
running  along  the  streets, 
proud  and  happy  in  her  new 
and  rare  possession,  when  sud- 
denly another  little  girl,  equal- 
ly ragged  looking,  came  limp- 
ing out  of  the  dark  hallway  of 
a  dilapidated  old  rookery  of  a 
tenement  house.  She  was  very 
lame,  and  had  evidently  suf- 
fered much  in  her  short  life. 
Her  face  had  a  drawn  and  pre- 


maturely old  look.  The  two  little  girls  met,  and  the  one  with 
the  candy  waved  it  in  the  air,  exclaiming,  "See  what  I've 
got!    Just  see  what  I've  got!" 

"W here'd  you  get  it, 
Janie?" 

"Bought  it." 

"Where'd  you  get  the 
money?" 

"A  man  gave  it  to  me  for 
scooting  after  his  hat  when 
the  wind  blowed  it  off." 

"Gimme  some  of  it,  won't 
you,  Janie?  Please  do." 

There  was  a  wistful,  eager, 
hungry  look  in  the  drawn 
little  face.  Janie  hesitated — 
sticks  of  candy  came  very 
rarely  to  her.  She  looked 
longingly  at  the  candy  and 
then  at  the  other  girl.  Sud- 
denly she  rushed  forward, 
saying  joyously,  "You  take 
it  all,  Maggie;  you  take  it 
all.  You  can't  scoot  after 
gentlemen's  hats  and  earn 
pennies,  and  if  I  get  a 
chance  to  earn  another  pen- 
ny I'll  give  it  to  you  to  buy 
anything  you  want  with  it." 

^D°oy?u  not  think  Janie  must  nave  looked  beautiful  just 
then?  I  am  sure  Maggie  thought  so! 

Another  little  girl  was  badly  hurt  and  taken  to  a  hos- 
pital, where  she  heard  how  the  Lord  Jesus  left  His  happy 
home  in  heaven  to  come  to  live  as  a  man  on  this  earth  of 
ours,  and  of  how  He  took  the  punishment  of  her  sins  and 
ol  yours  and  mine,  and  died  instead  of  us,  for  the  very 
first  time  inner  life.  It  was  all  so  wonderful  and  beauti- 
ful to  her.  One  day  she  said  to  her  nurse,  "Do  you  know 
about  Jesus? 

"Yes,"  said  the  nurse,  "but  you  must  not  talk  any  more  " 

i™lwh'  veaiY'  f  aiii  the, little  8lr1'   "*   did   n°t  think  you 
knew.    You  looked  as  if  you  did  not,  and  I  was  going  to 
ten  you. 
"Why,"  said  the  nurse,  "how  do  I  look?" 
"Glum,  like  most  folks,"  replied  the  child. 
Oh,  boys  and  girls,  if  we  belong  to  the  Lord  Jesus  (when 
He  died  on  the  cross  in  our  place,  He  bought  us  back  from 
Satan  with  His  own  precious  blood) ,  we  must  not  go  about 
looking  glum,  but  should  be  filled  with  joy  and  happiness 
and  shine  with  beauty  in  word  and  deed  Ld  thought  fo? 


BEAUTIFUL 


"Beautiful  faces  are  those  that  wear — 
It  matters  little  if  dark  or  fair — 
Whole-souled  honesty  printed  there. 

"Beautiful  eyes  are  those  that  show, 
Like  crystal  panes,  tvhere  heart-fires  glow, 
Beautiful  thoughts  that  burn  below. 

"Beautiful  lips  are  those  tvhich  speak 
Words  that  are  gentle,  kind,  and  meek, 
Raising  the  fallen  and  cheering  the  iveak. 

"Beautiful  hands  are  those  that  do 
Work  that  is  earnest,  brave,  and  true, 
Moment  by  moment  the  long  day  through. 

"Beautiful  feet  are  those  that  go 
On  kindly  ministry  to  and  fro, 
Down  lowliest  ways — if  God  wills  it  so." 


Can  YOU  be  trusted  to  shine? 
Can  YOU  be  trusted  to  shine? 
Jesus  counts  upon  YOU  to  be 

loyal  and  true, 
And  there  is  no  end  to  the  good 

YOU  can  do, 
If  YOU  can  be  trusted  to  shine. 


Notice  to  Happy  Home  Circle 
Children 

Those  of  you  who  have 
joined  our  Happy  Home  Circle 
will  find  your  letters  in  next 
month,  February  issue.  Chil- 
dren, we  appreciate  your  let- 
ters and  expect  a  good  number 
to  join  the  Circle  this  coming 
New  Year.  May  God  bless  each 
of  you  is  our  prayer. — Editor. 

Nothing  has  such  high  ideals 
and  pure  motives  as  love. 
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FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

We  wouldn't  feel  that  we  had  been 
true  to  our  trust  if  we  did  not  send 
you  a  little  New  Year  message.  Some 
one  said  recently  that  as  the  Lighted 
Pathway  was  a  young  people's  paper, 
perhaps  this  page  could  be  changed 
for  something  for  young  people.  Then 
I  answered,  but  there  are  thousands 
of  our  young  people  who  are  married 
and  have  established  homes,  who  have 
need  of  help,  perhaps  the  greatest 
need  of  any  class  of  young  people  in 
the  world. 

Perhaps,  fathers  and  mothers,  as 
you  review  your  record  of  last  year, 
you  feel  that  you  have  been  a  failure 
so  far  as  making  a  happy  home  is 
concerned.  Perhaps  daddy  has  been 
going  one  way  and  mother  another. 
You  haven't  been  pulling  together. 
Perhaps  mother  is  going  the  wrong- 
way,  perhaps  it's  daddy,  perhaps  it's 
both. 

The  close  of  one  year  and  the  open- 
ing of  another  causes  us  to  sum  up 
the  past,  its  defeats  and  victories,  its 
successes  and  failures.  Even  though 
there  be  in  the  past  little  but  failures, 
the  new  year  says,  "Keep  trying."  Let 
no  failure  daunt  you.  Let  no  mistake 
stifle  your  efforts.  Every  year  is  a  new 
opportunity,  another  chance.  Learn 
the  lessons  of  your  failures  and  press 
on.  Madame  Petrova  once  said,  "A 
failure  would  not  frighten  me  now.  It 
might  cause  me  pain,  but  it  would 
not  make  me  afraid.  For  I  know,  out 
of  my  own  experience,  that  no  failure 
need  be  final,  and  that  every  failure 
may  be  made  to  yield  good  fortune,  if 
one  has  the  courage  to  go  on,  the  will 
to  find  out  why  one  has  failed,  and 
the  determination  to  make  use  of 
what  one  has  learned  through  failure." 

There  is  no  success  so  dangerous  as 
the  success  that  makes  a  man  satis- 
fied with  what  he  has  done.  There  is 
no  defeat  so  final  as  the  defeat  which 
makes  a  man  cease  trying  to  do  bet- 
ter. No  Christian  should  be  static: 
every  Christian  should  strive  to  grow, 
and  grow,  and  keep  on  growing. 

Perhaps  you  have  been  dreaming  of 
a  happy  home  with  family  prayers 
and  unity  and  love,  with  obedient 
children  to  bless  the  home.  You  have 
been  disappointed.  Just  keep  on 
dreaming.  Regardless  of  failure,  re- 
gardless of  apparently  insurmount- 
able difficulties,  regardless  of  the 
strength  of  opposing  forces,  keep  on 
dreaming.  One  of  the  tragedies  of  life 
is  that  "life  should  fail  in  looking 
back." 

One's  face  should  always  be  kept 
toward  the  future  and  he  should 
never  cease  to  believe  that  his  dreams 
can  and  will  come  true.  "Dreams  are 
the  stuff  of  which  the  worlds  are 
made,"  says  the  poet.  Before  the  world 
was  created,  God  dreamed  it.  Before 
America  was  born  there  was  a  dream 
of  men  for  freedom.  "One  man  with  a 


dream,  at  pleasure,  shall  go  forth  and 
conquer  a  crown,"  and  "Three  men 
with  a  dream  can  trample  a  kingdom 
down."  There  never  has  been  any 
worth-while  accomplishment  in  life 
that  was  not  first  a  dream.  History 
is  a  continuous  succession  of  dreams 
that  have  come  true.  So  keep  dream- 
ing of  better  days  and  nobler  things. 

CHILD   DELINQUENCY  AND 
WHY 

Mrs.  Gordon  R.  Watson 

WHY   SO   MANY   GOOD   CHRISTIAN 

PARENTS  HAVE  UNSAVED 

CHILDREN 

Prov.  22:6,  "Train  up  a  child  in  the 
WAY  HE  SHOULD  GO:  and  when  he 
is  old,  he  WILL  NOT  depart  from  it." 
Some  have  made  the  remark,  "I  know 
Brother  and  Sister  So  and  So  are  very 
consecrated  and  have  done  their 
best  to  bring  their  children  up  in  the 
right  way,  but  they  are  sinners  and — • 
I  just  don't  understand  that  scrip- 
ture." The  opposite  attitude  should  be 
taken,  "I  know  the  Bible  is  right,  but 
I  don't  understand  where  Brother  and 
Sister  So  and  So  have  failed." 
"...  Let  God  be  true  but  every  man 
a  liar,"  Rom.  3:4. 

Regardless  of  how  good  and  conse- 
crated parents  are,  if  their  children 
are  unsaved,  they  have  failed  some- 
where down  the  line.  They  may  have 
done  what  they  thought  was  their 
best,  but  there  was  a  failure  some- 
where. It  might  have  been  only  lack 
of  wisdom  but — there  was  a  failure. 
Most  of  us  realize  these,  perhaps  un- 
conscious failures,  when  it  is  too  late, 
but  we  should  try  to  help  others  to 
profit  by  our  mistakes. 

TRAIN  means  to  educate,  teach, 
drill  continuously.  "...  Lay  up  these 
MY  WORDS  in  your  heart  and  in  your 
soul,  and  bind  them  for  a  sign  upon 
your  hand  .  .  .  And  ye  shall  teach 
them  YOUR  CHILDREN,  speaking  of 
them  when  thou  SITTETH  IN  THINE 
HOUSE,  and  when  thou  WALKETH 
BY  THE  WAY  and  when  thou  LIEST 
DOWN,  and  when  thou  RISETH  UP," 


Deut.  11:18-19.  It  is  not  enough  to 
read  the  Bible  in  your  home  for  the 
daily  devotional,  but  as  the  differ- 
ent problems  arise  among  the  chil- 
dren tell  them  what  the  Bible  says 
about  it,  explain  to  them  why  they 
should  and  should  not  do  certain 
things  and  the  results.  Eventually  the 
Word  will  be  rooted  and  grounded  in- 
to their  hearts  and  it  will  be  easy  for 
them  to  put  it  in  practice. 

In  my  observation  and  study  of  the 
above  subject  for  several  years  I  find 
many  Christian  parents  in  cither  of 
these  two  extreme  classes:  One,  par- 
ents give  children  very  little  training 
and  discipline.  The  children  are  left 
to  do  as  they  please.  (Modern  science 
says  this  is  right,  that  the  child  has  a 
mind  of  its  own — let  it  do  its  own 
thinking,  but  have  found  it  doesn't 
work  and  in  their  cry  for  help  against 
juvenile  delinquency,  have  remarked 
that  the  "old-fashioned  fireside 
altar"  was  the  best  cure.)  The  Bible 
says,  "The  rod  and  reproof  give  wis- 
dom: but  a  child  left  to  himself 
bringeth  his  mother  to  shame,"  Prov. 
29:15.  This  class  of  parents  say  they 
love  their  children  too  much  to  pun- 
ish them  and  say  of  the  little  two  or 
three-year-old  Junior,  "He  is  the  boss." 
By  the  time  Junior  is  eleven  or  twelve 
they  say  they  can^t  do  anything  with 
him.  (Do  you  wonder  at  it?)  These 
parents  take  the  way  of  least  effort 
and  resistance — the  easy  way.  When 
the  children  ask  questions,  they  don't 
have  time,  they  think,  to  bother  with 
them  and  tell  them  to  hush  and  run 
on  out  to  play.  They  ask  the  children 
if  they  want  to  go  to  church.  Natur- 
ally they  say  no,  then  they  are  told 
that  they  can  run  along  and  play 
games  with  the  neighbor  children, 
while  the  parents  go  to  church  and 
"shout  the  victory."  When  these  chil- 
dren don't  want  to  do  the  things  the 
parents  tell  them  to  do,  they  just  say, 
"No,  I  don't  want  to,"  and  get  by  with 
it.  They  are  real  problems  for  their 
teachers  and  if  corrected  by  them,  the 
parents  believe  the  children  and  criti- 
cize the  teacher  in  their  presence. 
When  any  little  trouble  comes  up 
among  the  other  school  children  or 
the  neighbor  children,  these  children 
are  always  "right  and  blameless,"  the 
others  are  criticized  by  the  parents. 
Some  of  these  are  ministers'  children 
who  are  supported  by  the  tithe 
(which  is  holy  unto  the  Lord) ,  but 
spend  money  extravagantly  without 
a  thought  of  the  lack  of  funds  to  send 
forth  workers  to  the  whitened  harvest 
fields.  Consequently,  the  children 
having  had  no  home  training  and 
discipline  (and  resented  what  others 
tried  to  give  them),  grow  up  to  be 
selfish,  overbearing  and  self-willed. 
As  a  result  they  do  not  have  many 
friends,  are  unpleasant  companions  in 
marriage  and  unfair  business  part- 
ners. They  are  not  Christians  because 
they  didn't  have  the  desire  planted  in 
their  hearts  and  a  life  of  ease  and 
self-will  is  more  desirable. 

Their  lives  are  practically  wasted 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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HELPS   FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


THE  SILVER  SSDE  OF  SUFFERING 

Man  instinctively  shrinks  from  suf- 
fering because  it  is  grievous.  There  are 
few,  if  any,  who  volunteer  to  endure 
adversities  and  afflictions.  God  has  to 
draft  us  for  these  experiences;  and 
yet  He  declares: 

"I  have  chosen  thee  in  the  furnace 
of  affliction,"  Isa.  48:10. 

Nevertheless,  we  fear  and  tremble, 
and  affirm  that  we  can  never  endure 
these  afflictions.  But  as  we  submit 
to  them  some  glad  discoveries 
are  made.  First,  we  discover 
that  we  can  endure  them; 
second,  we  discover  that  there 
are  lessons  in  them  for  us; 
and  finally,  if  we  stay  en- 
rolled in  God's  school  of  suf- 
fering long  enough,  we  per- 
haps shall  be  enabled  by  di- 
vine grace  to  come  to  discover 
that  we  can  rejoice  in  these 
things,  "glorying  in  tribula- 
tion." 

THE   PURPOSE    AND    PLACE 
OF   SUFFERING 

Well     has     affliction     been 
called    "a    school    of    virtue" 
which  corrects  our  levity.  And 
Spurgeon,  in  his  unique  way, 
expressed     the     truth     thus: 
"The  Lord  gets  His  best  sol- 
diers out  of  the  highlands  of 
affliction."   Dr.   Cuyler   wrote 
with     deep     understanding: 
"God  often  washes  the  eyes  of 
His  children  with  tears  that 
they    may    read    aright    His 
promises  and  His  command- 
ments." Behold,  how  often  we 
have    failed    to    realize    the 
amount    of    dross 
there    was     in     our 
lives     until     after 
some  "furnace  of  af- 
fliction"  experience, 
after  which  we  saw 
how  much  God  de- 
signed to  remove 
from    us,    to    make 
what     was     left     of 
more  value  than  all 
we     had    previously 
associated  with  our- 
selves. 

Many  Christians 
have  the  mistaken 
idea  that  suffering 
is  not  consistent 
with  sanctity;  and 
on  that  account 
Satan  has  unneces- 
sarily harassed  them 
and  bombarded 
them  with  doubts 
and  difficulties.  To 
those  who  are 
so  troubled,  let  us 
quote  Daniel's 
words: 


"Many  shall  be  purified  and  made 
white,  and  tried,"  Daniel  12:10.  (Read 
and  ponder  the  whole  verse!) 

Such  troubled  souls  would  feel  rich 
indeed  if  they  could  but  appreciate 
the  fact  that  "Adversity  is  the  dia- 
mond dust  with  which  heaven  polishes 
its  jewels."  Yea,  many  talents  lay  dor- 
mant in  periods  of  ease,  peace,  and 
prosperity;  but  adversity  and  afflic- 
tion call  them  forth  and  develop  them, 
and  they  come  out  of  "the  furnace  of 
affliction"  to  bless  a  needy  world. 


When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 

For  I. the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 


INTOEGRIPOFGOD 
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HOW  THE  LORD  SUSTAINS 


Christian,   when   thy   way  seems  darkest. 

When  thine  eyes  with  tears  are  dim. 
Straight  to  God  thy  Father  hast'ning, 

Tell  thy  troubles  all  to  Him. 
Not  to  human  ear  confiding 

Thy  sad  tale  of  grief  and  care. 
But   before  thy   Father   kneeling, 

Pour  out  all  thy  sorrows  there. 

Sympathy  of   friends   may   cheer   thee 

When    the    fierce,    wild    storms    have 
burst, 
But  God  only  can  console  thee 

When  it  breaks  upon  thee  first. 
Go  with  words,  or  tears,  or  silence. 

Only  lay  thee  at  His  feet; 
Thou  shalt  prove  how  great  His  pity. 

And  His  tenderness  how  sweet. 


Think,  too,  thy  Divine  Redeemer 

Knew  as  thou  canst  never  know 
All  the  deepest  depths  of  suffering, 

All  the  weight  of  human  woe; 
And   though   now   in   Glory  seated 

He  can  hear  thy  feeblest  cry, 
Even  hear  the  stifled  sighing 

Of  thy  dumb  heart's  agony. 


Ali  thy  griefs  by  Him  are  ordered; 

Needful  is  each  one  for  thee; 
Every  tear  by  Him  is  counted, 

One   too  much   (here  cannot  be. 
And  if,  whilst  they  fall  so  thickly. 

Thou   canst   own    His  way   is  right, 
Then   each   bitter  tear  of  anguish 

Precious  is  in  Jesus'  sight. 

Far   too  well  thy   Savior   loves  thee 

To  allow  thy   life  to  be 
One  long,  calm,  unbroken  summer, 

One   unruffled,   stormless  sea; 
He  wcu!d   have  thee  fondly  nestling 

CSossr  to   His  loving   breast; 
tie    would    have    that    world    seem 
brighter 

Where   alone   is  perfect  rest. 

Though    His   wise   and    loving  purpose 

Clearly  yet  thou  mayest  not  see, 
Still  believe  with  faith  unshaken. 

All  will  work  for  good  to  thee. 
Therefore,  when   thy  way  is  gloomy. 

And   thine   eyes   with   tears  are    dim. 
Straight  to  God  thy  Father  hast'ning, 

Tell  thy  sorrows  all  to  Him. — Anon. 


GOD  CHASTENS  HIS  CHILDREN 
The  suffering  and  tried  Christian 
would  do  well  to  read  the  entire 
twelfth  chapter  of  Hebrews,  and  care- 
fully analyze  its  lessons.  The  writer  of 
this  Epistle  reminds  "that  although 
doubtless  they  had  sustained  severe 
trials  on  account  of  their  devotedness 
to  Christ,  none  of  them  had  yet  been 
required  to  seal  their  faith  with  their 
blood  (verse  4).  Other  children  of 
God  had  suffered  much  more  than 
they  (chapter  11:35-38)  and  had  re- 
mained faithful."  Is  that  fact 
not  enough  to  challenge  you, 
amidst  your  few  and  minor 
trials,  to  stay  true  and  keep 
sweet?  Is  that  not  a  challenge 
to  keep  facing  forward,  look- 
ing; for  the  silver  lining  in- 
stead of  murmuring  about 
your  "dark  clouds  and  heavy 
crosses"?  Do  not  allow  Satan 
to  harass  you  with  false 
charges.  Your  sufferings  are 
not  proof  that  you  have  brok- 
en with  God.  Hear  these 
words: 

"Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he 
chasteneth,  and  scourgeth  ev- 
ery son  whom  he  receiveth," 
Heb.  11:6. 

Remind  Satan  of  the  sug- 
gestions of  those  words.    The 
lack  of  chastening  might  be 
suggestive  of  a  broken  rela- 
tionship. Read  and  ponder  the 
truth  of  Heb.   11:7,8.  Do  not 
yield  an  inch  to  Satan,  resist 
his  assaults  and  he  will  flee 
from  you.  But  should   Satan 
return,  and  try  to  raise  the 
question  of  "why"  these  things 
come    to    you,    cite 
verses  9  and  10,  par- 
ticularly      stressing 
the    last    clause    of 
the  tenth  verse: 

"That  we  might 
be  partakers  of  his 
holiness." 

Do  not  these  in- 
spired words  begin 
to  shed  some  light 
on  the  problem  of 
suffering,  adversity, 
affliction,  and  disci- 
pline? Look  careful- 
ly at  those  things 
which  have  been 
troubling  you.  Were 
they  as  serious  as 
you  imagined  them 
to  be?  Consider  your 
problems  and  suf- 
ferings in  the  light 
of  what  your  prede- 
cessors in  the  faith 
suffered  in  Hebrews 
11:35-38  and  see  if 
your  tears  are  not 
(Con.  on  page  17) 
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The  Parents'  Responsibilities  Concerning  the 
youth  miouement  in  the  Church  of  God 


DAVID  C.  BOATWRIGHT 


This  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
is  being  dedicated  to  the  youth  of  the 
Church  of  God  and  the  world,  in  an 
effort  to  be  a  blessing  and  to  encour- 
age them  in  these  days  when  we 
all  need  the  help  of  each  other.  Our 
theme  suggests  that  these  young  men 
and  women  belong  to  us.  It  states  "our 
youth."  They  are  ours  and  we  are  not 
ashamed  to  acknowledge  them  as 
ours;  but  bear  in  mind  that  this  ad- 
mittance also  carries  its  responsibili- 
ties. We  must  not  shrink  our  respon- 
sibilities in  caring  for  the  youth  of 
today  that  we  are  coming  in  contact 
with  each  day.  And  we  are  happy  to 
tell  you  that  the  Church  of  God  is 
making  a  noble  effort  to  meet  this 
need.  The  Church  of  God  is  known 
throughout  the  world  for  its  progres- 
sive youth  movements  and  the  work 
we  have  been  able  to  do  among  the 
young  people  of  our  day.  Many  of  our 
churches  have  more  young  people  in 
the  regular  congregation  under  the 
age  of  thirty-five  than  they  do  over 
that  age.  I  wish  I  had  the  statistics; 
I  am  sure  we  would  be  surprised  to 
know  the  actual  figures.  But  let  us 
not  glory  in  our  past  accomplish- 
ments, let  us  go  on  as  there  is  yet 
much  to  do  for  the  hour  is 
growing  late  and  Jesus 
said,  in  St.  John  9:4,  "I 
must  work  the  works  of 
him  that  sent  me,  while  it 
is  yet  day:  the  night  Com- 
eth, when  no  man  can 
work." 

The  youth  of  today,  more 
than  any  other  day,  is  at- 
tracted to  the  Church  by 
its  spirituality.  They  are 
looking  for  a  reality,  some- 
thing that  has  an  effect, 
and  they  find  that  sat- 
isfying effect  in  real,  old- 
t  i  m  e,  Holy  -  Ghost  -  filled 
meetings.  This  is  a  chal- 
lenge to  every  Christian 
father  and  mother,  to  ev- 
ery local  church,  and  espe- 
cially to  the  Church  of 
God  in  general.  We  must 
keep  our  services  filled  with 
the  sweet  Spirit  of  God  at 
any  cost.  This  responsibility 
falls  back  on  the  mothers 
and  fathers  and  the 
church.  Remember  they 
are  influenced  by  our  ex- 
ample. Allow  me  to  say  here 
that  the  reason  for  many 
of  the  problems  of  the  youth 
today  is  the  example  set  by 
the  older  people,  by  the 
adults. 


Harbo,  of  the  F.  B.  I.,  tells  us  that 
the  reason  for  so  much  juvenile  de- 
linquency today  is  because  there  is 
so  much  adult  delinquency.  Deny  this 
statement  if  you  can!  What  the  world 
needs,  and  especially  what  the  church 
needs,  is  more  clean-cut  mothers  and 
fathers  who  have  a  real  definite  ex- 
perience of  old-time  religion  to  lead 
the  way.  Many  young  people  are  wait- 
ing for  the  parents  to  lead  the  way  to 
the  old  family  altar.  And  let  me  im- 
press this  truth  home  to  every  parent 
who  chances  to  read  this  article,  that 
the  family  altar  will  help  you  to  solve 
many  problems  that  otherwise  will  go 
unsolved.  Oh,  if  we  only  knew  how 
many  young  lives  were  molded  for 
Christ  as  they  knelt  in  prayer  in  the 
home.  Many  of  them  have  been 
touched  by  His  Spirit  when  the  parent 
failed.  And  those  that  should  take  the 
lead  in  the  morning  and  evening  devo- 
tional are  the  parents.  Are  you  failing 
to  take  this  lead?  The  youth  doesn't 
want  to  shoulder  your  responsibilities, 
to  ask  them  to  do  so  is  only  to  dis- 
courage them.  Many  young  people  say, 
"If  my  mother  and  father  don't  feel 
that  it  is  important  enough  to  have 
morning  worship,  go  to  church  regu- 
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The  youth  of  today  sees 
so  much  godlessness, 
illicit  love,  smoking,  etc.. 
by  the  older  people,  that 
he  feels  —  "Well,  why 
shouldn't      I?"      Inspector 

January,  1945 


Several  hundred  thousand  boys  and  girls  will  this  year 
stray  from  the  home  fireside,  from  the  Shepherd's  fold 
and  fall  into  the  pitfalls  of  sin  and  shame  never  to  re- 
turn, unless  some  one  lovingly  and  patiently  guides  them 
through  the  critical  periods  and  places  of  life.  Will  you 
befriend  them? 


larly,  and  pay  their  tithes  why  should 
I?"  And  note  in  the  regular  service 
how  many  of  the  older  people  keep 
pushing  the  work  off  on  the  young 
people  until  many  times  they  feel 
that  the  older  folk  have  lost  interest 
in  the  church  work.  Bear  this  in  mind, 
they  should  be  given  an  active  part  in 
the  work  of  the  Lord.  Sometimes  we 
find  churches  where  they  feel  that  the 
youth  should  sit  back  and  listen  only, 
but  we  must  find  a  work  for  them  to 
do  also;  make  them  feel  their  respon- 
sibilities, as  this  is  their  God-give'n 
right,  and  to  deny  them  this  right  is 
to  discourage  them. 

One  of  the  greatest  needs  of  the 
youth  of  today  is  an  evangelistic  ef- 
fort that  is  effective.  We  must  put 
forth  a  special  effort  that  will  reach 
them.  "Reach  them  today  and  they 
will  serve  tomorrow.''  These  special 
youth  campaigns  should  be  conducted 
by  men  able  to  touch  the  heart  of  the 
youth;  talk  to  them  in  their  own 
language.  They  should  be  approached 
on  their  own  level.  I  think  that  the 
greatest  theme  an  evangelist  could 
use  is  "Christ."  The  Word  tells  us, 
"And  I,  if  I  be  lifted  ud  from  the 
earth,  will  draw  all  men  unto  me." 
John  12:32.  But  instead  of  preaching 
Christ,  many  of  the  evangelists  for 
our  youth  will  preach  dress,  or  some 
other  dogma,  only  to  find  the  youth 
leaving  for  the  things  of  the  world. 
Get  him  acquainted  with  the  Christ 
of  Calvary  and  he  will  not  only  dress 
right,  but  will  live  right. 
Another  great  need  of  the 
youth  of  today  is  Christian 
education.  God  never 
placed  any  premium  on  ig- 
norance. Paul  said  to  Tim- 
othy, "Study  to  shew  thy- 
self approved  unto  God,  a 
workman  that  needeth  not 
to  be  ashamed."  The  Church 
should  be  able  to  outline 
that  course  of  study.  God 
educated  Moses  so  he  could 
become  a  great  leader  of  a 
great  people.  He  was 
trained  in  P  h  a  r  a  o  a  h's 
courts  in  all  the  priestly 
lore,  and  when  the  time 
came  he  was  able  to  fill  the 
need. 

But  bear  this  in  mind,  a 
man  may  possess  ever  so 
many  degrees  and  yet  lack 
one  thing  to  be  truly  edu- 
cated, that  is  a  knowledge 
of  the  Sacred  Book.  To 
know  Him  as  Christ  the 
Savior  is  more  than  de- 
grees can  offer.  Our  youth 
is  being  trained,  educated, 
as  never  before  in  the 
schools  of  today,  but  the 
Christian  training  is  miss- 
ing. It  is  the  Church's  re- 
sponsibility to  reach  as 
many  as  possible  and  give 
them  Christian  training. 
When  should  this  training 
begin?  One  hundred  years 
before  birth,  so  we  have 
been  told,  and  this  is  also 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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A  New  Year  Vision  of  the  Needs  of  Our  Church  of  God  Young  People 


A  letter  from  a  puzzled  and  troubled 
Christian  young  lady  which  came  to 
me  some  time  ago  will  help  some  of 
my  fellow  ministers  to  see  the  prob- 
lems of  the  young  people  in  our 
churches.  For  their  convenience  the 
letter  is  herewith  submitted,  and  for 
obvious  reasons  the  name  withheld: 
"Dear  Brother  Lemons: 

"I  realize  you  are  a  very  busy  man, 
and  perhaps  the  subject  that  I  would 
like  to  discuss  with  you  is  of  little  im- 
portance to  you,  but  to  me  it  is  a 
grave  problem,  and  I  believe  it  is  a 
problem  for  many  other  young  people. 

"I  attend  high  school,  and,  of  course, 
most  of  my  friends  are  high  school 
students.  The  majority  of  them  do  not 
have  salvation.  I  love  the  friends  that 
I  have  at  school,  and  would  like  to 
enjoy  some  of  the  activities  they  en- 
joy, but  I  do  not  want  to  do  anything 
that  is  wrong  or  that  the  Church  does 
not  approve.  My  high  school  friends 
do  many  interesting  things.  They  have 
parties,  they  attend  the  ball  games 
(some  of  them  play  ball),  they  visit 
the  bowling  alley,  they  swim  and  do 
so  many  things  that  I  would  enjoy 
doing,  but  my  pastor  tells  me  that  a 
Christian  should  not  do  these  things. 
I  do  not  wish  to  do  anything  that  is 
contrary  to  the  teachings  of  Christ, 
and  I  want  to  keep  victory  in  my 
soul,  but  the  life  that  it  seems  I  must 
live  in  order  to  do  this  is  rather  un- 
interesting. It  includes  nothing  but 
attending  church  services  Monday, 
Wednesday  and  Friday  nights.  Not 
many  young  people  attend  the  serv- 
ices at  our  local  church,  which  means 
that  I  will  not  have  the  privilege  of 
associating  with  any  young  people, 
unless  I  go  out  with  my  high  school 
friends. 

"Would  there  be  a  possibility  of  the 
Church's  sponsoring  a  program  where- 
by Christian  young  people  could  get 
together  and  enjoy  some  wholesome 
activities?" 
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By  F.  W.  LEMONS 

It  is  useless  for  any  minister  to 
deny  that  the  young  people  of  the 
Church  of  God  are  faced  with  definite 
problems.  It  is  equally  useless  for  us 
to  view  these  problems  with  the  in- 
different attitude,  "There  is  nothing  I 
can  do  about  it!"  The  nonchalant 
shrug  of  the  shoulders  does  not  set- 
tle the  matter,  keep  the  young  person 
in  line  with  the  Church,  or  convince 
him  that  the  Church  has  the  solution 
to  his  social  problems.  Someone  has  to 
face  the  facts.  This  cannot  be  post- 
poned indefinitely,  for  the  matter 
knocks  at  the  door  of  all  Christian 
parents  with  children  of  high  school 
age,  and  it  cannot  be  tackled  too  soon, 
for  already  many  young  men  and 
women  have  made  up  their  minds  that 
nobody  is  interested  and  have  taken 
it  into  their  own  hands  to  work  out 
by  the  costly  trial  and  error  method, 
with  tragic  results  to  themselves  and 
serious  loss  to  the  Church. 

Many  a  pastor,  whose  days  are  full 
of  duties  for  the  church,  quite  over- 
looks the  fact  that  the  young  people 
of  his  church  must  have  something  to 
do  besides  going  to  Sunday  School 
and  church  on  Sunday  and  prayer 
meetings  with  a  group  of  old  ladies 
twice  a  week.  After  all,  there  are 
seven  days  in  a  week  and  other  young 
people  who  do  not  go  to  the  church 
are  doing  things  every  day.  What  is 
that  Christian  boy  or  girl,  so  full  of 
vitality,  supposed  to  do  during  the 
winter  evenings  when  the  church  of- 
fers nothing,  or  during  the  summer 
vacation  when  others  are  so  busy  en- 
joying life?  Let  the  pastor  with  inter- 
est in  his  young  people  answer! 

All  worldly  amusements  have  long 
been  condemned  and  tabooed  by  the 
Church,  and  justly  so,  but  on  what 
count  were  they  condemned?  Because 
of  the  evil  which  attended  them,  such 


as  the  dance  and  the  theater,  but 
the  others  because  of  unholy  associa- 
tions. But  if  some  associations  are  un- 
holy, there  are  others  which  are  whole- 
some and  desirable.  There  was  a  day 
when  there  were  so  few  of  us  that  the 
idea  of  providing  anything  for  our 
young  people  beyond  the  regular  serv- 
ices at  the  church  was  prohibitive.  As 
time  passed  our  members  grew  and  we 
had  to  provide  the  special  Y.P.E.  serv- 
ices for  our  young  people.  They  need- 
ed that  service!  They  needed  a  service 
in  which  they  could  give  expression 
to  their  views,  without  being  embar- 
rassed by  the  older  ones,  and  they 
needed  the  association  of  Christian 
youth.  All  of  us  today  are  proud  of 
our  Y.P.E.  services,  for  in  them  lies 
the  hope  of  our  cause  tomorrow. 

Then  there  was  the  day  when  we 
all  thought  how  wonderful  it  would 
have  been  if  we  could  have  had  a  spe- 
cial Christian  school  for  our  young 
people  where  they  could  complete 
their  education  without  running  the 
risk  of  having  their  faith  undermined 
by  the  evolutionist  and  by  the  ever- 
increasing  popularity  of  up-to-date 
sins.  The  demand  grew  as  the  Church 
grew  and  the  Church  met  it  with  the 
Bible  Training  School  and  College.  A 
noble  mark  of  progress!  But  one  of 
the  finest  things  about  Bible  School  is 
the  right  association  the  young  per- 
son finds  there. 

The  Church  will  meet  the  problems 
of  these  young  people  when  we  come 
to  see  them  in  the  right  light.  Every- 
one knows  that  normal  young  people 
have  to  be  busy.  They  must  do  things 
and  go  places.  They  must  have  asso- 
ciates. There  must  be  things  to  do 
worth  while,  and  proper  places  to  go 
must  be  provided  by  their  elders  or 
else  some  of  them  will  make  poor 
choices  of  what  they  do  and  where 
they  go,  and  of  the  friends  they 
(.Continued  on  page  16) 
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YOUTH  EVANGELISM 

Thea  F.  Jones 

Evangelize  means  to  proclaim  or 
declare  the  gospel  (good  news).  There 
is  none  better,  than  the  glorious  gos- 
pel. Mark  16:15,  "And  he  said  unto 
them,  Go  ye  into  all  the  world,  and 
preach  the  gospel  to  every  creature." 
According  to  this  the  gospel  is  to  be 
preached  to  the  whole  wide  world  and 
not  a  creature  left  out.  There  is  a 
great  opportunity  to  evangelize  among 
our  young  people  today  but  that  op- 
portunity is  not  being  used  as  it 
should  be. 

The  schools  have  failed  to  teach 
wholesome  and  sound  doctrine.  In- 
stead of  Christ  being  taught  in  many 
of  our  educational  institutions  He  has 
been  ridiculed,  criticized  and  crucified 
afresh.  I  believe  we  should  write  the 
name  of  God  over  the  doors  of  our 
schools  and  business  establishments 
and  most  of  all  on  our  hearts,  not  by 
pen  and  ink  but  by  the  Spirit  of  the 
living  God.  Instead  of  dances,  parties 
and  frolics  they  should  be  taught  the 
fundamental  principles  of  the  Lord 
Jesus.  Our  educational  system  was 
founded  on  the  Word  of  God,  but  now 
there  are  twelve  states  that  forbid 
the  reading  of  the  Bible  in  their 
schools.  Governor  Rivers  of  Georgia 
a  few  years  back  ordered  800,000  Bi- 
bles to  be  placed  in  the  high  schools 
of  the  state;   that  is  commendable.     . 

The  home  has  failed  to  do  its  part 
and  children  are  stumbling  over  brok- 
en altars  and  going  out  into  shame 
and  disgrace.  The  mothers,  instead  01 
having  family  prayer  and  reading  the 
Bible  to  the  children,  are  spending 
their  time  in  worldly  entertainment. 
When  the  boy  leaves  for  the  army, 
instead  of  placing  a  Testament  with 
his  luggage  she  puts  a  deck  of  cards. 
He  needs  her  prayers  but  she  is  un- 
able to  pray  for  him.  It's  no  wonder 
there  are  more  drunkards  than 
preachers,  murderers  than  policemen 
and  there  are  100,000  young  people 
in  America  living  criminal  lives,  18,- 
000,000  young  people  that  have  never 
been  on  the  inside  of  a  church  build- 
ing, 20,000,000  young  people  have  nev- 
er heard  a  gospel  message.  Over  $15,- 
000,000,000  a  year  is  used  to  check 
crime  but  yet  crime  is  increasing. 

The  churches  are  failing  to  do  their 
part  in  this  great  emergency.  When 
we  realize  there  are  only  247,000 
churches  and  476,000  places  where 
wine,  beer  and  liquor  are  sold  it  makes 
us  know  that  the  largest  crowd  is  on 
the  broad  way  that  leads  to  hell  and 
the  only  way  that  they  are  able  to  re- 
ceive spiritual  benefits  is  through  the 
Christian,  and  the  responsibility  is 
on  us  to  help  them  and  point  them  to 
a  sinless  Savior  who  died  for  their 
sins.  This  is  truly  the  most  sinful  day 
that  has  ever  been  known  in  history. 
Gross  crime  and  immorality  are  cov- 
ering this  fair  land  of  ours.  And,  seem- 
ingly, the  whole  country  is  turning 
to  a  cesspool  of  iniquity  and  a  hotbed 


of  crime.  The  flood  gates  of  hell  are 
opened  against  us.  The  only  spiritual 
force  in  this  world  is  the  church  and 
they  are  failing  in  holy  conversation, 
prayer  and  consecration. 

Yes,  we  need  a  revival!  We  need  it 
in  our  army  camps,  in  our  schools,  in 
our  homes  and  churches,  a  revival 
that  will  cause  young  people  who  are 
dancing  their  way  to  hell  to  forsake 
the  halls  of  pleasure  and  the  theaters 
of  the  world,  and  come  to  God's  altar 
for  peace  and  pardon.  Psalm  36:8, 
"They  shall  be  abundantly  satisfied 
with  the  fatness  of  thy  house;  and 
thou  shalt  make  them  drink  of  the 
river  of  thy  pleasure."  This  revival  is 
the  only  hope  for  our  nation  and  may 
God  help  us  Christians  to  pray  as 
never  before  that  the  Lord  may  drive 
back  the  Germans  and  Japs  and  give 
us  a  great  military  victory  and  that 
He  may  drive  back  the  powers  of 
darkness  and  hell  and  give  us  a  heart- 
melting  and  sin-convicting  and  a 
Pentecostal  revival!  The  fate  of  our 
young  people  is  depending  on  this  re- 
vival. 

Some  conditions  for  a  nation-wide 
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WHO'S  WHO 
Sunday   Schools 

Listed  below  are  the  ten  Church  of 
God  Sunday  Schools  that  top  the  list 
in  attendance  for  October.  Next 
month  the  names  of  the  Sunday 
School  superintendents  of  the  ten 
largest  Sunday  Schools  will  be  pub- 
lished along  with  the  names  of  the 
schools. 

Greenville,  South  Carolina  615 

Kannapolis,  North  Carolina  538 

N.  Cleveland,  Tennessee  404 

Hamilton.  Ohio  300 

Atlanta,  Georgia  285 

E.  Chattanooga,  Tennessee  265 

North  Chattanooga,  Tennessee  ._.  257 

Alabama  City,  Alabama  229 

Cincinnati,  Ohio  227 

Logan,  W.  Virginia  225 

Work  to  win  a  place — build  your 
Sunday  School.  This  column  will  be 
published  monthly. 

Young   People's  Endeavors 

Beginning  next  month  the  names 
of  the  ten  largest  Church  of  God 
Y.P.E.'s  will  be  published  monthly  in 
this  column,  together  with  the  names 
of  the  presidents  of  those  Y.P.E.'s.  You 
can  make  the  WHO'S  WHO  by  pray- 
ing and  working.  Only  the  cream  of 
the  crop  will  make  the  WHO'S  WHO! 
Will  you? 

NATIONAL  MOTTO 

A  national  youth  motto  is  needed 
for  the  young  men  and  women  of  the 
Church  of  God.  Do  you  have  one? 
Could  you  suggest  one?  Could  you 
word  a  motto  that  would  inspire 
young  men  and  women  everywhere 
Could  you  suggest  one?  Could  you 
think  of  one  that  would  be  easily 
learned  and  easily  remembered?  This 
motto  will  be  published  monthly  on 
this  page.  Send  your  suggestion  to 
Associate  Editor,  Lighted  Pathway, 
Cleveland,  Tenn.  Ten  dollars  will  be 
paid  to  the  person  first  sending  the 
selected  motto!  Maybe  yours  will  win 
the  $10.00  and  the  hearts  of  many 
young  men  and  women.  Pray  and  see 
what  you  can  do. 

revival— 2  Chron.  7:14,  "If  my  people, 
which  are  called  by  my  name,  shall 
humble  themselves,  and  pray,  and 
seek  my  face,  and  turn  from  their 
wicked  ways;  then  will  I  hear  from 
heaven,  and  will  forgive  their  sin,  and 
will  heal  their  land."  When  we  spend 
more  time  on  our  knees  in  prayer, 
and  less  time  in  the  drugstores  and 
on  the  street  corner  we'll  have  a  re- 
vival. When  we  talk  more  about  God, 
heaven  and  the  Bible  and  less  about 
politics,  ball  games  and  the  world 
we'll  have  a  revival.  When  we  wear 
out  more  carpets  around  God's  altar 
than  we  do  the  dressing  table  we'll 
have  a  revival.  May  all  of  God's  peo- 
ple join  together  in  a  nation-wide 
young  people's  revival! 


January,  1945 
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(Excerpts  of  the  Sermon  Preached, 
at  the  Tennessee  State  Convention) 

G.  C.  HAMBY 

Text:  1  Timothy  4:12.  The  word 
"reciprocal"  means  mutual.  There  is 
a  responsibility  of  the  church  to  the 
youth  the  same  as  the  Army  and 
Government.  Our  Government  is  de- 
pending on  the  Army,  the  Army  is 
depending  on  the  Government,  there- 
fore form  mutual  responsibility.  In 
our  message  today  we  want  the 
Church  to  realize  the  responsibility 
that  we  owe  our  youth.  There  is  po- 
tential or  unused  power  or  talents  ex- 
isting in  our  youth  today  and  it  is 
the  duty  of  the  Church  to  produce 
these  talents,  as  the  fish  in  the  sea 
or  coal  in  the  mine  is  no  good  to  the 
public  until  produced. 

The  responsibility  of  the  Church 
starts  with  the  children  in  Sunday 
School.  We  see  them  in  the  beginners5 
class,  then  in  the  intermediate,  and 
then  we  see  them  exemplifying  the 
knowledge  that  has  been  received 
from  the  Sunday  School  as  leaders  in 
our  Y.P.E.  services.  We  feel  that  in 
our  Sunday  School  the  youth  should 
have  the  best  teachers  in  the  church 
to  train  them,  that  in  the  days  to 
come  they  may  comply  with  our  text 
— "Let  no  man  despise  thy  youth."  We 
have  known  in  many  cases  that  some 
have  been  placed  as  teachers  over  our 
youth  that  are  not  qualified.  This  will 
jeopardize  the  future  of  our  youth. 
This  being  done  to  satisfy  some  dis- 
satisfied member  that  is  always  want- 
ing a  job  and  is  not  able  to  master 
the  situation. 

The  Church  is  God's  great  school 
for  the  development  of  Christian 
character  and  we  should  train  the 
youth  as  our  parents  would  a  new- 
born babe  in  the  home.  They  don't  ex- 
pect the  baby  to  feed  itself  or  to  put 
on  its  clothes.  They  are  glad  to  do 
that  because  it  is  their  child,  and  we 
should  feed  and  clothe  our  youth  with 
wisdom,  knowledge,  and  good,  clean 
teaching  of  the  Bible.  Would  we  ex- 
pect a  mother  to  throw  her  baby 
away  just  because  it  got  jam  all  over 
its  face  and  in  its  hair?  No,  she  would 
clean  the  baby  up  and  love  it  as  much 
as  ever.  The  church  should  be  very 
careful  not  to  throw  our  youth  away 
every  time  they  make  a  mistake  01 
there  is  an  error  or  fault  to  be  found. 
Let  us  do  our  best  to  encourage  and 
bless  our  youth,  that  they  may  grow 
up  to  be  strong  Christians  in  the  Lord. 
We  know  that  our  youth  has  many 
trials  and  conflicts  in  this  day  and  if 
we  expect  to  have  the  church  of  to- 
morrow we  will  have  to  assist  our 
youth  that  they  will  make  great  lead- 
ers for  our  church  of  tomorrow.  They 
need  a  lot  of  encouragement  and  the 
only    place    they   can    find    this   en- 


couragement will  be  from  the  church, 
and  for  God's  sake  and  their  sake,  let 
us  do  our  best  to  be  examples  for  them 
and  not  expect  them  to  be  as  settled 
in  their  ways  and  manner  of  conduct 
as  the  older  Christians. 

The  people  should  not  only  work 
with  the  material  that  they  have  in 
the  church  but  they  should  put  on  a 
drive  to  attract  the  youth  that  is  out- 
side of  the  church.  We  think  the 
greatest  departments  that  should 
launch  this  campaign  are  the  Y.P.E. 
and  Sunday  School.  As  we  can  not 
mould  the  character  of  our  youth  un- 
less we  get  them  on  the  inside  of  the 
church,  we  must  comply  with  Matt. 
4:19  where  Jesus  said,' "Follow  me  and 
I  will  make  you  fishers  of  men."  One 
of  the  greatest  problems  of  our  pres- 
ent-day church  is  to  entice  the  youth 
to  see  the  need  of  accepting  Christ, 
but  we  do  believe  that  with  our  ef- 
ficient leaders  in  the  various  churches 
we  can  solve  this  problem,  with  the 
help  and  the  grace  of  God. 

We  should  not  always  be  preaching 
what  they  will  have  to  give  up  and  re- 
frain from,  but  point  out  to  them  the 
beauty  of  a  Christian  life  and  the 
advantages  there  is  in  living  for  the 
Lord.  We  think  that  our  leaders,  in- 
cluding the  pastors,  should  be  very 
patient  in  dealing  with  the  youth,  as 
we  know  that  our  youth  of  today  is 


full  of  energy  and  this  energy  is  go- 
ing to  be  used  in  some  manner,  and  if 
we  will  use  wisdom  we  can  get  a  large 
portion  of  this  energy  used  in  the 
service  of  the  Lord  for  the  winning  of 
other  boys  and  girls  for  the  Master. 

I  remember  reading  a  story  of  a 
young  boy  who  fell  overboard  a  large 
ocean  liner  and  when  rescued  artifi- 
cial respiration  was  given  him  with- 
out avail.  The  ship  doctor  pronounced 
him  dead  and  started  to  walk  away. 
As  one  of  the  crew  turned  the  boy  on 
his  back  the  doctor  then  recognized 
that  it  was  his  own  son.  When  he  saw 
that  it  was  his  child  he  pulled  off  his 
coat,  rolled  up  his  sleeves  and  went 
to  work.  He  worked  with  the  boy  for 
an  hour  and  forty  minutes  and  final- 
ly there  was  sign  of  life.  The  doctor 
continued  to  work  until  the  boy  re- 
gained complete  consciousness,  then 
he  took  him  in  his  arms  and  said, 
"Thank  God  that  I  recognized  that  he 
was  my  son  in  time." 

We  should  not  only  be  interested  in 
our  own  child  but  let  us  be  interested 
in  our  neighbors'  boys  and  girls.  The 
great  responsibility  of  the  church  is  to 
teach  them  the  principles  of  the  Bi- 
ble, defend  them,  and  help  them  when 
they  are  weak. 

Now  the  responsibility  of  the  youth 
to  the  church.  Read  Titus  2:6-8.  Our 
youth  can  make  the  church  appreci- 
ate them  by  complying  with  the  out- 
line that  Paul  refers  to,  and  to  study 
that  they  will  be  able  to  defend  the 
doctrine  of  the  church.  You  owe  the 
church  a  clean,  consecrated  life  as 
Paul  said,  my  text,  "Let  no  man  de- 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Church  of  God  Bible  Training 
School  and  College  is  growing  rapidly 
each  year.  The  school  was  moved  from 
Cleveland,  Tennessee,  to  Sevierville  in 
1938.  The  Church  purchased  what  was 
then  known  as  Murphy  College.  The 
school  stands  at  the  foot  of  a  beauti- 
ful hill  connected  by  a  sixty-three- 
acre  tract  of  very  rich  soil.  The  orig- 
inal building's  were  an  administration 
building,  a  girls'  dormitory,  and  a 
boys'  dormitory.  Since  that  time  two 
new  buildings  have  been  added:  a 
brick  veneer  president's  home  and 
nine  new  classrooms  added  to  the 
administration  building.  The  new  ad- 
ditions are  valued  at  more  than  one 
hundred  thousand  dollars. 

A  new  dormitory  for  girls  is  now 
under  construction.  It  will  consist  of 
seventy-five  rooms,  three  entrances, 
and  will  be  three  stories  high.  There 
will  be  twenty-five  rooms  to  each 
floor,  five  baths,  two  storage  rooms, 
and  a  lobby.  Many  other  improve- 
ments are  being  made  on  the  old 
buildings  and  on  the  campus. 

Brother  Zeno  C.  Tharp  came  to  the 
school  in  1935,  served  faithfully  and 
loyally  until  September,  1944,  when 
the  management  was  given  to  Brother 


J.  H.  Walker.  In  1935  the  school  opened 
with  one  hundred  thirty-one  students, 
and  in  September,  1944,  the  school 
opened  with  five  hundred  and  four- 
teen students.  In  the  nine  years  of 
Brother  Tharp's  administration,  the 
school  had  an  increase  of  three  hun- 
dred and  eighty-three  students  and 
the  above  named  additions  to  the 
campus. 

Among  the  five  hundred  and  four- 
teen students,  we  have  representatives 
from  thirty-two  states,  Washington, 
D.  C,  Mexico,  and  Bahamas. 

The  faculty  has  also  increased 
greatly.  In  1938  the  school  employed 
seven  teachers,  today  it  has  twenty- 
six  employed.  The  eight  new  members 
of  the  faculty  are:  Miss  Elizabeth 
Hunt,  Miss  Trulla  Vinson,  Miss  Lois 
Underwood,  Mrs.  Mildred  Case,  Mrs. 
W.  M.  Driggers,  Mr.  James  Staley,  Mr. 
Peter  Johnson,  and  Mrs.  J.  H.  Walker. 

The  Lord  is  blessing  the  school  in  a 
wonderful  way.  Many  young  people 
come  here  unsaved,  but  they  soon  see 
the  need  of  a  Savior.  A  number  have 
been  saved,  sanctified,  and  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost  this  year.— Nina  Drig- 
gers, Sevierville,  Tenn. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


SOMEWHERE  IN  ENGLAND 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  glorious  name! 
Thanks  for  your  most  welcomed  let- 
ter I  received  a  few  days  ago.  It  was 
a  real  surprise,  and  a  happy  one,  too, 
to  get  such  a  nice  letter  from  the 
Lighted  Pathway. 

Sister  Harrison,  I'm  glad  you  said 
you  were  praying  for  all  of  us  boys  in 
the  service  of  our  country.  If  it  were 
not  for  the  prayers  of  the  Christian 
people  back  home,  I  don't  think  my 
Army  life  would  be  happy;  but  by  the 
good  people  back  at  home  praying  for 
us,  I  believe  God's  hand  is  guiding  my 
life  through  their  prayers. 

Praise  the  Lord  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  received  a  copy  last  week 
and  it  helped  me  lots.  I  have  already 
passed  it  out  to  another  Church  of 
God  boy  in  my  group.  He  told  me  he 
had  received  only  one  Lighted  Path- 
way since  being  in  the  Service.  I  let 
him  have  my  copy  as  soon  as  I  read  it 
and  he  passes  it  on  to  the  unsaved 
boy  in  his  tent  and  group.  Indeed,  I'm 
glad  you  have  such  a  good  book  that 
we  fellows  can  read. 

I  thank  you  from  my  heart  in  ad- 
vance for  the  year's  subscription  to 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  Someone  may 
be  saved  by  reading  the  paper,  and 
I'm  dedicating  each  paper  to  the 
Lord  and  pray  that  each  man  that 
reads  it  will  get  a  blessing  from  God, 
and  if  he  is  a  sinner  I  will  pray  that 
Jesus  may  come  into  his  heart  by 
reading  it.  I  am  small,  but  God  is 
strong  and  if  I  pray  in  earnest  the 
Lord  will  answer  my  prayer.  Help  me 
pray  that  souls  will  come  to  Christ 
by  reading  this  wonderful  paper. 

By  chance,  if  my  address  changes 
I  will  notify  you  immediately.  In  the 
Army  you  never  know  what  may  hap- 
pen next,  but  all  we  do  is  to  stay  ready 
and  be  ready  to  move  at  a  moment's 
notice. 

Again  I  thank  you  for  the  fine  let- 
ter and  knowing  that  I  will  receive  a 
Lighted  Pathway  every  month  for  a 
year.  My  prayer  is,  May  God  richly 
bless  you  with  His  goodness,  and  that 
this  war  will  end  this  year,  so  we  boys 
can  return  to  our  homes. 

I  would  appreciate  a  letter  from 
you  any  time.  Believe  on  the  Lord  and 
He  will  take  you  through  every  trial 
and  temptation  which  might  come 
before  you.  "God  is  love." — Roosevelt 
Miller. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a 
great  blessing  to  me.  We  give  out 
many  different  kinds  of  papers,  but 
none  of  them  will  come  up  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  gain  food  for  my 
soul  by  reading  its  contents. 

I  have  been  quite  busy  since  I  have 
been  made  Chaplain's  Assistant. 
Please  pray  for  me  that  I  will  do  ev- 
erything the  Lord  will  have  me  to  do. 
I   have    a   wonderful   opportunity   to 


witness  to  the  boys  and  to  help  them 
in  every  way  possible.  I  want  to  be 
on  the  battlefield  for  my  Lord. 

May  God  bless  and  keep  you  in  the 
good  work  for  us. — Pvt.  Clarence  E. 
Cates. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  been  reading  one  of  your 
Lighted  Pathways  which  my  sister 
sent  me  from  Fonde,  Ky.  I  surely  do 
like  to  read  it  and  receive  more  good 
from  it  than  anything  that  I  have 
ever  read.  I  hope  she  will  send  me  one 
this  month  for  it  gives  me  great  pleas- 
ure to  read  it.  My  sister  is  praying  for 
me. 

The  boys  in  my  camp  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  too,  and  they  like 
it  very  much.  We  keep  it  going  around 
from  one  to  the  other.  I  hope  to  get 
saved  some  day  before  it  is  too  late. 
Pray  for  me. — Pvt.  Lacey  Hatfield,  Co. 
D.,  55th  Bn.,  2nd  Platoon,  Camp  Wal- 
ters, Tex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  to  let  you  know  that 
I  am  a  reader  of  your  wonderful  pa- 
per. I  receive  the  Lighted  Pathway 
from  Sister  Gladys  Warden  and  I 
surely  thank  her  for  it.  I  would  be  lost 
without  the  paper.  I  look  forward  to 
receiving  it  each  month. 

I  have  the  blessing  of  the  Lord  in 
my  life  and  am  trying  to  let  my  light 
shine.  I  attend  chapel  service  regular- 
ly and  we  have  formed  a  quartet 
among  our  group. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  will  be  a  soul 
winner  for  the  Lord. — Pvt.  Wm.  R. 
Carnes. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  really 
been  a  blessing  to  me.  I  will  tell  you 
how  I  received  my  first  copy.  My 
cousin  sent  me  a  clipping  from  the 
paper  and  the  article  was  written  by 
Miss  Mae  Vest,  Biltmore,  N.  C.  I 
wrote  to  her  and  she  sent  me  the  pa- 
per. She  is  a  very  good  worker  for  the 
Lord  and  I  think  a  good  Christian. 
I  enjoy  her  letters  very  much. 

Not  long  ago  I  was  home  on  fur- 
lough and  there  was  a  revival  going 
in  the  church.  We  really  had  some 
wonderful  times  in  the  services.  I 
have  been  a  Christian  for  the  past 
two  years  and  it  has  been  a  happy 
two  years,  although  I  have  been  in 
the  Army.  The  storms  may  come  and 
the  winds  blow,  but  the  Lord  will  car- 
ry us  through  if  we  will  only  keep 
close  to  Him.  I  received  the  Holy 
Ghost  just  before  I  came  into  the 
Army  and  I  have  been  able  to  stand 
and  put  my  trust  in  the  One  who  gave 
His  life  for  us,  because  He  will  not 
allow  us  tempted  above  that  which 
we  are  able  to  bear. 

The  picture  "Temptation"  is  a  very 
inspiring  one.  I  love  it  very  much.  I 
didn't  know  that  there  was  so  much 
wickedness  in  the  world  until  I  came 


into  the  Army.  There  is  no  wonder 
that  the  nations  are  at  war  today. 
There  is  more  man-made  religion 
than  I  ever  dreamed  of.  Some  of  the 
boys  think  that  living  for  the  Lord  on 
Sunday  is  enough,  but  it  hasn't  been 
enough  for  me. 

I  hope  and  pray  that  this  wicked, 
sinful  war  will  soon  be  over,  so  that 
we  can  live  for  our  Lord  and  go  to 
church  when  we  want  to.  Pray  for  me 
that  I  will  stand  true  to  the  Lord. — 
Pfc.  Paul  L.  Owens. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Jesus  is  a  wonderful  Savior  to  me. 
I  am  praising  Him  today  for  the  way 
He  has  kept  me  through  the  past 
eight  years  and  for  the  many  bless- 
ings since  I  have  been  in  the  navy. 
The  God  we  are  serving  is  able  to  keep 
us  anywhere  if  we  will  only  pray  and 
have  faith. 

I  am  always  glad  to  get  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  have  been  reading  it  for 
several  years  and  I  am  sure  that 
thousands  will  agree  that  it  is  the 
best  young  people's  magazine  to  be 
found  anywhere. 

I  desire  your  prayers  for  all  the  boys 
here  in  my  outfit.  Also  pray  for  my 
wife  and  me  to  do  our  best  for  God 
and  His  cause. 

May  God  continue  to  bless  you  in 
your  work. — Vance  H.  West. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  words  I  hope  may  en- 
courage some  wife,  mother  or  father, 
whose  loved  ones  have  been  taken 
from  their  homes  to  participate  in  this 
awful  war. 

Yes,  I  felt,  too,  that  as  a  Christian, 
the  army  or  battlefield  was  no  place 
for  me,  particularly  as  God  was  using 
me  more  and  more  in  His  work  and 
drawing  me  ever  closer  to  Him.  Living 
for  God  and  helping  to  build  His  king- 
dom is  all  my  heart's  desire,  and  being 
deprived  of  this  and  home,  and 
friends  is  at  times  almost  unbearable. 
But  don't  forget  for  a  moment  that 
God  has  His  purpose  to  be  fulfilled! 

Ever  since  that  day  when  I  gave  my 
heart  to  the  Lord,  I  have  been  on 
trial.  God  has  taken  me  through 
tribulation,  grief  and  many  strange 
experiences  that  I  might  be  purified 
and  moulded  into  a  vessel  fit  for  the 
Master's  use. 

Eighteen  months  ago  when  my  turn 
came  to  go,  those  words  that  Jesus 
uttered  in  the  garden  came  to  me  and 
since  then  it  has  been  implanted  in 
my  mind,  "Father,  let  this  cup  pass 
from  me,  nevertheless,  not  my  will, 
but  thine  be  done." 

So  I  put  my  life  in  His  hands  and 
had  faith  in  Him  and  now  I  can  say, 
He  has  guided  me,  used  me  as  a  wit- 
ness, and  above  all  has  taught  me 
many  deep  truths,  which  I  might  not 
have  learned  otherwise. 

At  one  time  I  held  a  fear  concern- 
continued  on  page  17) 
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Dear   Readers   of   the    Lighted   Path- 
way, greetings  for  the  New  Year. 

I  have  decided  that  I  want  to  write 
you  a  little  New  Year  message  sepa- 
rate from  my  regular  monthly  mes- 
sage. I  want  to  try,  with  my  limited 
vocabulary,  to  express  my  apprecia- 
tion for  your  cooperation  in  helping 
to  put  the  Lighted  Pathway  over  the 
top  in  1944.  I  want  to  thank  you  for 
the  kind,  encouraging  letters  you  have 
written  to  me.  I  have  really  tried  to 
do  my  best  to  send  to  you  uplifting, 
inspirational  material.  I  have  had  to 
turn  down  so  many  things  that  I 
would  like  to  have  published,  but  for 
lack  of  space  it  has  been  impossible. 
I  was  turning  through  some  of  my 
old  Pathways  the  other  day  and  was 
reminded  of  what  I  was  able  to  do 
when  I  had  thirty-six  pages.  So  many 
nice  cuts  of  our  different  Y.P.E.'s  over 
the  country,  letters  from  our  boys  and 
girls,  contributions  by  young  writers, 
and  many  other  good  things  that  I  am 
sure  you  would  like  to  have  again,  as 
well  as  I.  The  time  came  when  I  had 
to  choose  the  few  pages  I  had  left  to 
make  it  the  greatest  blessing  to  the 
largest  number  of  people. 

I  turned  over  the  page  that  I  had 
used  for  letters  from  our  young  people 
to  the  boys  in  Service.  I'm  sure  you 
appreciate  that.  Every  one  these  days 
has  a  desire  to  give  way  to  our  boys. 
Then  I  tried  to  retain  the  features 
that  I  thought  were  best.  I  knew  that 


^£%Mg^-  ■ 


fT-TT'HE  Old  year  is  dying.  Old  \Jear 
't3P%^    good-bye; 
$g£  We  are  qrieved  for  you,  il  is  hard 
T-^       to  die; 
But   you'fe  lived  your  life,   and 

you'ue  lived  il  well, 
And  now,  you  mvsl  say  lo  your  life 

—farewell. 
l/ou  have  brought  lo  us  bolh  honor 

and  shame, 
Bui  we  hold  for  you  neither  praise 

nor  blame, 
you  have  broughl  us  joy.  you  have 

brought  us  woe; 
But  all  the  years  do  the  same  as 

they  go. 
As  the  years  before  you  have  done, 

so  you 
Did  only  the  thing  il  was  yours 

to  do 
When  you  came  lo  us  another  year 

went. 
Another  will  come  when  your  lime 

is  spent. 
The  New  ijear  we  hail  with  a  smile. 

bul  sigh 
For  the  year  lhal  is  gone.  Old  Ijear 

good-bye. 


the  Evangel,  which  has  sixty-four 
pages  per  month,  forty-four  pages 
more  than  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
could  take  care  of  some  of  the 
reports  from  the  field.  I  have  carried 
the  features  that  I  think  will  be  the 
greatest  blessing  to  you.  I  may  have 
failed  to  understand  the  need  of  the 
people,  and  the  only  way  I  shall  know 
where  I  have  failed  is  by  your  writing 
to  me  what  you  think. 

One  thing,  especially,  I  would  like 
to  explain,  is  in  regard  to  publishing 
death  notices.  In  the  fifteen  years  we 
have  been  publishing  the  paper  we 
have  never  published  a  death  notice. 
Our  paper  is  not  large  enough  to  car- 
ry them.  We  are  always  sad  when  we 
have  to  send  one  back  and  say  we 
cannot  publish  it.  With  only  twenty 
pages  per  month,  we  must  draw  the 
line  on  some  tilings,  and  while  it 
would  be  very  gratifying  to  the 
friends,  it  would  not  inspire  others. 
Then  the  Evangel,  which  has  three 
times  as  much  paper  per  month,  car- 
ries a  page  of  obituaries.  We  hope  you 
will  understand. 

We  have  made  some  mistakes  in  the 
year  1944.  We  shall  likely  make  some 
in  1945,  but  we  are  going  to  try  to  do 
better.  We  are  going  to  try  to  forget 
the  things  that  are  behind  and  press 
toward  the  mark  for  the  prize  this 
coming  year. 

In  December  issue,  I  asked  you  to 
write  us  how  you  think  we  could  im- 
prove the  paper.  What 
features  would  you 
change?  Write  me  a  nice 
letter  with  all  the  con- 
structive criticism  you 
think  we  need.  I  get 
some  lovely  letters  of 
appreciation  from  dif- 
ferent ones  over  the 
country,  but  not  so 
many  from  the  minis- 
ters. I  would  like  to  hear 
from  them.  Be  sure  you 
are  a  regular  reader  of 
its  contents.  You  are  not 
capable  of  giving  con- 
structive criticism  un- 
less you  know  what  it 
contains. 


Here  is  a  letter  that 
came  today  from  a  young 
minister  that  I  appreci- 
ate so  much.  I  have  not 
asked  his  permission  to 
publish  it,  but  we  hope 
he  will  not  care. 

Brother  Campbell,  you 
didn't  know  how  much 
I  needed  this  today 
when  it  came.  Thank 
you  so  much: 


"Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

"I  have  just  finished  reading  a  part 
of  the  November  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  however  I  had  several  in- 
terruptions— interrupted  because  of 
crying.  I  appreciate  so  very  much  the 
great  work  you  are  doing.  I  guess,  as 
all  other  leaders  feel  sometimes,  your 
results  may  seem  small,  or  you  think 
them  small,  but  remember  the  fruit 
of  your  labor  is  not  always  visible.  I 
sincerely  believe  that  if  you  knew  the 
number  of  sermons  you  have  inspired 
by  the  Lighted  Pathway,  how  many 
tears  your  readers  have  shed  after 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and 
how  many  of  them  uttered  this  prayer 
to  God,  'Please,  God,  help  me  to  be  a 
better  Christian,'  you  would  be  en- 
couraged. Of  course,  this  information 
would  be  impossible  at  this  time  to 
obtain,  but  after  a  few  more  battles 
have  been  fought  and  at  'sunset  and 
evening  star  and  one  clear  call,'  the 
toils  of  the  road  will  seem  nothing, 
and  the  faithful  shall  receive  their 
reward. — Manuel  F.  Campbell." 

Please  pray  for  us  this  coming  year, 
that  we  may  listen  to  God's  voice  and 
be  careful  to  do  His  will.  Also  please 
pray  that  we  may  have  the  greatest 
year  in  soul-winning  we  have  ever 
had,  whether  it  is  through  the  print- 
ed page,  the  preaching  of  His  Word  or 
personal  soul-winning.  God  bless  you 
all. 


INVASION 

Here  is  a  delayed  announcement: 

There  is  a  certain  church  in  a  cer- 
tain state  that  has  a  Y.P.E.  that  is  go- 
ing to  invade  a  city  with  a  Church  of 
God  in  the  near  future. 

"We  are  now  putting  on  a  softening 
up  program  by  taking  a  machine 
loaded  up  with  daring  young  people, 
selling  and  distributing  Lighted  Path- 
ways into  this  city  of  about  14,000  pop- 
ulation. 

"We  are  going  to  bomb  this  city  for 
awhile  yet  until  we  can  get  a  Lighted 
Pathway  in  every  home.  Then  we  will 
open  up  on  Satan  with  a  revival  of 
the  Y.  P.  E. 

"We  are  now  getting  a  volunteer 
army  ready  for  that  V-Day  (Victory 
Day)  which  will  be  announced  later. 
With  the  praying  saints  and  faith  in 
Jesus  we  shall  win." — From  pastor  and 
president  of  Y.P.E. 

NOTE :  We  are  waiting  to  hear  about 
your  invasion.  Hope  victory  day  will 
soon  be  your  reward.  Let  us  hear 
about  it.  We  need  some  more  inva- 
sions like  this.  A  certain  state  over- 
seer said,  "The  Lighted  Pathway  is  my 
missionary.  When  I  want  to  enter  a 
new  field  I  send  this  missionary  to 
pave  the  way."  We  have  had  this  no- 
tice for  some  time.  It  had  been  mis- 
laid. We  would  like  to  know  what 
happened  in  this  invasion.  Would  like 
for  this  pastor  or  president  to  write 
to  us. — Editor. 


The  one  who  looks  back  will  turn 
back  sooner  or  later,  as  he  has  left 
something  behind  him  he  wants. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


FOR   POETRY   LOVERS 


IS  THIS  THE   RIGHT   ROAD? 

"Is  this  the  right  road  Home,  O  Lord? 

The  clouds  are  dark  and  still, 
The  stony  path  is  hard  to  tread,  each 

Step  brings  some  fresh  ill. 
I    thought    the    way    would    brighter 
grow 
And    that    the    sun    with    warmth 
would  glow, 
And    joyous   songs    from    free    hearts 
flow, 
Is  this  the  right  road  Home?" 

"Yes,  child,  this  very  path  I  trod; 

The  clouds  were  dark  for  me, 
The  stony  path  was  sharp  and  hard, 

Not  sight,  but  faith,  could  see 
That  at  the  end  the  sun  shines  bright 

Forever  where  there  is  no  night, 
And    glad    hearts    rest    from    earth's 
fierce  fight; 

It  is  the  right  road  Home." 


THE  NEW  YEAR 

Another  year  I  enter, 

Its  history  unknown; 
Oh,  how  my  feet  would  tremble 

To  tread  its  paths  alone! 
But  I  have  heard  a  whisper, 

I  know  I  shall  be  blest: 
"My  presence  shall  go  with  thee 

And  I  will  give  thee  rest." 

What  will  the  new  year  bring  me? 

I  may  not,  must  not  know; 
Will  it  be  love  and  rapture, 

Or  loneliness  and  woe? 
Hush;  hush!  I  hear  His  whisper, 

I  surely  shall  be  blest: 
"My  presence  shall  go  with  thee 

And  I  will  give  thee  rest." 

— Selected. 

PRAYER  FOR  THE  YEAR 

Helen  Welshimer 

Oh,  grant  us  vision,  God,  this  year  to 

carry 
Our  banners  up  the  timeless  hills  to 

peace; 
Turn  our  swords  to  plowshares,  this 

we  ask  Thee; 
Sound  the  bugle,  God,  and  bring  re- 
lease 
From  hatred  that  so  long  has  held  us 

captive, 
From   greed   that   looks   on  lowlands, 

not  the  stars; 
Too  long  we've  groped,   each  in   his 

little  kingdom, 
Oh,  take  from  us  each  hurting  thing 

that  mars! 

Help  us  this  year  to  walk  the  cosmic 

highway 
That  goes  where  fields  are  green  and 

rivers  clear; 
To    watch    bright    sun    lay    rugs    on 

April's  meadows, 
To  brave  the  winter  without  cry  or 

fear. 
To   know   seedtime   and   harvest   will 

not  perish, 


That  day  must  come  if  there  has  been 

the  night; 
That  months  will  pass  unchanged  in 

rhythmic  cycle — ■ 
Sometime,  somewhere,  the  pattern  will 

be  right. 

Give  us  this  year  frontiers  that  are 

unconquered, 
That    lie    uncharted    in    the    human 

breast; 
Oh,  let  us  stand  again,  dear  God,  on 

Sinai, 
Flesh     bruised      by      thorns,     hearts 

valiant  in  the  test. 
Lead  us  through  Wilderness,  dear  God, 

and  bring  us 
This  time  next  year  to  gayer,  braver 

days, 
When  we  shall  come  again  as  grate- 
ful children, 
Whose    hearts    are    tuned    to    richer 

hymns  of  praise. 

MY  NEW  YEAR'S  GARDEN 

By  Edgar  Cooper  Mason 

Another  year!   A  new  and  open  field 
For  me  to  plant   for  golden  harvest 

yield! 
I'll   plant   the   choicest  seeds  of  last 

year's  fruit, 
And   lay   my   garden   out   in   artful 

plot — 
A  thing  of  fruit  beauty  absolute, 
Without  a  weed  or  briar  to  mar  the 

lot. 

And   by   the    road,   where   weeds    are 
wont  to  grow, 
I'll    plant    sweet    flowers,    blooming 
every  day, 
That    by    their    fragrance    and    their 
tinted  glow 
Some  traveler  may  be  cheered  upon 
his  way. 
Thus  througn  the  year,  with  work  and 
fruitfulness, 
My   God    and   fellowmen   I'll   cheer 
and  bless. 

But   listen,   friend   of   mine,    if   there 
should  come, 
Ere  is  fulfilled  the  cycle  of  the  year, 
The  call  to  take  me  to  my  heavenly 
home, 
And  thou  art  yet  a  little  longer  here, 
Let  my  fond  hopes  and  purposes  aug- 
ment 
Thine  own  high  aims  and  purpose- 
ful intent, 
That    thou    mayest    make    thy    new 
year's  garden  shine 
More    fruitful    and    more    beautiful 
than  mine. 
Thus  would  my  hopeful  plans  be  not 
in  vain, 
Because  in  thee  their  urge  should 
live  again. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  Dec.  Total 

Alabama                     3,303  10,867 

Alaska  ..                          13  50 

Arizona                344  1,146 

Arkansas      ._ 607  2,428 

California    1,254  5,118 

Canada  359  1,173 

Colorado                           26  156 

Connecticut    34  55 

Delaware    154  963 

Florida    3,111  12,282 

Foreign  356  1,310 

Georgia     5,895  22,488 

Idaho  175  791 

Illinois    3,663  11,626 

Indiana  903  4,226 

Iowa  344  885 

Kansas    349  1,371 

Kentucky  2,459  8,294 

Louisiana  933  2,830 

Maine    460  1,295 

Massachusetts    29  123 

Maryland  1,396  5,944 

Michigan    1,720  7,385 

Minnesota    108  305 

Mississippi     975  3,314 

Missouri    1,290  6,188 

Montana        159  719 

Nebraska    .                .    220  326 

New  Hampshire  ..         14  14 

New  Jersey             ....    233  1,045 

New  Mexico              _    315  1,292 

New  York  _     177  175 

Nevada  9  92 

North  Carolina  5,197  23,728 

North  Dakota    185  86S 

Ohio  ........4,293  17,358 

Oklahoma    677  1,780 

Oregon    .    105  910 

Pennsylvania    1,101  4,491 

Rhode  Island 1  4 

South  Carolina    _     9,669  38,876 

South  Dakota  252  1,044 

Tennessee      3,956  15,125 

Texas     2,126  8,124 

Utah    4  17 

Virginia                    „..1,588  6,924 

Washington  397  1,804 

Washington,  D.  C.  ..    154  8  44 

West  Virginia  3,204  13,421 

Wisconsin    57  205 

Wyoming    .                      50  304 

64,403  252,393 


November  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

November  Honor  Roll 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Hazel  Crawford,  Metamora,  Ind. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
A.  V.  Avery,  Erwin,  N.  C. 
Edwin     M.     Mortenson,     Columbia, 
S.  C. 


The  best  way  to  advertise  the  true 
religion  of  Jesus  Christ  is  to  live  it  in 
our  everyday  lives  and  practice  it  in 
our  business  as  well  as  we  profess  it 
while  in  the  church  building. 


Some  say  talk  is  cheap,  but  it  has 
cost  some  people  their  soul's  salvation 
and  has  separated  husbands  and 
wives,  and  has  divided  and  separated 
brothers  and  sisters  in  Christ,  and 
robbed  many  of  a  peaceful  conscience; 
this  kind  of  talk  is  not  very  cheap. 


January,  1945 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


WORTHWHILE  ASMS  FOR  THE 
YEAR   AHEAD 

Scripture:    Phil.  3:13,14. 

Taking  an  airplane  view  of  our  so- 
ciety's program  is  helpful.  As  we  gain 
altitude  we  can  get  the  lay  of  the 
land.  We  are  now  concerned  with 
goals.  And  when  we  have  determined 
what  these  are,  we  can  then  find  out 
how  best  we  can  reach  them. 

CHRISTIAN  LIVING   TODAY 

The  aim  of  the  Church  of  God  for 
young  people  is:  "Growth  in  effective 
Christian  living  through  personal 
commitment  to  Jesus  Christ  as  Savior 
and  Lord,  acceptance  of  His  purpose 
for  the  whole  of  life,  and  united  serv- 
ice for  the  advancement  of  the  King- 
dom." 

1.  "Growth  in  effective  Christian 
living."  The  world  needs  men  and 
women  who  are  becoming  better  able 
to  apply  the  teachings  of  Jesus  to  the 
problems  of  our  day. 

2.  "Personal  commitment  to  Jesus 
Christ  as  Savior  and  Lord."  The  first 
aim  cannot  be  realized  apart  from 
this.  Until  we  have  forgiveness, 
cleansing,  and  power,  we  are  not  fit 
for  effective  Christian  living. 

3.  "Acceptance  of  His  purpose  for 
the  whole  of  life."  It  has  been  said 
that  if  Christ  is  not  Lord  of  all,  He  is 
not  Lord  at  all.  The  entire  range  of 
life  should  be  lighted  by  the  truth 
that  streams  from  Him.  Every  thought 
should  be  brought  "into  captivity  to 
the  obedience  of  Christ."  When  the 
crisis  of  choosing  a  vocation  comes, 
the  decision  should  be  made  accord- 
ing to  His  will.  "Every  young  person 
should  see  that  to  be  fully  Christian 
one  must  make  Christ's  purpose  for 
the  world  the  dominating  purpose  of 
his  own  life,  live  as  thoroughly  for  the 
advancement  of  Christ's  kingdom  as 
does  any  missionary  or  other  full-time 
Christian  worker." 

4.  "United  service  for  the  advance- 
ment of  the  kingdom."  Such  service 
is  not  only  of  value  in  itself,  but  also 
it  is  essential  to  personal  growth. 

A   PLAN  OF  ACTION 

The  attainment  of  this  aim  will  re- 
quire instruction.  In  the  program 
there  will  be  worship,  service,  and 
recreation.  Such  a  plan  makes  pos- 
sible for  young  people  the  fullest 
Christian  knowledge  and  experience. 

The  aim  of  worship:  "To  establish 
and  develop  that  filial  relationship 
with  God  and  Christlike  fellowship 
with  men  through  which  the  worship- 
er shares  God's  Spirit  and  purpose  and 
receives  strength  for  Christian  living." 

What  improvements  in  the  worship 
of  the  society  are  possible  this  year? 
How  can  new  hymns  be  learned?  How 
can  the  prayers  be  made  more  help- 
ful? What  can  be  done  to  make  the 
reading  of  Scripture  a  more  effective 
means  of  worship?  Why  should  a  wor- 
ship service  be  carefully  planned? 

The  aim  of  instruction:      "To  pre- 


sent and  interpret  the  facts  of  the 
Christian  religion,  the  principles  and 
ideals  of  Jesus,  and  the  history,  needs, 
achievements,  and  methods  of  His 
world  enterprise  as  the  basis  for  a 
well-developed  Christian  character 
and  for  efficient  Christian  service." 

The  aim  of  service:  "To  help  to 
build  the  kingdom  of  God  by  giving 
practical  expression  to  Christian  im- 
pulses and  ideals  through  Christian 
living  and  action." 

The  aim  of  recreation:  "To  help 
young  people  in  finding  and  develop- 
ing Christian  friendship  and  fellow- 
ship, to  guide  them  in  applying  Chris- 
tian principles  and  purposes  to  their 
social  and  recreational  life,  and  to  as- 
sist them  in  maintaining  their  lives 
on  the  highest  possible  plane." 

Recreation  properly  conducted  helps 
to  build  Christian  character.  It  pre- 
pares for  finer  and  better  living. 

SUGGESTIONS  TO  THE  LEADER 

Ask  the  members  to  state  the  aims 
of  the  Y.P.E.  Write  them  on  the  black- 
board. If  the  response  is  weak,  ask 
them  to  tell  what  has  been  most  help- 
ful to  them  in  past  meetings.  If  some- 
one mentions  prayer,  speak  of  wor- 
ship as  an  aim  and  point  out  the 
difference  between  private  prayer  and 
public  prayer.  We  need  to  practice  the 
presence  of  God  alone,  and  as  we  do 
so  we  shall  have  personal  sins  to  con- 
fess. But  when  we  pray  in  public  we 
need  to  think  of  the  needs  of  others. 
Perhaps  some  one  may  mention  a 
helpful  outside  speaker.  Show  that 
one  of  the  aims  is  instruction.  When 
some  one  is  brought  in  to  speak,  make 
sure  that  the  subject  is  such  that  it 
meets  the  needs  of  the  group.  How 
can  the  recreational  side  of  the  Y.P.E. 
be  improved? 

Use  the  Following  Scriptures  as  a 
Foundation  for  Your  Talks: 

Evangelistic  aims.  2  Cor.  10:13-18. 

Benevolent  aims.  2  Cor.  9:6-15. 

Church  attendance  aims.  Heb.  10: 
23-25. 

Aims  for  service.  Mark  2:1-12. 

Aims  for  study.  Prov.  8:1-11. 

Aims  for  membership  increase.  Acts 
2:41-47. 

NOTE:  We  have  had  many  letters 
come  to  us  from  Y.P.E.  leaders  asking 
what  to  do  to  make  their  meetings 
more  interesting.  The  complaint  is 
often  this,  "Our  young  people  just 
read  the  comments  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway."  It  is  very  hard  to  have  an 
interesting  meeting  with  young  peo- 
ple who  are  not  willing  to  take  a  sub- 
ject and  pray  over  it,  and  who  are  not 
willing  to  study.  The  subject  and  com- 
ments are  only  starters  to  provoke 
thought. 

Perhaps  you  should  start  a  Youth 
Personal  Evangelistic  Union  and  teach 
your  young  people  how  to  study.  Oh, 
the  dearth  of  Bible  study  among 
Christian  young  people  today! 


We  are  giving  you  an  excerpt  from 
a  letter  we  have  just  received.  Please 
help  us  in  answering  this  question. 
We  will  publish  the  best  answer.  Make 
it  brief  and  to  the  point.  Here  is  the 
excerpt: 

"I  would  like  to  have  some  helpful 
information  as  to  how  to  go  about 
making  out  programs  for  each  meet- 
ing. These  young  people  seem  only  to 
want  to  get  up  and  read  their  topics 
and  stop  at  that.  Do  you  have  any 
plans  as  to  how  I  might  go  about  get- 
ing  them  to  take  an  interest  in  topics 
given  them?" 

YOUTH'S   NEEDS  THAT  CHRIST 
CAN  MEET 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Youth  should  follow  Christ's  exam- 
ple and  fill  the  mind  with  the  Scrip- 
tures, in  order  to  meet  the  hour  of 
temptation  (v.  4) . 

Christ  gives  us  the  right  view  of  am- 
bition. It  should  not  be  selfish,  per- 
sonal gain,  but  ambition  to  do  the  will 
of  God,  whatever  that  may  be  (v.  8) . 

We  need  to  trust  God  more,  and 
Christ,  if  we  stop  and  follow  Him,  will 
lead  us  into  this  experience  (v.  7). 

Youth  needs  friendship.  It  feels  it- 
self often  misunderstood.  But  Jesus 
understands.  We  can  take  our  troubles 
to  Him  (vs.  14-16). 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Youth  needs  guidance.  This  is 
natural  for  youth.  Whatever  else  it 
has,  it  lacks  experience.  Why  repeat 
the  mistakes  of  others?  Listen  and 
learn. 

Youth  needs  patience.  It  is  im- 
petuous. It  hates  delays.  Jesus  waited 
until  He  was  thirty  before  beginning 
His  work. 

Youth  needs  love  and  appreciation, 
and  does  not  always  get  them.  He  is 
slrong  who  feels  that  Jesus  under- 
stands and  approves. 

Youth  needs  to  work  for  others. 
Idleness  is  a  curse.  Selfish  work  is 
also  a  curse.  We  must  follow  Christ 
in  His  love  for  -man  and  His  efforts 
to  help  and  lift. 

A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

Leave  a  rosebush  alone,  and  it  may 
grow  a  lot  of  roses,  but  they  will  grow 
smaller.  Pruning  is  necessary  if  we 
want  the  best.  Youth  needs  discipline. 

When  Garibaldi,  the  Italian  patriot, 
offered  his  men  not  riches  but  sac- 
rifice, hardship,  and  death,  they  de- 
clared themselves  with  him  to  the  end. 
Youth  needs  a  big  challenge,  and 
Christ  gives  it. 

The  crusaders  of  old  misinterpreted 
a  great  idea.  Crusades  were  right,  but 
not  with  the  sword.  Christ  will  not 
conquer  the  world  by  the  sword,  but 
by  love.  Christ's  crusade  is  love's 
service. 

Christ  chose  twelve  young  men  to 
be  with  Him  to  learn  not  only  His 
message  but  to  understand  and  live 
His  life.  Youth  needs  training.  We  can 
do  little  for  Christ  unless  we  learn  of 
Him. 

QUESTIONS  TO  ASK  OURSELVES 

What  is  our  greatest   need  today? 

Where  may  we  find  help  to  meet 
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our  needs? 

Do  we  find  aid  in  the  Scriptures? 

It  is  a  fine  thing  to  see  a  youth 
bearing  his  burden  manfully,  bravely, 
silently,  patiently,  taking  for  his  pat- 
tern the  greatest  of  all  sufferers. — 
James  Hamilton. 

What  a  man  knows  should  find  ex- 
pression in  what  he  does.  The  value 
of  superior  knowledge  is  chiefly  that 
it  leads  to  a  performing  manhood. — 
Anon. 

Use  the  following  Scriptures  as  a 
Foundation  for  your  talks: 

Need  of  pardon.     1  John  1:9. 
.      Guidance.    Heb.  12:1,2. 
'      Stability  of  purpose.  Luke  9:57-62. 

A  worthy  purpose.  Matt.  4:18-20. 

Moral  education.  Matt.  7:24-29. 

Self-control.     Matt.  5:38-48. 

PRAYER 

Alvia  Reeder 

Scripture  lesson:     1  John  3:22. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

We  see  the  need  of  prayer  more  and 
more  each  day.  Without  prayer  we 
cannot  live  a  victorious  life.  It  is 
through  prayer  that  God  enables  us 
to  stand.  We  feel  the  absence  of  the 
power  of  God  in  our  midst  today,  and 
it's  because  we  are  slack  on  our  prayer 
life.  All  men  that  ever  accomplished 
anything  for  God  spent  much  time  in 
prayer.  Christ  came  as  an  example 
and  we  notice  He  was  a  man  of 
prayer.  So  let  us  pray  much  that  we 
might  be  counted  worthy  to  enter  into 
that  rest  He  has  gone  to  prepare  for 
us. 

WHY  WE  SHOULD  PRAY 

We  should  pray  because  it  is  a  com- 
mand of  Christ,  Matt.  26:41.  If  we 
would  pray  more  and  keep  our  minds 
on  heavenly  things,  the  enemy  would 
have  less  chance  to  put  evil  thoughts 
into  our  minds.  We  notice  in  Luke 
21:36  where  Christ  said  for  us  to  pray 
for  strength.  Our  souls  need  strength 
to  overcome  the  trials  and  tempta- 
tion, just  as  our  body  needs  food  to 
do  our  daily  work.  James  tells  us  in 
4:2  that  "we  have  not  because  we  ask 
not."  We  must  remember  that  in  John 
14:13,14,  Christ  said  if  we  ask  any- 
'  thing  in  His  name  He  would  do  it,  so 
we  must  pray  believing  and  we  shall 
receive. 

RESULTS  OF  PRAYER 

If  we  pray  believing,  there  will  be 
great  results  and  the  best  thing 
about  it  we  don't  have  to  be  a  rich 
man  or  woman  to  get  our  prayer  an- 
swered. We  notice  that  Paul  and  Silas 
prayed  and  was  heard  by  God  while 
in  jail.  The  lions'  jaws  were  locked 
while  Daniel  prayed.  Jacob  conquered 
Esau  while  he  was  on  his  knees.  The 
Jews  were  spared  while  Queen  Esther 
fasted  and  prayed.  Peter  was  released 
from  prison  while  the  church  prayed. 
Three  thousand  souls  were  saved  as  a 
result  of  the  church  praying  in  one 
mind  and  one  accord.  So  let  us  be 
much  in  prayer  for  the  same  God  is 
still  on  the  throne. 


FOR  WHAT  SHOULD  WE  PRAY? 

We  notice  in  Mark  11:24,  "There- 
fore I  say  unto  you,  What  things  so- 
ever ye  desire,  when  ye  pray,  believe 
that  ye  receive  them,  and  ye  shall 
have  them."  We  must  have  faith  when 
we  pray.  If  we  don't  believe  that  God 
will  answer  our  prayers  there  is  no 
use  to  pray.  James  said  pray  for  one 
another  and  Paul  said  to  bear  one  an- 
other's burdens,  and  there  is  no  bet- 
ter way  to  bear  our  brother's  or  sis- 
ter's burdens  than  to  take  them  to 
the  Lord  in  prayer  and  leave  them 
there,  and  Jesus  said  for  us  to  pray 
for  our  enemies  and  them  that  de- 
spitefully  use  us.  We  have  so  much  to 
pray  for. 

HOW  WE  SHOULD  PRAY 

We  notice  again  in  Mark  1:35  where 
Jesus  rose  up  early  in  the  morning,  a 
great  while  before  day,  and  went  out 
and  departed  into  a  solitary  place  to 
pray.  Luke  6:12,  "And  it  came  to  pass 
in  those  days,  that  he  went  out  into 
a  mountain  to  pray,  and  continued  all 
night  in  prayer  to  God."  If  He  needed 
to  pray  all  night,  how  much  more  do 
we  need  to  pray  all  night?  Christ 
taught  us  not  to  pray  as  the  hypo- 
crites, to  be  seen  of  men,  but  pray  un- 
to God  our  Father. 

As  we  look  around  and  see  the  aw- 
ful things  coming  upon  the  world,  we 
should  pray  more  earnestly.  Thou- 
sands of  souls  are  dropping  into  hell. 
We  should  be  doing  something  to  help 
them. 

LOVE  THE  LORD 

Pauline  Weaver 
"Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God 
with  all  thy  heart,  and  with  all  thy 
soul,  and  with  all  thy  mind,  and  with 
all  thy  strength,"  Mark  12:30. 

1.  OUR  HEART  is  our  most  vital 
organ  of  the  body,  and  God  wants  all 
of  it.  He  wants  the  vital  thing  that 
gives  us  life,  that  pumps  daily 
through  us  our  very  blood.  If  we  love 
Him  with  all  our  heart,  then  our 
heart  is  pure.  How  could  we  love  God 
and  yet  have  impurity,  dishonesty, 
disloyalty,  deceit,  or  unkindness  in  our 
heart?  How  could  we  do  ought  but 
love  our  fellow  man,  but  see  the  good 
in  those  who  are  deep  in  sin,  if  we 
but  love  Him — the  One  who  has  so 
much  love  that  He  gave  His  life  for  us 
— with  all  our  heart?  "Blessed  are  the 
pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall  see  God," 
and  we  will  be  the  pure  in  heart  if 
we  love  Him  with  all  our  heart. 

2.  OUR  SOUL— that  divine  part  of 
us  that  no  one  yet  has  been  able  to 
adequately  define,  our  personality, 
our  senses  of  the  body.  Webster  says 
it  is  the  "vital  principle  of  man."  We 
will  all  agree  to  that,  though  it  tells 
us  little  of  what  the  soul  really  is.  But 
one  thing  we  do  know,  and  that  is 
that  our  soul  lives  on  forever  after 
our  body  has  gone  back  to  dust,  after 
we  are  forgotten  by  all  the  world.  In 
all  the  ceaseless  ages  of  eternity  our 
souls  live  on.  Our  soul,  then,  must  love 
God,  because  we  "cannot  love  God  and 
mammon"  and  if  our  soul  does  not 


love  God,  then  it  will  be  unable  to  live 
with  Him  in  eternity.  "Love  the  Lord 
thy  God  with  all  thy  soul,"  with  all 
thy  personality,  with  all  thy  senses, 
and  with  the  most  vital  part  of  our- 
self. 

3.  OUR  MIND  is  so  wonderful!  How 
"we  can  think,  and  learn,  and  the  way 
our  minds  can  store  what  we  learn — 
is  all  so  great  until  we  feel  like  thank- 
ing God  daily  for  our  mind.  Science 
tells  us  that  our  mind  controls  our 
every  act  of  any  kind,  that  we  never 
make  one  move  without  a  message  be- 
ing sent  to  our  brain,  thereby  our 
brains  controlling  our  entire  body.' 
The  Bible  tells  us  that  we  are  what 
we  think.  "As  a  man  thinketh,  so  is 
he."  I  read  a  little  filler  once  in  a 
magazine  that  impressed  itself  very 
forcefully  upon  my  mind,  "You  are  not 
what  you  think  you  are;  but  what 
you  think,  you  are."  That's  something 
to  think  about,  and  enough  to  cause 
us  to  think  only  those  things  we  would 
like  to  be!  With  all  our  minds — that's 
how  much  we  are  to  love  the  Lord,  and 
then  how  can  we  be  other  than  Chris- 
tians if  we  are  what  we  think?  Pure 
thoughts;  good,  kind,  holy,  uplifting 
thoughts — if  we  love  Him  with  all  our 
minds.  If  our  mind  is  His,  given  and 
dedicated  to  Him  and  His  thoughts 
and  inspirations,  what  a  wealth  of 
wonderful,  divine  information  we  may 
acquire.  "If  any  man  lack  wisdom,  let 
him  ask  of  God."  And  how  much 
more  wonderful  could  our  mind  be  if 
we  but  loved  Him  with  all  of  it. 

4.  HOW  STRONG  ARE  YOU?  Web- 
ster says  our  strength  is  our  ability 
to  take.  I  often  think  of  the  strength 
of  young  people  who  refuse  to  serve 
God  and  what  a  difference  it  would 
make  in  the  churches  everywhere  if 
they  all  loved  God  with  all  their 
strength.  The  things  our  bodies  can 
take!  The  long  walks  we  could  take — 
for  Christ!  The  hard  tests  of  endur- 
ance we  could  stand — for  Christ!  The 
days  of  labor  we  could  spend — for 
Christ!  Did  you  ever  think  of  it?  Did 
you  ever  visualize  a  group  of  young 
people,  a  Y.P.E.  who  loved  the  Lord 
with  all  their  strength?  It  would  real- 
ly move  things,  and  great  good  would 
be  accomplished. 

I  think  of  how  so  many  young  peo- 
ple love  different  sports  with  their 
strength.  They'd  play  football  until 
they  were  totally  exhausted.  Yet  we 
find  so  little  energy  left  to  give  to 
God. 

We  do  need  to  love  Him  more,  don't 
we?  with  all  our  heart,  our  soul,  our 
mind  and  our  strength.  With  all  that 
we  are,  or  ever  will  be — that's  the 
way  we  should  love  Him,  because  He 
is  worthy  and  due  our  all,  and  that  is 
the  only  way  we  can  be  happy,  worth- 
while Christians. 


I  used  to  think  God's  best  gifts  were 
on  the  top  shelves,  and  that  I  must 
grow  tall  to  reach  them;  but  I  have 
learned  that  they  are  on  the  low 
shelves,  and  I  must  get  down  in  the 
dust  to  possess  them. — Robert  E.  Lee. 


January,  1945 
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EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

thought? 

I  am  always  made  sad  when  I  travel 
on  the  train  these  days  and  see  the 
boys  and  girls  who  seem  to  have  no 
respect  for  themselves  or  any  one  else. 
So  many  have  lost  all  thought  of 
morals  and  almost  make  one  blush  to 
even  ride  on  the  train  with  them.  Re- 
member, boys  and  girls,  just  as  sure 
as  you  live,  the  scripture  "Whatsoever 
a  man  soweth  that  shall  he  also 
reap"  is  true,  and  you  will  find  it  out 
sooner  or  later.  As  you  look  at  our 
cover  page  and  God  speaks  to  your 
heart  so  clearly,  "Choose  ye  this  day 
whom  ye  will  serve,"  will  you  not  lift 
your  hand  up  toward  the  cross  and  say 
from  the  depths  of  your  heart,  "I  will 
go  this  way"?  As  you  make  your  deci- 
sion there  will  come  a  peace  into  your 
heart  that  will  pay  you  over  and  over 
again  for  all  tnat  you  may  have  to 
suffer  as  you  walk  the  narrow  path 
upward. 

Here  is  a  story  I  want  to  give  you  in 
closing: 

A  storm  swept  the  ocean  just  off 
the  coast  of  Scotland.  Far  out  in  the 
black  trough  of  the  angry  waters  a 
ship  had  gone  to  pieces.  The  lifeboat 
put  out  from  shore  in  the  face  of 
what  seemed  almost  certain  disaster, 
but  it  came  back  with  all  the  ship's 
crew  except  one.  To  have  taken  an- 
other in  would  have  meant  the  sink- 
ing of  the  boat.  As  they  came  to  the 
shore  the  leader  said,  "There's  an- 
other man!  We  need  volunteers  for 
nis  rescue.  These  men  are  exhausted." 

Among  those  stepping  forward  was 
a  fine-looking  young  Scotchman  in 
the  very  prime  of  his  life.  His  white- 
haired  mother  came  and  put  her  arms 
about  him  and  said,  "Don't  go,  John; 
years  ago  your  father  perished  in  the 
storm  at  sea.  You  know  that  just  last 
year  your  brother  William  went  to  sea 
and  never  came  back,  and  I  guess  he, 
too,  must  have  gone  down.  John,  you 
are  the  only  one  left,  and  if  you  should 
perish,  what  would  I  do?  Don't  go, 
John;  your  mother  begs  you  to  stay." 

He  took  her  arms  from  about  his 
neck  and  said,  "Mother,  I  must  go;  a 
man  is  in  peril  and  I  would  feel  like 
a  coward  not  to  go.  God  will  take 
care  of  us."  He  printed  a  kiss  on  her 
cheek  and  sprang  into  the  boat.  Ev- 
ery minute  the  fury  of  the  storm  in- 
creased. The  elements  seemed  to  vie 
with  each  other  to  see  which  one 
could  do  the  worst.  Down  into  the 
trough  and  up  over  the  waves  they 
went.  An  hour  they  were  gone,  and 
finally  in  dim  outline  they  were  seen 
beating  their  way  back.  As  they  came 
within  hailing  distance  someone  from 
the  shore  cried,  "Have  you  found  the 
man?"  And  standing  in  the  bow  of 
the  boat,  John  shouted  back,  "Yes, 
we've  saved  him,  and  tell  my  dear  old 
mother  it's  brother  William!" 

Like  the  mother  of  this  young  man, 
there  are  thousands  standing  ready 
to  hinder  those  who  are  yielding  their 
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lives  to  the  Master's  service.  They  are 
saying,  "Don't  go,  Son;  don't  go, 
Daughter.  The  way  of  the  cross  is 
hard.  The  waves  run  high." 

There  are  many  brother  Williams. 
Will  you  listen  to  the  voices  of  those 
around  you  or  will  you  say,  "Turn  me 
loose,  I  must  go,  I  would  feel  like  a 
coward  to  stay  at  home  while  souls 
are  in  peril"? 

Here  is  another  story  I  would  like 
to  give  you  at  this  time: 

It  was  New  Year's  night.  An  aged 
man  was  standing  at  a  window.  He 
raised  his  mournful  eyes  toward  the 
deep  blue  sky,  where  the  stars  were 
floating,  like  white  lilies  on  the  sur- 
face of  a  clear,  calm  lake.  Then  he 
cast  them  on  the  earth,  where  few 
more  hopeless  beings  than  himself 
now  moved  toward  their  certain  goal 
— the  tomb. 

Already  he  had  passed  sixty  of  the 
stages  which  led  to  it,  and  he  had 
brought  from  his  journey  nothing  but 
sorrow  and  remorse.  His  health  was 
destroyed,  his  mind  vacant,  his  heart 
sorrowful,  and  his  old  age  devoid  of 
comfort. 

The  days  of  his  youth  rose  up  in  a 
vision  before  him,  and  he  recalled  the 
solemn  moment  when  his  father  had 
placed  him  at  the  entrance  of  two 
roads — one  leading  into  a  peaceful, 
sunny  land,  covered  with  a  fertile 
harvest;  and  resounding  with  soft, 
sweet  songs;  the  other  leading  the 
wanderer  into  a  deep,  dark  cave 
whence  there  was  no  issue,  where 
poison  flowed  instead  of  water,  and 
where  serpents  hissed  and  crawled. 

He  looked  toward  the  sky,  and 
cried  out  in  his  agony,  "O  youth,  re- 
turn! O  my  father,  place  me  once 
more  at  the  entrance  to  life,  that  I 
may  choose  the  better  way!"  But  his 
father  and  the  days  of  his  youth  had 
passed  away. 

He  saw  wandering  lights  float  away 
over  dark  marshes,  and  then  disap- 
pear. These  were  the  days  of  his 
wasted  life.  He  saw  a  star  fall  from 
heaven,  and  vanish  in  the  darkness. 
This  was  an  emblem  of  himself;  and 
the  sharp  arrows  of  unavailing  re- 
morse struck  him  to  his  heart.  Then 
he  remembered  his  early  companions, 
who  entered  on  life  with  him,  but 
who,  having  trod  the  paths  of  virtue 
and  labor,  were  now  honored  and  hap- 
py on  this  New  Year's  night. 

The  clock  in  the  high  church  tower 
struck,  and  the  sound,  falling  on  his 
ear,  recalled  his  parents'  early  love  for 
him,  this  erring  son — the  lessons  they 
had  taught  him,  the  prayers  they  had 
offered  up  in  his  behalf.  Overwhelmed 
with  shame  and  grief,  he  dared  no 
longer  look  toward  the  heaven  of  his 
father;  his  darkened  eyes  dropped 
tears,  and  with  one  despairing  effort 
he  cried  aloud,  "Come  back,  my  early 
days,  come  back!" 

And  his  youth  did  return;  for  all 
this  was  but  a  dream  which  visited  his 
slumbers  on  New  Year's  night.  He  was 
still  young;  his  faults  alone  were  real. 
He  thanked  God  fervently  that  time 
was  still  his  own;  that  he  had  not  yet 


entered  the  deep,  dark  cavern,  but 
that  he  was  free  to  tread  the  road 
leading  to  the  peaceful  land  where 
sunny  harvests  wave. 

Ye  who  still  linger  on  the  threshold 
of  life,  doubting  which  path  to  choose, 
remember  that,  when  years  are 
passed,  and  your  feet  stumble  on  the 
dark  mountain,  you  will  cry  bitterly 
but  cry  in  vain,  "O  youth,  return!  O 
give  me  back  my  early  days!" 


A  New  Year  Vision  of  the  Needs  of 
Our  Church  of  God  Young  People 

( Continued  from   page   8) 
choose,  to  the  sorrow  of  themselves, 
their  loved  ones  and  the  Church. 

Some  parents  have  erroneously 
thought  it  better  to  isolate  their  chil- 
dren from  society  for  fear  they  might 
fall  in  love  and  marry  outside  of  the 
faith.  I  greatly  admire  the  righteous 
intention,  but  since  nature  is  what  it 
is  young  people  will  always  fall  in  love 
and  wed,  and  the  sad  experience  of 
some  godly  parents  has  been  that 
their  children  did  exactly  what  they 
were  trying  to  prevent.  The  simple 
fact  is,  their  children  had  to  make 
their  choices  for  lifetime  companion- 
ship from  the  circle  of  friends  they 
knew,  and  were  given  little  opportu- 
nity to  become  acquainted  with  other 
Christian  young  people. 

Visiting  with  a  Protestant  minister 
of  another  church  on  the  train  re- 
cently, he  suggested  that  his  church 
had  discovered  from  long  experience, 
that  since  they  were  not  evangelistic, 
their  membership  suffered  greatly  by 
permitting  the  children  of  their 
church  to  attend  public  schools.  Not 
that  the  children  became  converted  to 
other  churches,  but  that  they  married 
outside  the  church,  and  they  felt  they 
had  failed  in  that  they  had  not  pro- 
vided Christian  schools.  This  is  only 
natural.  It  probably  is  not  true  that 
God  has  provided  one  mate  for  every- 
one and  that  fate  will  bring  them  to- 
gether despite  circumstances.  Parents 
and  the  church  have  much  to  do  in 
fixing  the  circumstances.  Consequent- 
ly, the  destiny  of  these  young  souls 
lies  greatly  with  the  parents  and  the 
church.  What  have  our  losses  been 
from  this  cause?  Incidentally,  I  trust 
some  day  there  will  be  Church  of  God 
elementary  schools  for  our  children, 
taught  by  teachers  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost. 

For  the  consideration  of  those  who 
care,  I  further  suggest  that  would  be 
a  fine  thing  if  the  Church  of  God  pro- 
vided more  Christian  activity  for  the 
youth.  At  our  General  Assembly  last 
year  there  was  provided  no  place  for 
the  promotion  of  any  youth  program. 
Perhaps  there  was  legitimate  cause 
for  omitting  it  this  time,  but  there  is 
no  just  cause  for  an  organization  of 
90,000  members  and  untold  resources 
not  providing  something  for  them  to 
take  the  place  of  that  program.  Why 
could  not  the  Church  of  God  Y.P.E. 
have  a  national  leader  and  occasion- 
ally have  a  district  convention,  a 
state  convention  and  even  a  national 
convention?    Others    with    less    spir- 
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itual  zeal  than  our  young  people  have 
done  so  very  successfully.  Our  youth 
could  do  so  and  to  great  profit.  Some 
day,  just  as  the  Y.P.E.  and  the  Bible 
Scnool  came  into  existence,  I  proph- 
esy these  great  things  will  be  a  part 
of  our  general  program. 

While  playing  the  role  of  a  prophet, 
I  venture  a  step  further.  Why  not 
have,  under  able  leadership,  Christian 
summer  camps  for  boys,  and  the  same 
for  girls?  Our  churches  are  financial- 
ly able  to  provide  it,  and  casting 
about  for  the  best  use  to  be  made  of 
their  funds  many  of  them  will  decide 
that  such  a  project  and  such  an  in- 
vestment in  the  lives  and  characters 
of  their  youth  is  the  wisest  thing  that 
can  be  done.  In  these  summer  camps 
capable  teachers  can  arrange  a  daily 
program  that  will  be  a  real  build-up 
for  the  souls  and  bodies  of  all  who 
attend,  and  because  of  them  and  the 
Christian  environment  they  throw 
around  those  young  lives  they  will 
save  them  for  the  Church  and  for 
God. 

So  young,  puzzled  Christian,  while 
stating  your  problems,  take  courage. 
The  Cnurch  did  not  reach  its  present 
proportions  in  a  day,  and  in  the  days 
to  come,  if  Jesus  tarries,  will  progress 
even  more  and  will  certainly  not  be  a 
disappointment  to  you. 


LIGHTED   PATHWAYS   FOR   MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to 
the  Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund 
for  sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men 
in  Service  for  October: 

Illinois  $66.75 

Missouri    41.90 

Texas   21.00 

South  Carolina  19.70 

Florida  19.00 

Ohio   . 16.50 

Georgia   15.00 

Alabama   10.60 

Kansas  10.00 

Tennessee  10.00 

The    Parents'    Responsibilities   Con- 
cerning  the   Youth   Movement 
in  the  Church  of  God 
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in  harmony  with  the  Bible.  2  Tim.  1:5, 
"When  I  call  to  remembrance  the  un- 
feigned faith  that  is  in  thee,  which 
dwelt  first  in  thy  grandmother  Lois, 
and  thy  mother  Eunice;  and  I  am  per- 
suaded that  in  thee  also." 

Then  there  are  other  methods  that 
we  can  use  to  the  glory  of  God  in  help- 
ing to  train  our  youth  to  fear  and 
serve  God.  That  is  the  Sunday  School, 
the  Y.  P.  E.,  and  then  the  daily  vaca- 
tion Bible  school.  We  should  be  vitally 
interested  in  promoting  all  of  these 
departments  in  the  church.  Mark  this, 
the  devil  is  interested  in  our  youth.  He 
really  caters  to  them,  offers  them 
things  that  attract.  Why  shouldn't 
we  be  interested  enough  in  them 
to  appeal  to  them?  Our  Y.P.E.  serv- 
ices are    devoted   to    our   youth,  and 


in  some  places  we  find  that  the  older 
people  naven't  enough  interest  in 
tneir  children  to  even  attend  their 
services.  God  give  us  parents,  pastors, 
and  cnurches  who  have  a  living  in- 
terest in  our  boys  and  girls.  This  serv- 
ice is  one  of  tne  most  important,  if  we 
could  only  see.wnat  the  results  are 
tomorrow.  Prov.  29:18,  "Where  there  is 
no  vision,  the  people  perish."  It  could 
well  read,  "Wnere  there  is  no  vision, 
the  youth  will  perish,"  and  when  the 
youth  perishes,  churches  die.  Organi- 
zations become  extinct,  and  the  whole 
world  will  suffer  as  the  results  of  our 
youth  being  neglected.  Tnat  lad  in 
the  junior  class  will  be  the  man  in  the 
pulpit  tomorrow,  if  we  can  reach  him 
m  time  with  the  gospel.  If  the  Church 
of  God  is  to  continue,  this  lad  must  be 
saved.  Another  way  to  reach  him  and 
to  hold  him  is  for  the  Sunday  School 
to  continue  to  serve,  and  the  only  way 
for  it  to  continue  is  teach  the  child 
the  Word  of  God  as  it  is  scheduled  to 
remain,  for  His  Word  is  to  abide  for- 
ever. Two  of  our  leading  Protestant 
organizations  have  declared  that 
'within  ten  to  thirteen  years  the  Sun- 
day School  would  be  gone  forever  un- 
less something  is  done  to  create  a  new 
interest  in  same."  The  Sunday  School 
must  be  preserved  at  any  cost,  not  so 
much  a  program  as  "Christ."  Our 
motto  must  be  "Christ  for  our  youth." 
Gypsy  Smith  tells  a  story  of  a  min- 
ister telling  him  that  he  had  tried 
everything  to  hold  the  interest  of  his 
church  and  Gypsy  Smith  asked  him, 
"Have  you  tried  the  Lord?"  Men  and 
women  everywhere,  what  the  youth 
needs  most  of  all  is  a  spiritual  atmos- 
phere to  grow  up  in. 

Allow  me  to  close  this  article  by  say- 
ing that  we  love  and  appreciate  the 
youth  of  the  Church  of  God,  and  I 
am  speaking  the  sentiment  of  every 
overseer  and  minister  in  the  Church 
when  we  say  that  we  are  standing  for, 
and  will  continue  to  stand  by  the 
youth  in  the  Church  in  the  days  that 
are  yet  before  us.  When  our  boys  come 
home  from  the  far-flung  battlefields 
of  the  world,  may  they  find  a  group 
of  young  people  that  have  kept  the 
faith,  and  a  warm  spiritual  atmos- 
phere that  will  warm  their  souls  and 
help  them  to  adjust  themselves  to 
their  surroundings,  but  most  of  all  to 
see  the  Christ  of  love  who  died  to  save 
them. 
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spise  thy  youth  but  be  thou  an  ex- 
ample of  the  believers."  Being  an  ex- 
ample would  be  in  conversation  and 
our  conduct  outside  of  the  church. 
We  appreciate  the  youth  of  our 
church  to  this  extent,  that  we  are 
ready  and  willing  to  help  and  assist 
and  boost  to  the  best  of  our  ability. 

In  closing  we  are  praying  that  God 
will  bless  our  boys  and  girls,  that  they 
will  be  able  to  make  pastors,  state 
overseers,  missionaries,  Y.P.E.  leaders, 
Sunday  School  teachers,  and  carry  on 
all  the  work  of  the  Lord  and  His 
Church. 
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premature  and  childish. 

There  are  some  who  mistake  some- 
thing else  for  an  affliction  or  persecu- 
tion. Some  imagine  themselves  to  be 
in  a  furnace  of  affliction  merely  be- 
cause they  are  standing  still,  unable 
to  make  the  desired  progress,  and  so 
they  worry.  Others  see  things  going 
to  pieces  about  them,  the  exact  re- 
verse of  what  they  planned  and  ex- 
pected, and  so  they  weep.  Some  have 
to  sit  in  a  midnight  of  loneliness  and 
listen  to  Satan's  predictions  of  de- 
spair and  defeat.  But  God  will  give  a 
song  in  the  night.  In  such  times  as 
these  we  have  the  promise,  "Lo,  I  am 
with  thee."  Surely  that  is  enough  to 
comfort  and  give  strength  to  replace 
weakness;  that  is  certainly  enough  to 
wipe  the  tears  from  our  eyes,  and  give 
courage  so  that  we  can  "lift  up  the 
hands  which  hang  down,  and  the 
feeble  knees"  will  receive  strength  to 
stand  in  the  face  of  every  foe.  If  one 
yields  to  Satan's  suggestion  and  looks 
about  him,  events  might  demoralize 
him;  but  if,  instead,  he  looks  up  and 
worships  God,  the  bright  side  of  the 
cloud  will  be  seen,  and  he  learns  God's 
secrets. 

And,  in  closing  this  study,  since  we 
are  seeking  to  see  the  silver  lining  of 
the  cloud  of  suffering,  let  us  hear 
Beecher's  words: 

"Sorrows  are  often  like  clouds, 
ivhich,  though  black  when  they  are 
passing  over  us,  when  they  are  past, 
become  as  if  they  were  the  garments 
of  God,  thrown  off  in  purple  and  gold 
along  the  sky." — The  Wesleyan  Meth- 
odist. 
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ing  the  branch  of  service  I  had  been 
placed  in  as  I  didn't  believe  in  killing, 
but  one  night  in  prayer  that  still  small 
voice  came  again,  saying,  "Be  still 
and  know  that  I  am  God."  Next  day 
I  opened  my  Bible  to  a  verse  which 
was  referred  to  in  the  page  on  "Helps 
for  Tempted,"  as  encouragement  for 
a  crisis  and  there  it  was  again,  "Be 
still  and  know  that  I  am  God,"  Psa. 
46:10. 

I  might  add  that  I  was  quite  certain 
I  would  be  in  this,  for  God  showed  me 
things  as  far  back  as  three  years,  that 
I  have  seen  come  to  pass  in  my  life 
over  here. 

Recently  He  showed  me  something 
else  which  has  given  me  high  hopes. 
Once  I  saw  myself  surrounded  by 
fire,  which  brings  to  mind  1  Pet.  4: 
12,  "Beloved,  think  it  not  strange  con- 
cerning the  fiery  trial  which  is  to 
try  you  .  .  ."  Another  scripture  tells 
of  being  tried  as  by  fire.  In  my  vision 
an  opening  was  formed  'in  the  midst 
of  the  fire  and  there  I  saw  scenes  of 
reunion  and  things  pertaining  to  the 
building  of  His  kingdom  in  a  great 
field  and  whether  they  will  be  ful- 
filled literally  or  spiritually,  that  is, 
in  the  age  to  come,  I  cannot  say,  but 
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I  know  that  these  trials  of  faith  and 
patience  are  preparation  for  some  fu- 
ture work. 

I  hope  that  I  have  given  someone 
a  different  light  on  the  fact  that  God's 
ways  are  not  our  ways  as  God  even 
has  a  purpose  for  this  war  itself.  He 
knows  what  He  is  doing  and  some- 
times He  has  to  bring  separation  and 
trials  and  even  chastisements  in  order 
to  teach  us  and  mould  us  into  strong- 
er Christians.  I  would  like  to  close  by 
quoting  Rom.  8:35,  "Who  shall  sepa- 
rate us  from  the  love  of  Christ?  shall 
tribulation,  or  distress,  or  persecution, 
or  famine,  or  nakedness,  or  peril,  or 
sword?" — Pfc.  Charles  C.  Renn. 
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that  you  are  a  big  man." 

He  made  a  deprecatory  little  ges- 
ture. 

"Oh,  but  you  are  a  really  great 
man,"  she  went  on.  "I  have  heard 
some  big  people  talk  of  you,  and 
say — " 

She  leaned  back,  and  smiled  mer- 
rily at  him,  as  sne  went  on. 

"Well,  I  guess  if  there's  only  a 
shadow  of  truth  in  the  old  saying, 
then  your  ears  must  often  have 
burned." 

Madge  Fmisterre  gave  the  chair  in 
which  she  was  sitting  a  half  twist. 

"Why  don't  you  British  people  go  in 
for  rockers?"  sne  asked.  "I  simply 
can't  enjoy  your  English  homes  to 
tne  full,  for  want  of  a  good  rocker, 
wnerever  I  go." 

An  indiarubber  bulb  lay  close  to  his 
hand.  He  pressed  it  without  her  not- 
ing the  movement.  A  clerk  suddenly 
appeared.  Hammond  looked  across  at 
Madge,  with  an  "Excuse  me,  Miss 
Finisierre,  one  moment." 

He  drew  a  sheet  of  notepaper  to- 
wards him.  The  paper  was  headed 
with  "The  Courier"  title  and  address. 

"Send  me,  at  once,  unpacked  and 
ready  for  immediate  use,  the  best 
American  drawing-room  rocking-chair 
you  have  in  stock.  Send  invoice,  cash 
will  follow,"  etc. 

That  was  what  he  wrote.  He  en- 
closed it  in  an  envelope,  then  on  a 
separate  slip  of  paper  he  wrote: — 

"Take  a  cab,  there  and  back,  to 
Wallis's,  Holborn  Circus.  See  how 
smart  you  can  be;  bring  the  chair, 
ordered,  back  with  you." 

From  his  purse  he  took  a  four- 
shilling  piece,  and  gave  the  young  fel- 
low the  note,  the  slip  of  instructions, 
and  the  coin. 

As  the  attendant  left  the  room,  he 
turned  again  to  Madge,  who,  utterly 
unsuspicious  of  the  errand  on  which 
he  had  sent  his  employee,  was  amus- 
ing herself  with  a  copy  of  "Punch." 
She  looked  up  from  the  paper  as  the 
door  closed. 

"I  like  'The  Courier'  immensely,  Mr. 
Hammond,"  she  cried.  There  was  a 
rare  warmth  of  admiration  in  her 
tone. 

"Thank  you,  Miss  Finisterre!"  His 
eyes  said  more  than  his  words.  "What 


do  you  specially  like  in  it?"  he  asked; 
"or  is  your  liking  of  a  more  general 
character?" 

"I  do  like  it  from  a  general  stand- 
point," she  replied;  "I  think  it  the 
best  paper  in  the  world.  But  especial- 
ly do  I  like  your  own  particular  col- 
umn, 'From  a  Prophet's  Chamber.' 
But,  Mr.  Hammond,  about  the  Jew — 
you  are  going  in  strong  for  him, 
aren't  you?" 

'From  the  ordinary  newspaper 
point,  yes,"  he  said.  "I  cannot  quite 
recall  how  my  mind  was  first  switched 
on  to  the  subject,  but  I  do  know  this — 
that  the  more  I  study  the  past  history 
of  the  race,  and  the  future  predictions 
concerning  it,  the  more  amazed  I  am, 
how,  past,  present,  and  future,  the 
Jews,  as  a  nation,  are  interwoven  with 
everything  political,  musical,  artistic 
— everything,  in  fact.  And  I  wonder, 
equally,  that  we  journalists,  as  a 
wnole — I  speak,  of  course,  as  far  as  I 
know  my  kinsmen  in  letters — should 
have  thought  and  written  so  little 
about  them. 

"Take  their  ubiquitousness,  Miss 
Finisterre,"  went  on  Hammond.  "There 
does  not  appear  to  have  been  an  em- 
pire in  the  past  that  has  not  had  its 
colony  of  Jews.  By  which  I  do  not 
mean  a  Ghetto,  simply,  a  herding  of 
sordid-living,  illiterate  Hebrews,  but 
a  sturdy  colony  of  men  and  women, 
who,  by  sheer  force  of  intellect,  of 
brain  power,  have  obtained  and  main- 
tained the  highest  positions,  the  great- 
est influence. 

"Why,  in  China,  even,  isolated,  con- 
servative China,  before  Christ  was 
born  in  Bethlehem,  the  Jews  were  a 
prosperous,  ubiquitous  people,  wor- 
shipping the  one  God,  Jehovah, 
amidst  all  the  foulness  of  Chinese 
idolatries." 

Madge  Finisterre  listened  with  rapt 
interest.  The  man  before  her,  fired 
with  his  subject,  talked  marvellously. 
A  good  listener  helps  to  make  a  good 
talker,  and  Tom  Hammond  talked 
well. 

"It  is  not  simply  that  they  practi- 
cally hold  the  wealth  of  the  world  in 
their  hands,  that  they  are  the  world's 
bankers,  but  they  are  dominating  our 
press,  our  politics." 

With  glowing  picture  of  words  he 
poured  out  a  flood  of  wondrous  fact 
and  illustration,  winding  up  presently 
with: 

"Then  you  cannot  kill  the  Jew,  you 
cannot  wipe  him  out.  Persecution  has 
had  the  effect  of  stunting  his  growth, 
so  that  the  average  Britisher  is  sev- 
eral inches  taller  than  the  average 
Jew.  But  the  life  of  the  Hebrew  is  in- 
destructible. Sometimes  of  late  I  have 
asked  myself  this  question,  as  I  have 
reviewed  the  history  of  the  dealings 
of  so-called  Christianity  with  the 
Semitic  race — Has  Christianity  been 
afraid  of  the  Jews,  or  why  has  she 
sought  to  stamp  them  out?" 

The  pair  had  been  so  engrossed 
with  their  talk  that  they  had  lost  all 
count  of  time.  A  half-hour  had 
slipped  by  since  Tom  Hammond  had 
sent  his  messenger  to  Wallis's.    The 


young    fellow   suddenly    appeared    at 
the  door. 

"Got  it,  Charlie?" 

Without  waiting  for  a  reply  to  his 
question,  the  editor  bounded  from  his 
seat  and  passed  outside.  Thirty  sec- 
onds later  the  door  opened  again,  and 
he  appeared,  bearing  a  splendid  rock- 
er in  his  arms. 

Before  she  fully  realized  the  won- 
der of  the  whole  thing,  Madge  found 
herself  seated  in  the  rocking-chair. 
Swaying  backwards  and  forwards,  and 
blushing  and  smiling,  she  cried: 

"You  are  a  wonderful  man,  Mr. 
Hammond!" 

"You  said  you  could  never  fully  en- 
joy our  English  houses  for  want  of  a 
rocker.  Now,  however  'angelic'  your 
visits  to  this  room  may  be,  you  shall 
have  one  inducement  to  slip  in — a 
rocker."     • 

She  was  beginning  her  thanks 
again,  when  he  interrupted  with: 

"But,  excuse  me,  Miss  Finisterre, 
what  about  some  tea?  Shall  we  go  out 
and  get  some,  or  would  you  prefer  that 
I  should  order  it  in  here?" 

"Oh,  here,  by  all  means!  I  can  have 
tea  at  a  restaurant  every  day  of  my 
life,  but  with  a  real  London  lion — a 
real  live  editor — and  in  his  own  spe- 
cial den.  Why,  it  may  never  fall  to  my 
lot  again.  Oh,  here,  by  all  means!"  she 
cried,  excitedly. 

He  squeezed  that  rubber  bulb  again. 
To  the  lad  Charlie,  who  appeared,  he 
gave  a  written  order  to  a  neighbour- 
ing restaurant.  Twenty  minutes  later 
the  tea  was  in  the  room. 

Madge  officiated  with  the  teapot. 
Hammond  watched  her  every  move- 
ment. A  truly  pretty,  graceful  girl 
never  looks  prettier  to  a  man  than 
when  presiding  at  a  tea-table.  Tom 
Hammond  thought  Madge  had  never 
looked  more  charming.  The  meal  was 
a  very  enjoyable  one,  and  as  she 
poured  out  his  second  cup  he  paid  her 
a  pretty  compliment,  adding: 

"To  see  you  thus,  Miss  Finisterre, 
makes  one  think  what  fools  men  are 
not  to — " 

He  paused  abruptly.  She  flashed  a 
quick  glance  of  enquiry  at  him. 

"Not  to  what,  Mr.  Hammond?" 

"I  wonder,"  he  replied,  "if  I  ought 
to  say  what  I  left  unsaid?" 

"Why  not?"  she  asked. 

"I  don't  know  why  I  should  not,"  he 
laughed.  "I  was  going  to  say  that,  to 
have  a  bright,  beautiful,  graceful 
woman  like  Madge  Finisterre  pouring 
out  tea  for  him,  makes  a  man  think 
what  a  fool  he  is  not  to  marry." 

His  tone  and  glance  were  alike  full 
of  meaning.  She  could  not  mistake 
him.  Her  colour  heightened  visibly. 
Her  eyes  drooped  before  his  ardent 
gaze.  The  situation  became  tense  and 
full  of  portent. 

The  opening  of  the  door  at  that  in- 
stant changed  everything.  George 
Carlyon  had  returned.  At  the  same 
moment  a  wire  was  brought  to  Ham- 
mond, together  with  a  sheaf  of  letters 
— the  afternoon  mail. 

(To  be  continued) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Excels  in  Sales  of  Lighted  Pathway 


X. 


Here  is  a  picture  of  Brother  Aaron 
Cole,  Wapato,  Washington,  away  out 
in  the  Pacific  Northwest. 

He  is  a  lifetime  invalid,  has  never 
walked  in  his  life,  and  goes  in  his 
wheel  chair  all  the  time.  He  is  a  real 
booster  for  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and 
has  sold  as  many  as  twenty-two  rolls 
a  month.  The  past  month,  he  sold  fif- 
teen rolls.  He  is  well  known  by  the 
business  men  of  Wapato,  to  whom  he 
sells  many  of  the  Lighted  Pathways. 

Brother  Cole  gets  a  small  pension 
from  the  Government,  and  the  Wel- 
fare Society  told  him  that  if  he  didn't 
quit  selling  the  Lighted  Pathway  they 
would  have  his  pension  stopped.  The 
business  men  of  the  town  heard  about 


it,  and  came  to  him  and  told  him  to 
keep  on  selling  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
and  they  would  see  that  his  pension 
wasn't  stopped.  Brother  Cole  didn't 
stop  selling  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
his  pension  has  not  been  stopped.  God 
always  works  for  those  who  work  for 
Him. 

Brother  Cole  is  a  regular  attendant 
at  the  Church  of  God,  at  Wapato, 
Washington.  He  is  seldom  absent.  Re- 
gardless of  the  weather,  his  smiling 
face  is  to  be  seen  and  he  is  usually 
first  to  greet  those  who  attend  for  the 
first  time. 

If  such  men  as  Brother  Cole,  who 
are  handicapped  as  he  is,  can  do  what 
he  does,  what  ought  we  to  do  who  are 


CHILD  DELINQUENCY  AND 
WHY 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
and  their  souls  lost.  The  parents  may 
be  saved,  as  by  fire,  but  their  works 
will  be  burned. 

The  other  class  rule  their  children 
with  a  rod  of  iron,  never  tell  them 
"why"  they  can  or  cannot  do  certain 
things,  just  give  them  the  word  and 
expect  them  to  "toe  the  mark,"  criti- 
cize them  for  every  little  fault  and 
punish  them  for  every  transgression 
(punishing  them  many  times  unjust- 
ly because  the  parent  is  upset,  "nerv- 
ous," or  angry  with  someone  else) , 
force  the  children  to  go  to  Sunday 
School  and  church  in  a  "bossy"  and 
un-Christlike  manner,  saying,  "As 
long  as  you  are  under  my  roof  you  will 
do  as  I  say,  and  ask  no  questions." 
Criticize  and  punish  them  in  the 
presence  of  others;  deny  them  the 
necessities  of  life  and  try  to  make  the 
children  think  that  the  least  little 
pleasure  they  might  have  is  sin.  Re- 
sult: The  children  are  hardened 
(bossy,  fussy,  irritable.  Parents  soon 
see  their  disposition  reflected  in  their 
children).  They  vow  in  their  hearts 
that  when  they  grow  up  they  will 
never  go  to  church — and  usually  stick 
to  it.  They  have  no  respect  nor  con- 
fidence in  their  parents'  religion,  and 
very  little  respect  for  them  at  all. 
They  are  not  Christians  because  they 
have  been  hardened  against  the 
Church — hardened  because  hardness 
was  used  in  bringing  them  up.  They 
are  bitter  against  the  saints  because 
they  have  heard  them  talked  about 
and  criticized  in  their  home.  Too,  they 
want  to  live  a  life  of  freedom  and 
self-will,  feeling  that  they  want  what 
has  been  denied  them  as  a  child.  If 
these  parents  are  saved,  surely  their 
works,  too,  will  be  burned. 

CONCLUSION:  These  are  two  ex- 
tremes but  there  is  a  way,  a  right  way, 
to  bring  the  children  up.  Let  the  Bi- 
ble speak,  for  it  is  there  we  find 
everything  we  need — from  the  cradle 
to  the  grave.  "Children,  obey  your 
parents  in  the  Lord:  for  this  is 
RIGHT.  Honour  thy  father  and 
mother;  which  is  the  first  command- 
ment with  promise;  that  it  may  be 
well  with  thee,  and  thou  mayest  live 
long  on  the  earth.  And — ye  fathers, 
PROVOKE  NOT  YOUR  CHILDREN 
TO  WRATH:  BUT  BRING  THEM  UP 
IN  THE  NURTURE  AND  ADMONI- 
TION OF  THE  LORD,"  Eph.  6:1-4. 

There  is  a  way  to  train  the  children 
and  they  will  want  to  be  Christians, 
want  to  do  right,  will  love  and  respect 
their  parents,  will  love  and  appreciate 
the  finer  and  better  things  of  life — 
and  the  result  will  be  fine,  noble,  use- 
ful Christians  and  citizens. 


Send  for  your  copy  of  "Mountain 
Peaks  of  Experience,  or  the  Story  of 
My  Life,"  by  Alda  B.  Harrison.  Price 
25c.  This  will  be  good  to  give  to  that 
friend  whom  you  are  trying  to  lead  in- 
to the  deeper  truths  of  the  gospel. 

not  so  handicapped? — W.  H.  Ward, 
state  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  super- 
intendent. 
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Wing  Out,   <Wild  Bells 


Ring  out,  ivild  bells,  to  the  wild  sky, 
The  flying  cloud,  the  frosty  light: 
The  year  is  dying  in  the  night; 

King  out,  wild  hells,  and  let  him  die. 

Ring  out  false  pride  in  place  and  blood, 
The  civic  slander  and  the  spite; 
Ring  in  the  love  of  truth  and  right, 

Ring  in  the  common  love  of  good. 

Ring  out  old  shapes  of  foul  disease; 

Ring  out  the  narrowing  lust  of  gold; 

Ring  out  the  thousand  wars  of  old, 
Ring  in  the  thousand  years  of  peace. 

Ring  in  the  valiant  man  and  free, 
The  larger  heart,  the  kindlier  hand; 
Ring  out  the  darkness  of  the  land, 

Ring  in  the  Christ  that  is  to  be. 

— Alfred  Tennyson. 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

In  Joel  2:28  we  find  these  words  of  prophecy,  "And  it 

shall  come  to  pass  afterward,  that  I  will  pour  out  my  Spirit 

upon  all  flesh;   and  your  sons  and  your  daughters  shall 

prophesy,  your  old  men  shall  dream  dreams,  your  young 

men  shall  see  visions."  We  see  by  this  prophecy  that  it  is 

necessary  for  young  men  and  women 

who  are  filled  with  the  Spirit  to  see 

visions,  for  "Where  there  is  no  vision, 

the  people  perish,"  Prov.  2:18a. 

There  are  so  many  people  in  the 
world  today  who,  in  the  enthusiasm  of 
youth,  caught  the  vision  of  Christ,  and 
were  willing  to  sacrifice  their  lives  to 
carry  out  an  ideal,  which  would  make 
the  world  better.  Perhaps  some  of  our 
readers  are  among  this  number;  as 
you  made  your  plans  for  life  you  in- 
cluded God.  You  determined  that  if 
God  would  make  your  education  pos- 
sible you  would  give  your  life  as  a 
missionary,  or  you  would  become  a 
minister,  or  you  would  always  be  ac- 
tive in  His  Church.  Or  you  saw  around  you  the  poverty  and 
the  social  injustice,  the  ignorance,  the  corruption  in  high 
places,  the  greed  of  our  economic  system,  and  you  resolved 
that  you  would  include  God  in  your  life  plans.  You  would  do 
what  you  could  to  right  the  wrong  and  to  project  the  prin- 
ciples of  Christ  into  the  social  setup  of  things.  But  the  years 
passed,  the  vision  faded,  and  you  did  nothing. 

And  then  there  are  others,  and  perhaps  you  belong  to 
that  number,  who,  having  little  in  life  to  begin  with, 
longed  for  riches  because  of  what  riches  could  do  to  make 
the  world  a  better  place  in  which  to  live.  You  vowed  that 
if  God  would  give  you  wealth,  you  would  always  remember 
Him.  You  would  give  your  money  that  boys  and  girls  might 
have  a  chance  in  life,  tnat  the  hungry  might  be  fed,  that 
those  who  had  not  heard  of  the  love  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
might  have  the  gospel  preached  to  them.  If,  some  day,  God 
prospered  you,  you  would  not  be  as  others  who  get  and 
get  and  build  a  fence  around  it  to  keep  it  all  for  yourself. 
The  years  have  rolled  by  since  then,  and  tonight  you  are 
comfortably  fixed,  but  you  have  lost  that  radiant  and 
Christ-like  spirit  of  youth,  and  you,  too,  have  hoarded  and 
have  grown  calloused  to  the  needs  about  you. 

And  then  there  are  those  who,  as  boys  and  girls  in  col- 
lege, resolved  that  someday  when  you  had  a  home  of  your 
own,  it  would  be  a  Christian  home  with  family  prayers, 
and  with  the  whole  family  going  to  church  together.  Your 
home  would  be  different.  There  would  be  no  quarreling 
there,  no  napping  and  faultfinding.  You  would  always  go 
more  than  half  way  in  thinking  of  the  other.  But  now  that 
vision  has  been  forgotten,  yes,  shamefully  forgotten!  You 
find  yourself  no  better  than  those  you  once  so  harshly 
censured.  And  there  are  those  who  vowed  in  the  secret  of 
their  hearts,  and  in  the  presence  of  God,  that  if  He  would 
give  them  children  they 
woull  train  those  chil- 
dren to  love  Him  and  to 
obey  Him.  But  Sunday 
comes    and    these    same  0ur  Father  God   with  grateful  hearts 

parents    lead    these    bOyS  we   bring   to   Thee   our   beloved   sons   and 

and       girls        away        from  daughters.    Breathe    upon    them    the    spirit 

and'v    nVnirpVi    onrl    qwav  of   Thy   Son-    May   thcy   8Iadly   wear   H;s 

uoas  cnuicn  ana  away        name  and  worthiIv.  Set  ,.hem  frce  from 

from    Him.  all    that    binds    them    to    the    things    that 

cn    man-o    nnVYIp    <!nirir<j  aro    basc-    and    6ive    dauntless    and    tire- 

bo  many  nooie  spnits        lcss  wings  to  their  sou!s  Teach  thcm  to 

have     become     entangled  keep  their  bodies   clean   and   strong,    their 

in     the     meshes     Of     buSi-  minds    alert    and    honest,    and    their    con- 

noes    av-iH    fomilv    onr\    cn  sciences     sensitive     and     unashamed.     Kin- 

ness  ana  iamny  ana  so-        dle  upon  the  aItars  of  lheir  hcarts  a 

Cial       Obligations,       and,  master    passion    for    all    that   is    good    and 

Caught   in   the   CUTrent   Of  beautiful    and    true,    and    a    holy    hatred 

things    materially,    have        '°r,ha"-evilVc£"Tucmcinl0  tlil  TtZU!& 

J  '  ,._  paths    in    which     I  hy    Son    walked    in    the 

been     SWept     along     With  days    of    His    youth    when    He    was    upon 

the      CrOWCl,      COmprOmiS-  the   earth,    that   they    may    pour    out    their 

ing,  shutting  their  eyes,        eag"  anf  u"spcm  ''vcs  in  *crvice  tnf 

°i  ■  ii      .  sacrifice    for   those    who   may    be    in   what- 

and    Stopping    their    ears  ever    need.     Pin     upon     their     hearts     rhe 
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to  the  needs  about  them,  grown  fat  and  lazy,  basking  in 
the  sunlight  of  their  own  self  satisfaction;  having  adopt- 
ed the  stuffy  and  narrow  conventions  of  the  people  about 
them,  and  are  actually  holding  back  the  interpretation  of 
Jesus  to  the  world.  They  have  become  a  hindrance  to  God 
and  to  the  great  work  Christ  has  outlined  for  the  world. 

Boys  and  girls,  as  the  vision  comes  to  you,  hold  fast  and 
keep  it  ever  before  you,  trusting  in  Him  who  will  never 
leave  nor  forsake  you. 

Boys  in  service,  perhaps  you  have  had  visions  of  doing- 
great  things  and  that  you  are  letting  those  visions  fade 
away  because  of  this  terrible  war.  Let  me  encourage  you  by 
saying  you  are  only  on  a  detour.  Hold  fast  'til  God  brings 
you  out  of  this  chaos,  for  He  will  bring  you  out  more 
than  conqueror,  if  you  keep  the  vision  ever  before  you, 
with  your  complete  trust  in  Him. 

In  our  message  in  January  issue  and  on  our  cover  page, 
we  pictured  to  you  the  downward  road  and  the  upward 
climb  to  Calvary.  It  is  possible  for  you  to  see  your  mistake 
as  you  travel  the  broad  way,  and  turn  around  and  come 
back  to  the  crossroads  and  take  the  way  of  the  cross.  It  is 
also  possible  for  you  to  become  weary  of  the  climb  up 
Calvary's  mountain  and  return  to  the  broad  way  and  lose 
the  vision  of  the  cross. 

It  may  be  that  you  have  left  all  to  follow  Christ  in  giving 
the  gospel  to  those  around  you.  The  harvest  fields  are 
white  and  you  have  said  yes  to  God's  call.  The  way  be- 
comes hard  and  the  enemy  comes  to  you  with  the  thought 
that  you  could  have  more  money  and  an  easier  time  at 
something  else.  If  this  happens  to  be  your  experience,  we 
hope  you  will  be  benefited  by  leading  the  following  dream 
of  C.  K.  Ober: 

I  beheld  in  my  dream,  and  five  men — Peter,  Andrew, 
Matthew,  John,  and  Paul— sat  on  a  hillside,  looking  out 
over  the  Sea  of  Galilee.  It  was  twenty  years  after  the 
"Day  of  Pentecost,"  and  they  had  met  by  appointment  to 
talk  over  a  crisis  in  the  lives  and  programs  of  three  of 
their  number. 

The  work  was  going  hard  with  them.  Paul  had  suffered 
the  loss  of  all  things;  Peter  had  left  all  to  follow  Christ 
and  was  finding  it  hard  to  support  his  family;  and  Mat- 
thew had  just  had  an  attractive  proposition  at  a  large  in- 
come to  return  to  his  old  place  in  the  custom  house. 

Peter,  as  usual,  opened  the  discussion.  He  said,  "Simon 
the  tanner  has  inherited  the  estate  of  his  brother,  who 
was  a  fisherman  and  an  old  friend  of  mine  in  Bethsaida, 
and  he  has  offered  to  give  me  a  complete  fishing  outfit, 
boats,  nets,  and  tackle,  with  an  established  trade  in 
Capernaum.  It  looks  like  a  providential  leading  especially, 
as  my  wife's  mother  has  opened  a  boarding  house  in 
Capernaum  and  it  will  cost  us  almost  nothing  to  live  with 
her  while  we  are  getting  started  again.  I  can  make  a  good 
living  and  a  little  more  by  fishing  five  days  in  the  week 
and  I  will  have  all  my  Sundays  for  evangelistic  work  in 
cities  around  the  lake.  I  am  getting  along  in  years  and 
am  afraid  I  can't  stand  the  pace  at  which  I  have  been 

working.     And,     too,     I 
need  the  money." 

Paul  said,  "Aquila  and 
Priscilla  have  been 
greatly  prospered  in  the 
tent-making  business  in 
Ephesus  and  have  of- 
fered me  a  position  at  a 
good  salary  to  open  a 
branch  in  Philippi,  and 
from  there  to  develop 
and  supervise  their  in- 
terests in  the  principal 
cities  of  Macedonia.  I 
can  do  this  work;  it 
will  not  be  any  harder 
for  me  than  the  care  of 
all  the  churches,  and  I 
will  have  abundant  op- 
(Cont.  on  page  16) 


A  PRAYER  FOR  YOUTH 


red  badge  of  courage  and  keep  them 
faithful  to  the  trust  of  life.  Write  the  r 
names  in  the  unfinished  roll  call  of  the 
heroes  and  heroines  of  the  faith,  and 
when  the  torch  is  falling  from  our  dying 
fingers  inspire  them  to  grasp  it,  hold  it 
aloft  and  carry  it  to  the  heights  on 
ahead!  Grant  them,  we  beseech  Thee,  all 
of  the  blessings  our  fathers  and 
mothers  asked  for  us  and  all  that  we 
have  coveted  for  ourselves,  and  then, 
bestow  upon  them  visions  of  ever- 
widening  horizons  of  truth  and  duty, 
that  they  may  become  what  we  have  so 
imperfectly  desired  to  be,  the  victori- 
ous followers  of  Thy  dear  Son,  until  His 
kingdom  comes  in  the  hearts  of  men 
and  His  glory  fills  the  earth !  For  His 
name's  sake.  Amen. — William  Hiram 
Foulkes. 


In  the  Twiiikliii 

of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

George  Carlyon's  entrance,  the  ar- 
rival of  the  afternoon  mail,  and  the 
telegram  gave  Madge  Finisterre  an 
opportunity  to  escape.  George  Car- 
lyon  was  anxious  to  leave,  and 
Madge  rose  at  once  to  accompany  him. 

Tom  Hammond  did  not  press  them 
to  stay,  for  he,  too,  felt  awkward.  The 
friends  shook  hands.  The  eyes  of 
Madge  and  Hammond  met  for  one  in- 
stant. Each  face  flushed  under  the 
power  of  the  other's  glance. 

When  the  door  had  closed  upon 
them,  Tom  went  back  to  his  old  place 
by  the  table,  his  eyes  involuntarily 
sweeping  the  whole  apartment.  He 
smiled  as  he  suddenly  realized  how 
empty  the  room  now  seemed.  His 
glance  rested  upon  the  tea-tray,  and 
he  rang  for  the  lad  Charlie. 

"Clear  all  this  away,  Charlie, 
please,"  he  began.  Then  with  a 
smile  he  said,  "You  will  find  a  capital 
cup  of  tea  in  that  pot." 

The  boy  grinned.  At  his  first 
glance  at  the  tray  he  had  mentally 
decided  that  he  would  be  able  to  have 
a  rare  feast.  A  couple  of  minutes, 
and  the  boy  had  gone. 

Tom  Hammond  gathered  up  his 
mail,  and  was  about  to  drop  into  his 
ordinary  seat,  when  he  remembered 
the  rocker.  With  a  smile  at  Madge's 
occupancy  of  the  chair,  he  dropped 
into  it. 

For  fully  five  minutes  he  sat  still 
thinking,  reviewing  all  the  circum- 
stances of  the  peculiar  situation  upon 
which  the  unexpected  coming  of 
George  Carlyon  had  broken.  He 
asked  himself  whether  he  was  really 
in  love  with  the  fair  Madge,  and 
whether  he  would  have  proposed  to 
her  if  her  cousin  had  not  so  unexpect- 
edly turned  up?  He  made  no 
definite  reply  to  his  own  questioning, 
but  turned  to  his  mail. 

The  telegram  he  had  opened  at  once 
on  its  receipt.  He  turned  now  to 
the  letters.  He  had  opened  all  but  two. 
The  last  one  was  addressed  in  a  wom- 
an's handwriting.  Breaking  the  en- 
velope, he  took  out  the  letter,  and 
turned  first  to  the  signature  on  the 
fourth  page. 

"Millicent  Joyce,"  he  read.  "Milli- 
cent  Joyce?"  he  repeated.  Uncon- 
sciously he  had  laid  his  emphasis  on 
the  "Millicent,"  and  he  forgot  the 
"Joyce." 

But  suddenly  it  came  to  him  that 
the  letter  was  from  Mrs.  Joyce,  the 
woman  whom  he  had  helped  to  save 
from  drowning  on  the  night  of  that 
memorable  day  when  the  chance  of 
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his  life  had  come  to  him. 

"Poor  soul!"  he  muttered.  "I  won- 
der what  she  has  written  about." 
The  next  instant  he  was  reading  the 
letter. 

Tom  Hammond  cast  his  eyes  over 
the  letter  which  Mrs.  Joyce  had  sent 
him,  and  which  ran  thus: 
'Dear  Sir, 

"I  gave  you  my  word  that  if 
ever  I  was  in  special  trouble  or  need 
I  would  write,  or  come  to  you  for  help. 

"I  did  not  promise  you,  however, 
that  if  any  great  joy  or  blessing  should 
come  to  me,  that  I  would  let  you  know. 
I  don't  think  I  believed  any  joy  could 
ever  possibly  come  into  my  life  again. 
But  joy  and  wondrous  gladness  have 
come  into  my  life,  and  in  an  alto- 
gether unexpected  way. 

"You  will  remember  how  I  said  to 
you  in  parting,  that  morning,  that 
your  strong,  cheery  words  had  given 
me  a  clearer  view  of  God  than  any 
sermon  I  had  ever  listened  to.  That 
impression  deepened  rather  than  di- 
minished when  I  got  home.  My  hus- 
band, I  heard,  had  been  sent  to 
Wandsworth  Prison  for  a  month,  for 
assaulting  the  police  when  drunk. 

"And  in  this  month  of  quiet  from  his 
brutalities,  the  great  joy  of  my  life 
came  to  me.  I  began  to  attend  re- 
ligious services  from  the  very  first 
night  after  my  return  home.  I  went 
to  church,  chapel,  mission  hall,  and 
Salvation  Army. 

"One  night  I  went  to  the  hall  of  the 
Mission  for  Railway  Men.  A  lady 
was  speaking  that  night,  and  God 
found  me,  and  saved  me.  All  that  I 
ever  heard  from  my  dear  father's  lips, 
when  he  preached  about  conversion, 
came  back  to  me,  and  that  night  I 
passed  from  death  to  life. 

"The  subject  of  the  address  was  'The 
Coming  of  the  Lord.'  I  listened  in 
amazement  as  the  lady  speaker  de- 
clared that,  for  this  age,  God  evident- 
ly meant  that  this  truth  of  the  near 
coming  of  Christ  should  have  almost, 
if  not  quite,  the  most  prominent  place 
in  all  public  preaching. 

"I  was  startled  to  near  her  say  that 
there  were  nearly  three  hundred 
direct  references  to  the  second  com- 
ing of  Christ  in  the  Gospels  and 
Epistles,  and  that  there  were  thus 
more  than  double  the  number  of  ref- 
erences to  that  subject  than  even  to 
that  of  salvation  through  the  blood 
of  the  Atonement. 

"With  her  Bible  in  her  hand,  she 
turned  readily  to  a  score  of  passages 
as  illustrations  of  her  statement,  and 
all  through  her  address  she  never 
made  a  statement  without  backing  it 
up  by  Scripture.  One  thing  she  said 
laid  a  tremendous  grip  upon  me,  and 
led  me  to  an  immediate  decision  for 
Christ.  She  said,  'How  often  is  the 
possibility  of  sudden  death  advanced 
by  a  preacher  as  an  incentive  to  un- 
saved souls  to  yield  to  God! 

"  'But  how  poor  an  argument  is  that 
compared  with  the  near  approach  of 
Christ!  Sudden  death  might  come  to 
one  person  in  a  congregation  before 
twenty-four  hours,  but  in  a  sense, 
that  would  touch  that  one  person  only. 
But  if  Christ  came  to  take  up  His  peo- 
ple   from    the    earth — the    dead    in 


Christ  from  their  graves,  the  living 
from  their  occupations,  etc., — this 
would  affect  every  unsaved  soul  in 
every  part  of  the  country,  of  the 
world,  even.'  " 

Tom  Hammond  paused  in  his  read- 
ing. 

"What  on  earth  can  she  mean?"  he 
murmured,  under  his  breath.  Then 
lie  went  on  from  the  letter: 

"I  gave  myself  up  to  God  there  and 
then,  Mr.  Hammond,  and  am  seeking 
now  to  live  so  that,  should  Christ 
come,  even  before  I  finish  this  letter, 
I  may  be  ready  to  be  caught  up  to 
meet  Him  in  the  air." 

Hammond  paused  again. 

"What  can  the  woman  mean?"  he 
murmured  again.  With  the  letter  held 
in  his  hand,  his  eyes  became  fixed  up- 
on space,  his  mind  was  searching  for 
something  that  he  had  recently  heard 
or  read  bearing  on  this  strange  topic. 
The  clue  seemed  almost  within  grasp, 
yet  for  awhile  he  could  not  recall  it. 

Suddenly  it  came  to  him.  A  vol- 
ume of  poems  had  been  sent  to  him 
for  review,  amid  the  excitement  of  the 
second  day's  issue  of  "The  Courier." 
He  had  glanced  rapidly  through  the 
book,  had  written  a  brief  line  for  his 
paper,  acknowledging  the  receipt  of 
the  book,  and  promising  to  refer  to  it 
fully  at  some  later  date. 

"That  book,"  he  mused,  "had  some- 
thing in  it  about — about—" 

He  got  up  from  the  rocker,  took  his 
place  at  his  table,  then  wheeled  about 
slowly  in  his  revolving  chair,  and  be- 
gan searching  his  bookcase.  In  an 
instant  his  keen  eye  picked  out  the 
volume  he  sought.  He  wheeled  round 
again  to  his  table,  the  book  in  his 
hand. 

He  turned  a  momeni  to  the  title- 
page.  "Ezekiel  and  Other  Poems,"  he 
read."  "By  B.  M." 

"B.  M.,"  he  mused.  "Who  have  I 
heard  writes  under  those  initials?  Ah! 
I  remember!  Mrs.  Miller. — Barbara 
Miller." 

He  ran  the  gilt-edged  leaves  rapidly 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

We  are  giving  a  few  letters  this 
month  from  our  little  friends.  We  are 
glad  to  have  some  children  who  are 
trying  to  make  better  homes  and  help 
mother  and  daddy. 

We  hope  you  will  enjoy  the  story 
and  realize  that  God  is  always  watch- 
ing over  you  if  you  are  trying  to  do 
His  will. 

Thanks  for  the  Christmas  cards. 
God  bless  you. — Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Please  add  my  name  to  the  Happy 
Home  Circle.  I  am  a  little  girl  ten 
years  old.  I  read  the  Lighted  Pathway 
every  month.  I  do  enjoy  it  too. 

I  was  saved  and  sanctified  at  my 
daddy's  home  church,  South  Boston, 
Va.,  under  the  preaching  of  Rev.  Paul 
H.  Walker.— Patsy  H.  Burton,  Box  604, 
Quinwood,  W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  girl  eight  years  old 
and  I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. I  want  you  to  put  my  name  on 
the  Happy  Home  Circle. — Avis  Ethe- 
ridge,  Rt.  3,  Liberty,  Miss. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  girl  eleven  years  old 
and  I  enjoy  reading  the  Children's 
Page  in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  want 
to  join  the  Happy  Home  Circle.  My 
name  is  Florine  Etheridge,  Rt.  3,  Lib- 
erty, Miss. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  gin  eleven  years  of 
age.  I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  enjoy  reading  it  very 
much.  I  like  to  read  the  Poem  Page 
and  Father  and  Mother's  Page.  I  like 
the  Children's  Page  best  of  all. 

I  enjoy  going  to  Sunday  School  and 
church.  My  father  is  the  minister  of 
the  Church  of  God  at  Jackson.  My 
sister-in-law  and  I  have  the  Holy 
Ghost,  also  my  mother. 

I  have  a  brother  overseas  in  Italy. 
Pray  for  him. 

Pray  for  my  sister,  who  just  came 
home  from  the  hospital,  and  my 
brothers  to  be  saved. 

May  God  bless  you  in  your  work. — 
Naomi  Dillinger,  Jackson,  Ohio. 

"HE  SHALL  GIVE  HIS  ANGELS 
CHARGE" 

MRS.  AUDRE  PITTS 

"Mamma,  let  me  read  tonight,"  said 
seven-year-old  Maxine  as  her  mother 


took  the  Bible  from  the  table  for  their 
evening  devotions. 

"Very  well,"  agreed  the  mother,  and 
Maxine  got  her  own  little  Bible  to  read 
from.  "Shall  I  read  the  Twenty-third 
Psalm  again?"  she  asked. 

"Well,"  hesitated  Mrs.  Martin,  "you 
read  that  pretty  often;  suppose  you 
try  another  one  tonight.  I'll  help  you 
with  the  words.  Let's  try  the  Ninety- 
first  Psalm.  That's  a  good  one  to  read 
when  Daddy's  gone." 

So  little  Maxine  began  reading: 

"He  that  d-w-e-1-l-e-t-h," 

"Dwelleth,"  prompted  her  mother. 
" — dwelleth  in  the  s-e-c-r-e-t — ," 

"Secret." 

" — secret  place  of  the  most  High 
shall  a-b-i-d-e — " 

"Abide." 

" — abide  under  the  shadow  of  the 
A-1-m-i-g-h-t-y," 

Thus  went  the  reading  of  the  Psalm 
by  the  little  girl,  stumbling  over  the 
big  words.  So  intent  were  mother  and 
daughter  on  the  reading  that  neither 
heard  the  faint  rustle  outside  the  win- 
dow or  saw  the  dark  face  peering 
through  the  pane.  It  was  summer  and 
the  window  was  partly  raised  so  that 
the  words  spoken  inside  were  clearly 
audible  to  that  crouched,  watching 
figure  so  near. 

"He  shall  give  His  angels  charge 
over  thee.  What  does  that  mean, 
Mamma?"  Maxine  interrupted  herself 
to  ask. 

"It  means,  dear,  that  God  sends  His 
angels  to  take  care  of  us  so  that  harm 
will  not  come  to  us.  They  are  watch- 
ing over  us  all  the  time." 

"Right  now?"  questioned  the  child. 
"Right  now  when  Daddy's  gone  and 
it's  dark  outdoors?  Are  there  angels 
here  now?" 

"Yes,  right  now,"  assured  the  moth- 
er. "God  and  His  angels  are  watching 
right  now."  And  they  proceeded  with 
the  reading  once  more. 

Could  they  have  seen  the  figure 
outside  their  window  they  would  have 
noticed  his  quick  look  about  him  at 
the  mother's  words.  She  said  God  was 
watching.  Where  was  God?  Who  was 
God?  It  was  a  name  he  habitually 
used  vilely — and  he  had  a  vague  no- 
tion that  God  was  some  terrible  Be- 
ing. "The  wrath  of  God,"  these  words, 
that  he  had  once  heard  spoken  by  a 
preacher  as  he  passed  an  open  air 
service  one  night,  came  suddenly  to 
mind.  Somewhere  in  the  darkness,  un- 
seen by  him,  was  this  God  who  could 
see   all.   The   woman   had   spoken   so 


confidently  of  His  watching  eye.  Then, 
if  God  were  watching  over  this  mother 
and  daughter,  He  could  see  him  too. 
The  wrath  of  God!  What  would  God 
do  to  him?  Would  His  wrath  suddenly 
fall  upon  him  and  destroy  him?  Fear 
made  him  almost  motionless,  and 
while  he  was  crouching  down  to  the 
ground  he  heard  a  clear  child's  voice 
lifted  in  prayer.  Little  Maxine  had 
finished  her  reading  and  was  praying. 

" — Thank  You,  God,  for  having 
Your  angels  take  care  of  Mamma  and 
me,  and  be  with  Daddy  tonight,  and 
help  all  the  bad  people  tonight  to 
stop  being  bad — " 

The  fear  in  the  man's  heart  gave 
way  to  a  new  emotion.  A  lump  rose  in 
his  throat  and  tears — strange  un- 
accustomed tears — smarted  his  eye- 
lids. 

He  had  a  little  girl,  too,  just  about 
her  size.  What  was  she  doing  now, 
while  this  little  girl  was  saying  her 
prayers  and  would  soon  be  tucked  in 
bed  by  loving  hands?  He  could 
imagine  her  in  the  dingy  little  room 
they  called  home.  Perhaps  she  had 
crept  into  bed  by  now,  trying  to  get 
to  sleep,  or  maybe  crying  again.  He 
remembered  one  night  recently  when 
he  had  gone  home  to  find  her  crying 
because  she  was  hungry.  There  hadn't 
been  anything  in  the  room  to  eat.  He 
had  slapped  her  for  being  a  baby  and 
told  her  if  she  didn't  like  the  way  he 
fed  her  she  could  get  somebody  else 
to  take  care  of  her.  Anyway,  if  she 
had  any  backbone  she'd  get  out  and 
steal  something  if  she  was  hungry. 
The  wife  and  mother  had  died  two 
years  before  and  this  was  how  he  had 
cared  for  the  little  girl.  He  thought 
of  her  now;  poor,  thin,  hungry-look- 
ing, and  ragged.  Scant  attention  had 
he  given  her,  spending  his  days  and 
nights  in  drinking,  gambling,  and 
petty  thievery. 

He  thought  of  himself  as  a  child. 
How  different  his  life  might  have 
been  had  he  been  reared  as  this  child 
he  had  been  watching  read  and  pray. 
How  different  his  child  would  be  with 
proper  training.  Slowly  he  raised 
himself  from  the  ground  and  stumbled 
away.  He  was  going  home — home  to 
his  own  little  daughter. 

"Mamma,  what  was  that  noise  out- 
side?" asked  Maxine. 

"I  never  heard  anything,"  her 
mother  answered. 

"I    guess    it    must    have   been    the 

angels'    wings    brushing    against   the 

lilac    bushes,"    murmured    the    child 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Members: 

We  are  glad  for  the  good  reports 
that  are  coming  in  from  the  Happy 
Home  Circle.  Below  is  a  letter  from 
Sister  Adair,  Huntsville,  Ala.  This  is 
the  first  one  reported  in  this  New 
Year  drive.  I  wonder  who  will  be  next. 
God  bless  you,  Sister  Adair,  in  this 
great  work.  We  hope  we  may  have 
many  new  circles  to  report  next 
month. 

Miss  Nita  Mayfield,  of  Larkinsville, 
Ala.,  writes:  "You  may  enroll  me  as 
a  member  of  the  H.  H.  C.  I  am  just 
a  girl  nineteen  years  of  age,  but  hav- 
ing a  happy  home  depends  on  the 
whole  family."  This  is  a  fine  way  to 
look  at  things.  I  would  like  to  hear 
from  all  young  people  who  have  joined 
the  Circle  in  the  past.  Just  a  card  so 
that  I'll  be  sure  that  your  name  has 
not  been  misplaced.  Perhaps  I'll  have 
something  special  to  say  to  you  some- 
time. 

May  the  Lord  bless  every  one  who 
has  an  interest  in  the  homes  of  our 
nation,  and  may  we  remember  that 
this  is  the  solution  to  our  national 
problems. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  happy  to  inform  you  that  the 
Huntsville  Church  of  God  has  organ- 
ized a  "Happy  Home  Circle."  I  am 
greatly  encouraged  because  Tuesday 
was  our  first  meeting  and  there  was 
a  goodly  number.  Please  don't  forget 
us  in  your  prayers.  We  think  of  you. 
We  will  meet  twice  each  month. 
Everybody  seemed  to  enjoy  our  first 
meeting  and  promised  to  come  back. 
I  was  honored  to  be  chosen  as  the 
president  and,  Sister  Harrison,  I  want 
to  give  my  best  to  God  and  His  cause. 

We  young  mothers  feel  that  you 
understand  us.  We  love  you  and  you 
are  a  blessing  to  us  and  fill  us  with 
inspiration. 

My  mother  died  when  I  was  very 
young  and  I  have  sort  of  adopted  you 
for  a  mother.  So  do  you  mind  if  I 
close  with  love? — Mrs.  Robert  Adair, 
Huntsville,  Ala. 

HOME-COMING  OF  TWO  HEROES 

By  Henry  P.  Milans,  O.F. 

Two  pictures  have  come  in  my  mail 
recently.  They've  made  such  an  im- 
pression on  me  that  they  are  going  to 
stick  and  I  want  to  pass  them  on.  Both 


have  to  do  with  five-year-olds  and 
their  soldier-hero  daddies.  Just  a  lit- 
tle drama  of  life  in  two  scenes  as  dif- 
ferent as  heaven  is  from  hell. 

One  of  the  scenes,  as  I  get  the  story, 
shows  a  little  fellow  playing  with  his 
puppy  dog  just  inside  a  picket  gate 
when  suddenly,  from  upstreet,  the 
station  way,  appeared  a  fine  looking 
young  officer,  straight  as  an  arrow 
and  evidently  proud  of  himself.  From 
every  appearance  he  had  a  right  to 
be.  He  wore  the  cross  of  a  chaplain 
in  the  overseas  service. 

The  soldier's  eyes  were  fixed  on 
his  home  in  happy  expectancy,  but  at 
the  open  gate  the  little  fellow  with  the 
tiny  dog  looked  up  inquiringly,  with 
wide-open   eyes,   and   cried:    "Oh-o-! 


ARE  ALL  THE  CHILDREN   IN? 

I  think  ofttimes  as  the  night  draws 
nigh 

Of  an  old  house  on  the  hill; 
Of    a    yard    all    wide    and    blossom- 
starred, 

Where  the  children  played  at  will. 
And  when  the  night  at  last  came  down, 

Hushing  the  merry  din, 
Mother  would  look   around  and   ask, 

"Are  all  the  children  in?" 

'Tis  many  and  many  a  year  since  then; 

And  the  old  house  on  the  hill 
No  longer  echoes  to  childish  meet, 

And  the  yard  is  still — so  still. 
But  I  see  it  all,  as  the  shadows  creep; 

And  tho'  many  the  years  have  been 
Since  then,  I  can  hear  my  mother  ask, 

"Are  all  the  children  in?" 

I  wonder,  if  when  the  shadows  fall 

On  the  last  short  earthly  day; 
When  we  say  good-bye  to  the  world 
outside; 

All  tired  with  our  worldly  play. 
When  we  step  out  into  that  other  land 

Where  mother  so  long  has  been, 
Will  we  hear  her  ask,  just  as  of  old, 

"Are  all  the  children  in?" 

— Author  Unknown. 


You're  my  daddy!  Oh,  boy!  You're  a 
general,  ain't  you!" 

"Yes,  son,  I'm  your  daddy;  but  not 
exactly  a  general  yet."  And  the  offi- 
cer dropped  his  bag  and  swung  his 
admiring  youngster  up  to  his  shoulder. 
A  happy  young  wife  ran  to  join  the 
pair  and  in  a  moment  soldier,  wife, 
boy,  dog,  one  admiring  and  joyous 
whole,  made  their  way  into  the  house 
together. 

At  the  description  of  this  scene  a 
suspicious  moisture  dimmed  my  old 
eyes  and  I  wasn't  a  bit  ashamed  of  it, 
either. 

The  God  whom  the  young  chaplain 
kept  alive  in  the  minds  and  hearts  of 
the  men  who  go  out  to  fight  and  may- 
be die,  had  spared  him  to  come  back 
to  those  who  worshipped  him. 

He  had  gone  away  when  the  boy 
was  too  small  to  know  him  very  well 
or  what  was  happening.  But  when  he 
was  able  to  understand  mother  told 
him  all  about  daddy  being  an  officer 
in  the  service.  The  little  fellow  was 
thrilled,  of  course.  He  talked  of  noth- 
ing else.  He  even  told  his  dog  all 
about  it  times  over. 

So,  when  he  looked  up  and  saw  just 
the  trimmest,  finest  looking  soldier 
that  ever  was  right  at  the  garden  gate, 
with  a  cross  on  the  lapel  of  his  coat, 
it  just  couldn't  be  any  one  else  but 
his  daddy.  Nobody  else  could  look  that 
fine. 

Wonderful,  isn't  it,  to  be  worthy  of 
such  love  and  admiration!  Through 
all  the  killing  and  tough  going  that 
this  young  chaplain  had  been  com- 
pelled to  witness  and  live  with,  the 
Savior  he  knew  had  kept  him  whole- 
some and  clean  and  true  to  the  conse- 
cration he  had  made  when  he  gave 
himself  into  God's  hands,  the  only 
power  that  could  do  so. 

A  heartbroken  wife  wrote  the  sec- 
ond scene  of  this  drama.  She  told  me 
about  her  husband  who  also  is  a  sol- 
dier, and  who  also  has  a  small  boy 
who  suffered  not  long  ago  the  great- 
est disappointment  of  his  little  life. 

Enclosing  a  soldier's  address  in  the 
field,  the  wife  pleads:  "Won't  you 
please  write  to  my  husband  and  also 
pray  that  God  will  in  some  way  save 
him  from  drink?  If  he  cannot  be 
saved,"  she  adds,  "then  maybe  it's  just 
as  well  that  a  bullet  finds  his  heart. 
God  may  forgive  him  before  he 
breathes  his  last  if  he  gives  his  life 
for  peace.  It's  an  awful  thing  to  think 
about;  but  death  would  spare  him  and 
the  rest  of  us  at  home  a  hell  on 
earth." 

Then  this  heartbroken  wife  and 
mother  told  of  her  husband's  home- 
coming not  long  ago  on  his  first  fur- 
lough. 

"I  and  the  children  were  so  glad 
that  we  were  going  to  see  him  again. 
Suddenly,  when  we  were  all  looking 
for  him  to  come,  his  boy,  just  five,  ran 
into  the  house  screaming,  "Daddy's 
wounded!  Some  men  are  carrying  him 
up  the  street!" 

"Frantically  I  ran  to  meet  the 
party,  the  children  crying  and  tug- 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


THE  GOD  OF  ALL  COMFORT 

By  F.  A.  Crawshmv 

In  these  days  of  war  there  are  many 
burdened  hearts  and  lives — many  be- 
reaved of,  or  separated  from,  loved 
ones!  To  whom  shall  they  turn  for 
comfort?  The  world  says  drown  your 
sorrows  in  the  frivolity  and  pleasures 
and  excitement  which  I  can  afford 
you.  But  this  is  a  poor  and 
miserable  way  of  dealing  with 
the  problem  of  sorrow  and 
pain.  Christians  can  thank 
God  that  He  has  provided  for 
them  comfort  and  solace  in 
Himself.  In  Isaiah  66:13,  it 
is  said  that  "As  one  whom  his 
mother  comforteth,  so  will  I 
comfort  you."  Thus  we  learn 
that  God  is  prepared  to  com- 
fort the  distressed  in  the  same 
way  that  a  mother  would  com- 
fort her  children.  This  is  also 
suggested  to  us  in  Genesis  1:3, 
where  it  is  said  that  the 
"Spirit  of  God  moved — brood- 
ed— upon  the  face  of  the  wa- 
ters." God  the  Holy  Spirit, 
the  Comforter,  still  broods 
over  sad  and  darkened  and 
distressed  lives,  and  as  one 
whom  a  mother  comforteth, 
so  is  He  prepared  to  comfort 
such.  As  a  mother!  How  does 
a  mother  comfort  her  child? 
In  at  least  three  different 
ways. 

First — when  the  child  is 
distressed  because  some 
treasure  has  been  lost  or  brok- 
en, what  does  the  mother  do? 
takes  the  child  into  her  arms  and 
draws  her  close  to  herself.  Perhaps 
no  word  is  spoken,  but  somehow  the 
child  is  made  to  realize  that  mother 
understands  and  shares  her  grief,  and 
that  whilst  some  treasure  may  have 
been  lost  or  spoiled,  a  mother's  love 
remains.  This  is  far  better!  So  it  will 
be  with  God.  And  the  one  comforted 
will  say,  "Thou  art  my  hiding  place; 
Thou  shalt  preserve  me  from  trouble; 
Thou  shalt  compass  me  about  with 
songs  of  deliverance." 

A  further  way  in  which  a  mother 
comforts  her  child  is  to  sing  to  her 
some  lullaby — some  soothing  message 
is  given  either  in  song  or  in  words. 
Soothed  in  this  way,  the  child  even- 
tually falls  into  a  calm  sleep,  and 
wakes,  forgetting  all  her  sorrows.  Is  not 
this  the  way  God  through  His  Word 
will  comfort  us  in  our  distress?  As  we 
turn  to  God's  Word  and  read  again 
Psalms  like  the  13th,  27th,  37th  and 
others;  or  some  of  the  Epistles;  or  such 
passages  as  Isaiah  1 :  10,  51 :  12,  61 :  23,  or 
43:2,  "When  thou  passeth  through  the 
waters,  I  will  be  with  thee,  and  through 
the  rivers,  they  shall  not  overflow 
thee;  when  thou  walkest  through  fire 
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thou  shalt  not  be  burned:  neither  shall 
the  flame  kindle  upon  thee,"  how  com- 
forted we  become!  As  we  listen  to  His 
comforting  words  and  His  loving  in- 
vitation in  Matt.  11: 28, to  the  end, sure- 
ly we  feel  like  saying  with  Paul,  in  2 
Cor.  1:3,  "Blessed  be  God  . . .  the  Father 
of  mercies  and  God  of  all  comfort!" 

Yes!    He  would  comfort  us  by  His 
Word.  The  Holy  Spirit  is  the  Comfort- 
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er,  and  He  speaks  His  words  of  com- 
fort to  us  in  the  Scriptures.  Even  as  a 
mother  comforts  her  children  with 
her  soothing  words. 

Finally,  a  mother  comforts  her  child 
by  presenting  to  her  some  fresh  toy 
to  replace  the  broken  or  lost  one,  or 
by  the  promise  of  some  special  treat! 
God  often  comforts  by  outward 
things.  He  changes  our  circumstances, 
or  grants  us  some  peculiar 
mercy  by  some  of  His  provi- 
dential dealings.  See  2  Cor.  7: 
6,  7.  Paul  found  the  coming 
of  Titus  a  great  comfort  to 
him.  He  learned  by  experience 
how  wonderfully  God  could 
be  His  strength  and  stay,  and 
in  one  of  his  last  utterances — 
Phil.  14:11 — he  could  say  that 
he  had  learned  at  last,  in 
whatsoever  state  he  was  in, 
therein  to  be  content  because 
Rom.  8:28  had  for  many  years 
been  his  definite  understand- 
ing of  God  and  His  ways. 

Whatever  may  be  our  lot  in 
the  coming  days — however 
much  we  may  need  comfort- 
let  us  remember  that  God  has 
sent  the  Holy  Spirit  the  Com- 
forter into  the  world,  and 
that  as  one  whom  his  mother 
comforteth,  so  is  He  prepared 
to  comfort  us.  We  should  be 
on  the  lookout  for  some  of 
His  unexpected  mercies  and 
comforts.  Every  cause  of  dis- 
co??ifort  must  be  taken  to  Him 
— the  God  of  comfort. 


She 


MY  CAPTAIN 

Hilda  L.  Crawford 

world    may    fear 


and 


Though    the 
tremble, 

Angry  storm-clouds  fill  the  sky, 
Torrents  beat  upon  my  vessel 
Bound  toioards  my  home  on  high, 
I  will  trust  in  my  Redeemer, 
Christ,  who  died  to  make  me  whole. 
He  is  Pilot  on  my  journey, 
He  is  Captain  of  my  soul. 

Though  the  mists  may  hide  the  sun- 
shine, 
Casting  o'er  me  doubt  and  fear, 
Still  I'll  trust,  though  earth  be  shaken, 
He's  my  Pilot,  and  He's  near; 
He's  my  sunshine  in  the  shadow, 
He's  my  light  by  night,  by  day, 
Guiding  o'er  the  troubled  waters, 
Yes,  my  Captain  leads  the  way. 

Then,  when  all  the  turmoil  ceases 
Far  above  the  storm  and  doubt, 
When  no  darkness  veils  His  glory, 
And  no  tempests  toss  about 
This  frail  vessel  of  the  Master's, 
I  shall  see  my  Guide  and  Captain, 
Nevermore  to  drift  and  roam, 
Landed  safely  into  harbour, 
On  the  shores  of  Home  sweet  Home. 


"The  little  sharp  vexations, 

And  the  briars  that  catch  and  fret — 
Why  not  take  them  to  the  Helper 

Who  has  never  failed  us  yet?" 

"Tell  Him  about  the  heartache, 
And  tell  Him  the  longing,  too; 

Tell  Him  the  baffled  purpose, 
When  we  scarce  know  what  to  do." 

"Then  leaving  all  our  weakness, 
With  the  One  Divinely  strong, 

Forget  that  we  bore  the  burden, 
And  carry  away  the  song." 


It  is  true  that  when  the  rose  is 
crushed  it  sends  forth  its  sweetest 
fragrance.  Are  we  willing  for  this,  just 
to  be  like  our  Lord?  It  means  to  lay 
aside,  and  count  as  dross  all  that  the 
"human"  heart  cries  out  for.  It  means 
to  keep  in  the  background  and  let 
others  be  pushed  forward.  It  means 
sometimes  to  let  others  receive  praise 
when  it  rightfully  belongs  to  us,  and 
it  means  to  be  silent  when  tempted 
to  speak  to  defend  ourselves.  All  of 
this,  and  more,  is  included  in  a  life 
of  self-denial,  and  a  life  which  is  like 
the  life  of  our  fair  and  beautiful 
Savior. — Publisher   Unknown. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


Book  in  America? 


By  Mary  K.  Pittman  in  The  Christian  Digest 


Not  long  ago  a  schoolteacher  friend 
of  mine  quite  seriously  asked  this 
question,  "Was  Joseph  who  was  the 
'father'  of  Jesus  the  same  man  who 
had  the  beautiful  coat  and  was  later 
sold  into  Egypt?" 

My  first  reaction  was  a  feeling  of 
disgust  that  an  educated  person 
should  be  so  ignorant  of  the  Bible. 
Later  the  reaction  changed  to  a 
question  of  self-reproach:  "What  am 
I  doing  about  it?" 

America  in  this  so-called  age  of 
enlightenment  is  wallowing  in  an  ig- 
norance which  is  resulting  in  some- 
thing far  from  bliss. 

Recently  in  my  high  school  English 
classes  I  conducted  a  survey,  the 
result  of  which  showed  an  astonish- 
ing lack  of  Bible  knowledge  among 
those  tested.  Eighty-eight  per  cent 
did  not  even  know  what  the  four 
Gospels  were.  One  student  ventured 
a  guess  that  they  were  "love,  honor, 
cherish  and  obey,"  while  still  another 
wrote  that  three  of  them  were  Chris- 
tianity, Confusion  and  Hinduism." 
Ninety-eight  per  cent  seemingly  had 
never  heard  of  Saul  of  Tarsus!  Per- 
haps the  time  has  come  for  a  new 
apostle  to  the  Gentiles  to  rise  up. 

Incidentally,  every  class  in  which 
this  survey  was  conducted  requested 
that  they  be  told  the  answers  after 
their  papers  were  collected.  This  was 
despite  the  fact  that  I  had  previously 
informed  them  that  the  test  had  no 
bearing  whatsoever  upon  their  grades. 

Young  people  are  more  eager  to 
learn  than  we  realize,  yet  many  adults 
are  in  the  embarrassing  position  of 
the  blind  leading  the  blind. 

During  my  freshman  year  in  col- 
lege, one  teacher  repeatedly  en- 
deavored to  destroy  my  faith  in  the 
Old  Testament.  She  asked  if  I  be- 
lieved the  story  about  the  king  who 
made  all  his  beds  the  same  length 
and  then  either  stretched  his  guests 
to  fit  them  or  cut  off  their  legs.  Upon 
making  investigation,  I  discovered 
that  what  she  had  thought  was  in  the 
Bible  was  an  ancient  Greek  myth 
about  the  legendary  character,  Pro- 


crustes. 

Another  example  of  many  profes- 
sors' lack  of  knowledge  was  manifest- 
ed in  a  literature  class  in  which  we 
were  studying  Robert  Browning's 
poem  "Saul."  After  we  had  discussed 
this  Old  Testament  king,  our  teacher 
asked  what  happened  to  him  "as  he 
journeyed  to  Damascus." 

The  blame  cannot  all  be  laid  at  the 
door  of  the  school,  however.  It  is  in- 
deed tragic  for  educated  people  to  be 
unlearned  in  the  world's  greatest  lit- 
erature, but  it  is  far  worse  for  the 
bride  of  Christ  to  grow  so  indifferent 
as  to  neglect  the  Word  of  Him  who  is 
her  love  and  her  life. 

Many  ministers  forget  about  doc- 
trine and  preach  in  a  vague  sort  of 
way  about  living,  not  realizing  that 
the  Christian  life  must  be  built  upon 
the  Christian  doctrine. 

Even  in  Sunday  Schools  which  are 
definitely  evangelical,  it  is  often  dif- 
ficult to  distinguish  in  children's 
minds  the  difference  between  church 
membership  and  salvation.  Superin- 
tendents as  well  as  teachers  place 
these  things  in  so  much  the  same 
category  that  it  is  small  wonder  chil- 
ren  do  not  clearly  understand. 

A  great  deal  of  this  confusion  can 
be  eliminated  if  the  Church  does  her 
part  in  re-emphasizing  pure  Bible 
study.  We  have  been  so  fearful  of 
making  Christian  education  too  deep 
that     the     foundation    principles     of 


that  education  have  been  swept  away 
in  a  shallow  whirlpool  of  worldly 
wisdom. 

As  individual  members  of  the 
Church  of  Christ  we  are  responsible 
to  a  great  extent  not  only  for  the 
program  of  our  local  churches,  but 
for  the  spiritual  nurture  of  our  fami- 
lies and  others  with  whom  we  come  in 
contact.  How  many  Christian  homes 
today  include  Bible  study  and  prayer 
in  their  routines?  And  how  many  in- 
dividual Christians  consider  it  their 
first  responsibility  always  to  witness 
for  their  Lord? 

In  the  light  of  all  that  our  Mas- 
ter uncompromisingly  expects  of  His 
followers,  dare  you  and  I  continue 
our  smug  indifference? 

Even  though  it  is  doubtful  if  the 
school  as  a  whole  will  do  a  great  deal 
toward  re-emphasizing  Bible  study, 
individual  teachers  and  students  can 
accomplish  much. 

One  college  organization  distributes 
Gospels  of  John  at  school  programs 
and  athletic  contests.  It  also  supplies 
Christian  students  in  other  colleges 
with  selections  from  Scripture  which 
they  in  turn  give  out.  Student  groups 
have  been  organized  all  over  Amer- 
ica to  endeavor  to  spread  the  Gospel. 
Let  us  hope  that  such  efforts  will  in- 
crease. 

Christian  schoolteachers  of  every 
subject  should  strive  daily  to  make 
Christianity  a  living  faith  and  the 
Bible  a  living  Book.  Let  us  not  fail 
to  keep  civilization's  only  light  burn- 
ing. To  whom  else  can  we  go  but 
Christ  and  His  Book?  Truly,  He  alone 
has  the  words  of  eternal  life. 


TURN8NG   OVER    A    NEW    LEAF 

Someone  has  said  the  idea  of  turning  over  a  new  leaf  has  not  yet  been  out- 
worked. If  this  is  so,  and  there  seems  no  valid  argument  against  it,  why  not  work 
the  idea  for  all  that  it  is  worth  this  new  year? 

Perhaps  you  have  been  going  along  for  some  months  feeling  that  you  are  not 
making  the  most  of  your  spare  time.  You  come  home  in  the  evening  from  school, 
office,  or  shop  and  have  no  definite  plan  for  the  evening.  You  look  over  the  news- 
paper, turn  on  the  radio,  and  then,  if  the  opportunity  presents  itself,  go  out  for 
a  good  time.  Do  you  feel  that  spending  your  leisure  time  in  this  way  is  resulting 
in  no  permanent  good? 

Then  turn  over  a  new  leaf.  Make  up  your  mind  that  you  will  redeem  your  spare 
hours.  Outline  for  yourself  a  definite  course  of  reading,  for  instance.  Or,  if  you 
feel  that  you  do  not  have  sufficient  will  power  to  carry  through  on  your  own,  how 
about  enrolling  in  an  evening  school  or  signing  up  for  work  by  correspondence? 
Often  we  need  the  impetus  that  comes  by  having  someone  else  check  up  on  us  now 
and  then. 

A   GOOD   BOOK 

Is  a  ship  of  thought,  voyaging  to  us  with  precious  cargo  of  truth  and  beauty. 

Is  an  artist  painting  the  vision  splendid  in  various  colors  before  the  dullest  eyes — ■ 
an  orator  speaking  with  power — a  soloist  singing  a  song  that,  passing  from  itself, 
enters  the  memory  with  great  transfiguration. 

Is  an  author  writing  the  literature  of  godliness  on  the  fleshly  tablets  of  human 
hearts — a  jeweler,  adorning  the  mind  with  thoughts  that  give  light. 

Is  a  comrade  giving  instructions,  continuing  with  us  on  the  intellectual  road,  in 
mute   fidelity,  from  childhood   to  the  end  of  life. 

Is  a  tailor,  keeping  the  rustle  of  divine  garments  in  the  ear — a  musician,  build- 
ing before  the  eyes  of  the  soul  rhythmic  palaces  of  melody,  a  pilot,  guiding  away 
from  the  shadows  into  the  deep  things  of  life,  of  history,  of  love,  of  God. 

Is  a  telescope  and  microscope  in  one — showing  us  God's  signature,  written  some- 
times hugely  large  and  sometimes  very  small,  on  every  page  of  this  universe,  God's 
vast  autograph  album. 
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Below  I  am  giving  you  a  letter  I  re- 
ceived recently  because  I  realize  there 
are  many  young  people  in  the  world 
who  are  asking  the  same  question. 
Many  of  these  come  to  us: 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  writing  you  to  let  you  know 
that  I  read  every  word  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  every  month  and  have  been 
reading  it  for  four  years.  I  have  found 
it  to  be  the  best  I  have  ever  read.  I 
can  never  tell  you  in  words  how  much 
I  appreciate  it  and  I  praise  the  Lord 
for  someone  like  you  who  will  listen 
to  His  voice  and  obey  when  He  calls. 
Through  it  many  souls  have  been 
blessed  which  you  will  never  know 
about  on  this  earth. 

I  noticed  on  page  seventeen  you 
wanted  all  the  readers  to  write  and 
say  what  they  like  best.  As  for  me  I 
enjoy  the  "Personal  Evangelistic"  and 
Father  and  Mother's  pages  more  than 
the  rest,  however,  it  is  all  so  good 
that  I  do  not  want  any  of  it  to  be 
discontinued. 

I  am  sure  you  have  so  many  things 
to  pray  for  I  hate  to  worry  you  with 
mine,  but  I  feel  as  though  you  are  a 
mother  to  me  as  I  am  twenty-one 
years  old  and  my  own  dear  mother  is 
not  saved.  I  feel  like  the  Lord  has 
called  me  to  work  in  a  special  work 
for  Him,  but  I  am  very  worried  as  up 
to  this  time  I  do  not  know  for  sure 
what  it  is  He  wants  me  to  do.  I  feel 
sometimes  that  the  Lord  has  called 
me  to  preach,  but  He  has  never  spoken 
definitely  in  words  to  me.  Even  now 
the  devil  is  telling  me  that  this  is 
silly  for  me  to  write  to  you  like  this, 
but  I  feel  like  the  Lord  is  in  it.  When 
He  calls  you,  does  He  just  put 
things  that  He  wants  you  to  do 
on  your  mind  and  you  cannot 
forget  or  remove  them?  That  is 
the  way  I  have  been  for  some- 
time. I  want  to  obey  the  Lord 
and  I  am  trusting  Him  and  I 
know  He  will  work  it  out  for 
His  glory  because  I  want  His 
will  to  be  done.  I  do  not  want 
to  do  anything  within  myself 
for  I  know  if  the  Lord  was  not 
in  it,  it  would  be  a  complete 
failure. 

Do  you  think  I  could  be 
imagining  this  and  be  over- 
zealous  for  the  work  of  the  Lord 
and  the  Lord  not  be  back  of  it? 
Please  pray  about  it,  as  it  means 
much  in  my  life,  and  if  you  can 
find  time  write  to  me. 

I  have  a  little  boy  four  years 
old  and  my  husband  is  in  Serv- 
ice at  present. — (Name  with- 
held.) 

We  are  very  sure  that  the  Lord 
is  calling  this  young  woman  in- 
to His  service.  Every  true  child 
of  His  is  called  to  serve  some- 
where. You  will  notice  she  is  in- 
terested in  our  evangelistic  page. 


NOTE 

Reports  are  coming  in  from 
the  field  and  much  interest  is 
being  shown  in  the  Y.P.E.U.  In 
our  next  issue  we  will  give  a  list 
of  the  different  organizations. 
We  are  giving  three  months  for 
charter  members.  Get  ready  for 
the  greatest  work  of  your  life  by 
enlisting  in  this  great  work. 

This  Union  should  be  confined 
to  those  only  who  are  willing  to 
study  and  prepare  for  service.  It 
is  not  just  another  public  meet- 
ing for  every  one,  but  for  those 
who  are  honestly  seeking  to 
know  and  do  God's  will.  Too 
many  disinterested  people  will 
hinder  more  than  help.  As  others 
become  interested  they  can  be 
received  into  membership. 

Your  report  should  be  in  by 
the  5th  of  the  month.  March 
will  close  your  chance  to  be  a 
charter  Union. 


Perhaps  God  is  calling  her  to  agitate 
this  kind  of  work  in  her  community. 
All  over  our  country  there  are  boys 
and  girls  feeling  the  call  to  work  for 
the  Lord.  God  often  calls  to  full-time 
service  a  long  time  before  He  sends. 

AT  YOUR  OWN  DOOR 


Sophie  had  been  praying  for  twelve  years  to  be- 
come a  foreign  missionary.  One  day  she  had  so 
prayed,  and  the  heavenly  Father  seemed  to  say: 

"Sophie,  stop!  Where  were  you  born?" 

"In  Germany,  Father." 

"Where  are  you  now?" 

"In  America,  Father." 

"Well,  are  you  not  a  foreign  missionary  al- 
ready?" 

Then  the  Father  said,  "Who  lives  on  the 
floor  above  you?" 

"A  family  of  Swedes." 

"And  who  above  them?" 

"Why,  some  Switzers." 

"Who  in  the  rear?" 

"Italians." 

"And  a  block  away?" 

"Some  Chinese." 

"And  you  have  never  said  a  word  to  these 
people  about  my  Son?  Do  you  think  I  will  send 
you  thousands  of  miles  to  the  foreigner  and  the 
heathen  when  you  never  care  enough  about  them 
at  your  own  door  to  speak  with  them  about  their 
souls?" — Selected. 

"The  great  commission,  'Go  into  all  the  world,' 
does  not  apply  exclusively  to  foreign  missions, 
for  the  ivorld  begins  where  your  front  yard  ends. 
When  you  leave  your  own  doorstep  you  are  in 
the  world." — Selected. 


He  wants  well-trained  workers  and  is 
providing  this  training  union  to 
equip  them.  We  trust  that  hundreds 
of  these  unions  will  be  organized  dur- 
ing the  first  few  weeks  of  the  new 
year.  So  often  God  calls  and  the  one 
called  rushes  out  without  training 
and  makes  a  failure  and  then  he  de- 
cides God  has  not  called  and  the  vi- 
sion he  once  had  has  faded  away. 

Perhaps  many  are  seeing  visions  of 
the  whitened  harvest  field  as  they  en- 
ter the  new  year.  Great  white  fields 
stretch  out  before  you  and  you  won- 
der just  like  this  young  woman 
whether  or  not  God  is  calling  you  in- 
to His  service.  Of  course,  He  is.  Look 
around  you  on  every  hand  and  see 
the  need  of  trained  workers  and  go 
to  work  to  organize  a  Y.P.E.U.  You 
could  not  render  a  greater  service  to 
God  than  this.  All  around  you  lies  tal- 
ent that  needs  to  be  uncovered  and 
trained  for  the  Master.  All  down 
through  the  years,  since  we  have  been 
laboring  for  the  young  people,  ques- 
tions like  this  have  been  coming  to 
us.  Now  this  chance  to  work  right 
around  you  is  the  answer.  Some  day 
God  may  send  you  into  larger  fields, 
but  now  He  may  be  calling  you  to 
work  right  in  your  own  church  and 
community.  Through  these  evangelis- 
tic bands  throughout  the  country, 
cottage  meetings  may  be  held  in  new 
communities,  homes  may  be  visited, 
and  through  this  service  thousands 
may  be  led  into  our  churches.  For 
years  we  have  been  burdened  for  this 
kind  of  work,  and  in  many  places 
where  we  have  been  we  have  had  the 
privilege  of  doing  this  kind  of 
work. 

Sometimes  when  I  think  of 
how  little  we  are  doing  for  God 
it  makes  me  shudder.  Perhaps 
between  your  home  and  the 
church  you  attend  there  may  be 
dozens  of  children  playing  along 
the  street  as  you  pass.  Do  you 
invite  them  to  go  with  you  to 
Sunday  School,  and  do  you 
make  it  a  point  to  go  back  next 
week  and  visit  in  the  home  and 
invite  them  to  church?  Today 
an  old  man  died  in  our  town.  He 
had  lived  alone  and  always 
seemed  lonely.  He  was  very 
peculiar.  As  soon  as  I  heard  he 
was  gone  I  said,  I  wonder  if  he 
was  saved.  He  needed  someone 
to  take  an  interest  in  him.  This 
kind  of  work  is  personal  evan- 
gelism. The  hardest  thing  in  the 
world  for  some  people  to  do  is  to 
speak  to  someone  about  his  soul. 
This  evangelistic  union  will  help 
you  to  know  how  to  do  personal 
work.  It  teaches  you  how  to 
present  the  truth.  It  teaches 
you  wisdom  in  dealing  with 
souls.  Some  workers  mean  well 


(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


National  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  News 


WHO'S  WHO 

Listed  below  are  the  ten  largest 
Church  of  God  Sunday  Schools  in  the 
Nation  according  to  the  reports  re- 
ceived for  the  month  of  November. 

It  is  difficult  to  secure  this  infor- 
mation, together  with  the  names  of 
the  local  superintendents  of  the 
schools,  but  it  is  expected  that  it  shall 
be  done  and  further  that  the  names 
of  the  ten  largest  Y.P.E.'s  and  their 
respective  presidents  will  also  soon 
be  published  monthly.  Work  to  win  a 
place  in  this  column. 

AVERAGE  ATTENDANCE 

Greenville,  South  Carolina  581 

Kannapolis,  North  Carolina  501 

North  Cleveland,  Tennessee  381 

Hamilton,  Ohio  270 

Jacksonville,  Florida  268 

Cincinnati,  Ohio  260 

Atlanta,  Georgia  251 

Lakeland,  Florida  224 

North  Chattanooga,  Tennessee  _  216 
Canton,  Ohio  , 212 

Y.P.E.  Presidents 

You  are  charged  with  the  grave  re- 
sponsibility of  leading,  inspiring  and 
directing  the  youth  of  your  Church. 
Do  your  utmost  in  cooperating  with 
your  pastor  and  Y.P.E.  group  cap- 
tains to  attain  the  following: 

1.  Keep  services  spiritual. 

2.  Advertise  all  youth  activities  ex- 
tensively. 

3.  Strive  for  originality  in  programs. 

4.  Use  young  people  on  the  program. 

5.  Avoid  monotonous  forms  of  con- 
ducting services.  Variety  is  the  spice 
of  life. 

6.  Be  progressive,  not  regressive; 
don't  let  your  Y.P.E.  get  in  a  rut. 

7.  Keep  your  Y.P.E.  rendering  real 
benefits. 

STATE  SUPERINTENDENTS 

We  repeat  this  month,  boxed  in, 
"The  Purpose  of  this  Page."  As  state 
superintendent  in  boosting  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  and  young  people's  inter- 
ests, talk  about  this  national  page. 
Keep  the  purpose  of  this  page  before 
your  leaders  and  encourage  them  to 
strive  with  us  to  make  them  a  reality. 

Challenge  your  YP.E.'s  and  Sunday 
Schools  to  work  and  pray  to  win  rec- 
ognition on  this  page. 

As  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  dedicat- 
ed to  the  young  people  of  the 
Churches  of  God,  so  does  this  page 
belong  to  our  young  people.  Their 
labors,  prayers,  songs,  tears,  pro- 
gram practices,  salesmanship,  ser- 
monettes,  Christian  living  and  all  will 
write  a  glorious  page! 

Send  material  you  think  suitable 
for  publication  here  to  Associate  Edi- 
tor, Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland, 
Tennessee. 


C.  O.  JOHNSON,  JR.,  Associate  Editor 

OUR  SLOGAN 

Since  the  material  for  the  February 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  should 
be  at  the  Publishing  House  by  the 
first  of  January,  and  further,  since 
the  January  issue  hardly  reached  you 
before  that  time,  there  has  not  been 
any  opportunity  as  yet  for  response  to 
the  request  for  a  youth  motto  or  slo- 
gan that  could  be  published  in  this 
issue,  but  a  large  number  of  sugges- 
tions are  expected.  Somebody's  entry 
will  win  the  $10  prize.  Send  your  youth 
motto  or  slogan  today,  if  you  have  not 
already  done  so.  Send  another  if  you 
can  compose  another  good  motto. 
Mail  to  Associate  Editor,  Lighted 
Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tennessee.  A 
slogan  like  one  of  the  following  might 
win. 

"Save  the  Youth  and  so  Save 
America." 

"Remembering  our  Creator  now,  we 
keep  our  hand  on  the  plow." 


PURPOSE  OF  THIS  PAGE 

1.  Primarily,  this  page  of  Na- 
tional News  of  the  Church  of 
God  Youth  is  intended  to  create, 
stimulate  and  promote  inter- 
est in  the  salvation  of  young  men 
and  women  as  a  group — young 
people's  revivals  all  over  the  na- 
tion! 

2.  This  page  of  reports  of  the 
Church  of  God  youth  every- 
where is  intended  to  unify  our 
young  men  and  women  all  over 
the  United  States  in  any  spiri- 
tual or  financial  program  dele- 
gated to  them  for  the  glory  of 
God.  United  we  march  forward! 

3.  This  page  is  to  give  proper 
recognition  and  honor  to  those 
young  people  whose  achieve- 
ments are  outstanding — above 
and  beyond  the  call  of  duty. 

4.  This  page  of  national  news 
of  the  Church  of  God  youth  is 
further  intended  to  inspire  holy 
living,  sweeter  fellowship  and 
greater  works  for  Him  among 
the  youth. 

5.  It  is  expected  that  a  benefit 
of  this  page  will  be  a  greater 
realization  among  all  of  the  po- 
tentialities in  the  youth — lead- 
ing to  a  youth  consciousness 
that  will  obtain  proper  consider- 
ation in  the  local  church  in  fel- 
lowship meetings,  district  con- 
ventions, prayer  conferences, 
state  conventions  and  General 
Assemblies — yes,  proper  consid- 
eration for  the  needs  and  serv- 
ices of  the  young  men  and  wom- 
en of  the  Churches  of  God. 


AN  INSTRUMENT,  NOT  A  FIELD 

If  your  Y.P.E.  is  a  field  to  work  in  to 
save  somebody  in  that  field,  your  op- 
portunities are  tremendously  re- 
stricted. 

Your  Y.P.E.  is  not  a  field,  but  an 
instrument.  The  world  is  the  field 
and  your  Y.P.E.  is  an  instrument  to 
sow  good  seed  and  to  reap  a  harvest 
of  souls. 

Train  your  Y.P.E.  to  sing  to  the  lost, 
to  talk  to  the  lost,  to  weep  for  them, 
to  pray  with  them  till  victory  comes. 

May  every  member  of  your  Y.P.E. 
be  a  soul-winner,  then  will  it  be  a 
soul-saving  station  and  more  than 
that,  for  where  your  Y.P.E.  is  repre- 
sented you  will  have  trained  soul- 
winners — an  instrument  of  salvation. 
There  will  be  no  limitation  as  some 
being  saved  in  the  Y.P.E.,  but  there 
will  be  the  unbounded  opportunities 
of  your  Y.P.E.  working  to  save  "who- 
soever will." 

Sunday  School  Superintendents 

Upon  your  shoulders  rests  a  large 
part  of  the  responsibility  of  the  suc- 
cess of  your  Sunday  School.  Few 
things  can  be  considered  more  im- 
portant than  properly  teaching  the 
youth  the  Word  of  God  effectively. 
For  your  school  to  continually  grow 
and  to  accomplish  its  purpose,  strive 
to  reach  these  goals: 

1.  Use  only  trained,  efficient,  Spirit- 
filled  Church  of  God  teachers. 

2.  To  start  and  stop  on  time  and  to 
lose  no  time. 

3.  Give  the  Juniors  prominence  in 
singing  or  special  exercises. 

4.  Give  proper  recognition  for  ex- 
tended regular  attendance. 

5.  Weekly  teachers'  meetings  to  de- 
vise methods  of  improving  school. 

6.  Remember  the  orphans. 

7.  Advertise  the  school,  reminding 
congregation  of  the  school's  spiritual 
and  financial  benefits! 

JUST  A  MINUTE 

Every  young  person,  Sunday  School 
official,  Y.P.E.  worker  and  pastor 
should  spend  a  few  minutes  reading 
the  Assembly  Minutes  relative  to  Sun- 
day School  and  young  people's  work. 
Read  in  the  1944  Assembly  Minutes, 
page  170,  beginning  with  Sunday 
School,  through  page  171  and  the  top 
of  page  172.  For  information  about 
Y.P.E.'s  read  page  175,  beginning 
with  Young  People's  Endeavor, 
through  page  176.  Get  a  Minutes  from 
your  pastor  if  you  do  not  have  one! 


FLASH!  Last  minute  mail  before 
the  Lighted  Pathway  goes  to  press 
reveals  many  good  youth  slogans. 
Approximately  fifty  suggestions  have 
been  received.  Send  yours  today! 


February,  1945 
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The  Fruit 


(Continued    from    last    issue) 

Longsuffering 

We  do  not  often  talk  about  this 
fruit  of  the  Spirit.  I  presume  this  is 
because  many  do  not  understand  what 
is  really  meant  by  longsuffering.  Yet 
the  word  explains  itself.  You  can  call 
it  "longsuffering''  or  "suffering  long." 
Both  mean  exactly  the  same  thing.  It 
means  "being  slow  to  anger."  Per- 
haps you  have  supposed,  because  of 
the  things  I  have  said  previously,  that 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  suffering  in 
the  Christian  experience,  if  there  is 
so  much  of  love  and  joy  and  peace.  We 
must  not  forget,  however,  that  whom 
the  Lord  loveth  He  chasteneth.  We  are 
also  told  that  if  we  suffer  with  Him, 
we  shall  also  reign  with  Him.  It  was  a 
greater  you  or  I  that  learned  obedi- 
ence by  the  things  that  He  suffered. 
Man  might  in  his  own  strength  suffer 
for  a  while  without  complaint,  but  to 
be  longsuffering  necessitates  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Holy  Spirit.  We  are  living 
in  a  world  that  is  at  enmity  with  God. 
This  world  is  no  friend  of  grace  to 
help  us  on  with  God.  It  hateth  Christ 
and  it  hates  the  Christian.  Jesus  once 
said  to  His  disciples,  "Blessed  are  ye 
when  men  shall  revile  you  and  perse- 
cute you  and  say  all  manner  of  evil 
against  you  falsely."  Then  is  the  time 
for  you  to  rejoice  and  be  exceeding 
glad,  not  to  be  angry  and  hit  back.  To 
shine  in  the  light  of  the  sun  means 
that  you  will  not  give  forth  much 
light,  but  to  scintillate  against  a  back- 
ground of  darkness  will  demand  the 
attention  and  respect  of  the  world. 
The  longsuffering  of  the  saints  of  God 
is  then  patience  in  the  day  of  trouble. 

"His  love  in  times  past  forbids  me  to 

think 
He'll  leave  me    at  last    in  trouble    to 

sink; 
Each  sweet  Ebenezer  I  have  in  review, 
Confirms  His  good  pleasure  to  carry 

me  through." 

I  once  read  of  two  Holy  Ghost 
preachers  that  were  thrown  in  jail. 
Their  backs  were  bleeding  because  of 
the  scourging,  and  to  add  to  their  dis- 
comfort they  were  put  in  the  stocks. 
But  not  a  word  of  complaint  left  their 
lips;  instead,  they  commenced  to  sing. 
"Pretty  strong  will-power!"  you  say  to 
me.  No,  they  were  strong  in  THE 
GRACE  OF  GOD.  When  one  of  those 
same  preachers  was  brought  before 
his  judges,  he  came  down  the  corridor 
with  a  smile  upon  his  face.  In  one 
hand  he  undoubtedly  held  the  heavy 
iron  ball  that  was  attached  to  the 
chain  that  bound  his  ankle,  and  as 
he  commenced  his  memorable  defense, 
I  presume  the  king  on  his  throne  must 
have  nearly  fallen  off  the  judgment 
seat  with  surprise.  The  opening  words 
of  the  apostle's  address  were  "I  think 
myself  happy."  To  suffer  and  com- 
plain is  what  any  man  can  do — to  suf- 
fer for  awhile  and  not  complain  is 
what  some  men  might  do — but  to  suf- 
fer long  and  never  complain  is  what 

[Page  10] 


Spirit-filled  Christians  should  do. 

Tne  story  is  told  of  a  man  who  was 
in  the  Seaforth  Highlanders  while  the 
regiment  was  on  duty  in  India.  He  was 
a  big  swarthy  chap  as  strong  as  an  ox. 
He  found  Jesus  Christ  at  a  revival 
meeting  and  was  genuinely  born  of 
the  Spirit.  From  that  time  on  he  was 
the  butt  of  all  the  jokes  that  every 
man  in  the  regiment  had  to  play. 
They  tried  to  make  his  life  unbear- 
able, but  he  always  gave  a  soft  answer 
and  he  invariably  turned  the  other 
cheek.  One  day  his  sergeant  must 
have  gotten  under  conviction,  for  he 
said,  "I  wish  I  could  make  that  man 
mad."  As  they  were  undressing  that 
night,  preparing  to  go  to  sleep  in  the 
barracks,  the  Christian  soldier  knelt 
by  his  bunk  to  pray.  While  he  was 
kneeling  there  the  sergeant's  boot 
struck  him  on  the  back  of  his  head, 
but  he  kept  on  praying.  A  moment  or 
two  later  the  other  one  came  with 
greater  force  than  the  other,  but  the 
soldier  kept  on  praying.  With  an  oath 
the  sergeant  turned  into  bed.  The  fol- 
lowing morning  when  he  woke  up  he 
found  his  polished  boots  at  the  bottom 
of  the  bunk,  for  the  Christian  soldier 
had  not  only  returned  them,  but  he 
had  polished  them  some  time  during 
the  night.  That  afternoon  somewhere 
behind  a  clump  of  trees  on  the  bar- 
racks ground  that  soldier  led  his  ser- 
geant to  Jesus  Christ.  "It  is  not  what 
you  say,"  said  the  sergeant,  "that 
brings  me  to  Christ,  it  is  what  you 
are." 

The  Spirit-filled  Christian  will  be 
longsuffering  and  that  means  he  will 
be  willing  to  suffer  long.  He  will  be 
patient  in  the  hour  of  his  test. 

Gentleness 

This  is  one  of  the  fruits  of  the  Spir- 
it of  God.  Do  you  not  remember  Paul's 
admonition  to  Timothy  that  the  serv- 
ant of  the  Lord  must  be  "gentle."  The 
world  has  placed  a  certain  standard  of 
culture  that  one  must  attain  to  if  he 
is  to  be  classified  as  a  gentleman  or 
gentle  woman.  Even  the  philosophic 
standards  of  life  deprecate  vulgarity 
and  coarseness,  and  it  is  always  a 
pleasure  to  meet,  even  in  the  everyday 
world  in  which  we  live,  someone  who 
is  classified  as  a  "gentle  woman."  We 
do  not  use  that  term  "gentle  woman" 
very  much  in  these  days,  but  a  few- 
years  ago  it  was  in  common  usage.  It 
generally  went  with  a  life  of  beautiful 
refinement  and  culture.  If  these 
things  are  standards  that  the  world  it- 
self has  put  up,  why  should  not  the 
Spirit-filled  Christians  remember  the 
Biblical  admonition  and  importune 
the  Holy  Spirit  to  impart  this  in  each 
one  of  our  lives?  Coarseness  in  testi- 
mony— vulgarity  in  speech — rudeness 
in  conversation — these  things,  if  I  can 
use  a  scriptural  expression,  "ought  not 
so  to  be." 

What  a  beautiful  and  precious  thing 
scriptural  gentleness  really  is.  If  it 
was  not  important  the  Bible  would 
never  mention  it.  If  it  was  not  to  be 


desired  it  never  would  have  been  clas- 
sified as  one  of  the  fruits  of  the  in- 
dwelling presence  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
The  Holy  Ghost  Himself  has  been 
likened  to  a  heavenly  dove — gentle 
and  tender  and  sweet — brooding  in 
solicitous  care  over  the  lives  of  those 
within  whose  hearts  He  dwells. 
Gentleness  is  like  the  fragrance  that 
emanates  from  the  petals  of  the  rose. 
It  is  seen  on  the  countenance  like  the 
beauty  of  a  dewdrop  on  the  face  of  a 
flower.  God's  gentleness  is  great, 
goodness,  and  mercy,  and  all  of  those 
innumerable  blessings  that  proceed 
therefrom.  Gentleness  will  make  you 
mild  and  tender  in  your  disposition. 
More  than  one  person  has  been  driven 
away  from  full-gospel  meetings  by  the 
unnecessary  vulgarity  of  the  preacher. 
It  is  the  very  opposite  of  harshness 
and  despises  severity.  It  hides  its  face 
under  the  rude  glances  of  pride.  It 
trembles  in  the  presence  of  violence 
and  depression.  Gentleness  will  suffer 
from  a  broken  heart  when  it  beholds 
the  causing  of  unnecessary  pain.  It 
does  not  desire  to  make  anybody  else 
suffer.  It  grieves  and  weeps  before  the 
spectacle  of  another's  downfall.  Its 
hands  are  never  filled  with  hammers, 
but  they  carry  the  will  of  joy  and  the 
balm  of  Gilead.  Gentleness  will  lead 
us  to  minister  to  the  wants  of  others 
and  make  the  bells  of  heaven  ring 
because  of  our  ministries  of  service. 
Like  the  touch  of  a  mother's  hand  up- 
on the  fevered  brow  of  a  babe  she 
loves,  so  gentleness  will  manifest  it- 
self in  our  relationship  toward  each 
other.  It  will  overlook  personal  injury, 
it  will  restrain  unkind  feelings,  it  will 
prevent  severe  and  critical  judgment, 
and  it  will  make  us  gracious  in  our 
manner.  It  is  an  evidence  of  a  much 
needed  spiritual  refinement. 

The  Bible  declares  that  we  should 
be  tenderhearted,  forgiving  one 
another,  even  as  God  for  Christ's  sake 
hath  forgiven  us.  So  let  us  throw  our 
hearts  open  to  the  leading  of  the  Spir- 
it. The  gentleness  that  is  spoken  of 
here  is  born  in  heaven.  If  we  really 
belong  to  Christ,  the  flesh  with  the 
affections  and  lust  have  been  cruci- 
fied. If  the  Christ  life  is  to  be  lived  in 
us,  then  the  gentleness  of  Jesus  will 
be  manifest  in  us.  In  that  marvelous 
psalm  of  deliverance  that  was  given 
by  David  out  of  the  fulness  of  his 
heart  of  thanksgiving,  he  cried,  "Thou 
hast  given  me  the  shield  of  thy  sal- 
vation and  thy  gentleness  hath  made 
me  great." 

In  the  tenth  chapter  of  Paul's 
second  epistle  to  the  church  at 
Corinth,  when  he  is  vindicating  his 
own  apostleship,  he  starts  to  build  up- 
on this  basis,  "Now,  I  Paul,  myself, 
beseech  you  by  the  meekness  and 
gentleness  of  Christ." 

Then  I  want  to  remind  you  again 
that  James,  in  the  third  chapter  and 
seventeenth  verse  of  his  epistle,  de- 
clares that  the  wisdom  that  is  from 
above  is  "first  pure,  then  peaceable, 
gentle,  and  easy  to  be  entreated,  full 
of  mercy  and  good  fruits."  Here  we 
have  the  declaration  that  this  gentle- 
ness comes  from  above.  The  bombastic, 
self-confident,  arrogant,  boastful,  pro- 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


With  the  Lord  for  Pilot  Eddie  Comes 
Home  Safe 

(From  NOW  Magazine) 

The  following  is  a  personal  letter 
from  a  correspondent  whom  we  can 
only  call  "Eddie."  It  was  written  in 
England. 

Dear : 


I've  just  returned  from  an  awful 
busy  eight  hours  over  Germany. 

I'm  writing  this  letter  in  hopes  that 
you  might  let  all  my  old  friends  at 
the  church  know  that  the  Lord  hears 
and  answers  prayer  at  25,000  feet 
(Psalm  139:7,9). 

I'm  writing  this  letter  by  the  grace 
of  the  Father,  for  today  I  thought  my 
time  was  up.  Over  the  target  today, 
there  was  more  enemy  opposition  than 
I  had  ever  seen.  It  didn't  seem  possi- 
ble that  one  could  take  a  plane 
through  it  and  come  back  to  tell 
about  it.  I  prayed  to  God  before  we 
took  off,  to  fly  not  as  my  Co-pilot,  but 
as  my  Pilot.  He  surely  did  and  I 
praise  His  name  for  it. 

Just  before  engine  time  this  morn- 
ing I  opened  my  Bible  and  read  the 
Ninety-first  Psalm.  The  comfort  of 
such  a  passage  as  that  can't  be  meas- 
ured. My  engineer,  who  during  train- 
ing used  to  laugh  and  scoff  at  the  Bi- 
ble and  Christianity,  was  the  first  to 
notice  it  and  asked  me  to  read  the 
Scripture  to  him.  Instead,  I  let  him 
read  it  and  when  he  finished,  he 
wanted  to  read  some  more.  I  then  took 
the  Word  and  pointed  out  the  way 
of  salvation  tu  him.  It  thrilled  me  to 
see  how  the  Spirit  of  God  humbled 
him;  about  that  time  the  flare  was 
fired  to  taxi  out,  and  we  had  to  go. 

Pray  that  God  might  use  me  in 
showing  the  way  of  salvation  to  the 
other  boys  of  my  crew.  By  the  way, 
my  co-pilot  is  a  Christian  too.  That 
helps  a  lot. 

You've  read  many  times  I  know, 
Psalm  91:7-11,  "A  thousand  shall  fall 
at  thy  side,  and  ten  thousand  at  thy 
right  hand;  but  it  shall  not  come 
nigh  thee.  For  he  shall  give  his  an- 
gels charge  over  thee  to  keep  thee  in 
all  thy  ways.  They  shall  bear  thee  up 
in  their  hands  lest  thou  dash  thy 
foot  against  a  stone."  We  know  that 
nothing  happens  without  the  Father's 
knowledge  and  permission. 

I'm  trusting  Him  to  bring  me  back. 
"Lord,  I  believe,  help  thou  my  un- 
belief." 

I  was  up  early  today,  so  I'd  better 
go  to  bed.  Bye,  for  now — but  for  al- 
ways God  bless  you  mightily  in  your 
work. 

(Signed)      EDDIE. 

Dear  Rev.  Lemons: 

I  more  than  share  your  prayer 
thanking  Him  for  the  many  blessings 
bestowed  upon  us  in  the  past  year. 
Even    though    Thanksgiving    already 


has  become  a  memory  for  this  current 
year,  I  feel  each  day  can  be  called  a 
"Small  Thanksgiving."  You  said  that 
many  people,  when  we  left  for  Service, 
felt  that  we  would  be  going  further 
and  further  from  the  Church;  then 
you  added,  "Thank  God,  we  were 
wrong."  You  certainly  were  wrong. 
Since  we  have  all  been  away  from 
home  and  have  seen  the  way  people 
in  other  countries  live  and  worship, 
we  come  to  realize  more  and  more 
that  no  matter  what  these  countries 
have,  America  tops  it.  Personally,  I 
have  become  much  closer  to  God  and 
the  Church  since  I  have  been  in  the 
Service.  I  have  been  fortunate  in  that 
I  have  not  been  too  close  to  danger, 
but  I  feel  that  one  doesn't  have  to 
come  face  to  face  with  death  before 
he  has  his  awakening.  I  am  only  too 
glad  to  say  that  I  am  a  much  better 
man  since  I  have  been  in  the  Service. 
Needless  to  say,  I  wholeheartedly 
share  your  prayer  of  our  speedy  re- 
turn to  our  loved  ones.  That  is  the 
day  that  all  of  us  are  looking  forward 
to  with  anxiety  and  hope.  I  hope  to 
get  another  of  your  inspiring  letters 
very  soon. — E.  O.  Gantt  Sl[c. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  now  overseas  in  India.  This 
country  is  much  different  from  the 
United  States.  I  am  longing  for  the 
day  when  I  can  get  back  home  to  my 
wife  and  family. 

In  spite  of  every  opposition,  the 
Lord  has  graciously  led  me  through 
them  all,  and  I  truly  praise  Him  for 
His  mercy.  The  Lord  is  wonderful, 
without  Him  I  do  not  know  what  I 
would  do.  We  can  pray  and  worship 
the  Lord,  no  matter  where  we  are. 

I  surely  do  enjoy  reading  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  It  helps  to  drive  the  blues 
away.  I  am  proud  of  a  paper  of  its 
kind.  Sister  Harrison,  just  keep  up  the 
good  work.  Pray  for  me. — Sgt.  John 
T.  Owen. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Thanks  for  your  good  letter,  and 
although  it  was  late  in  getting  to 
me,  I  appreciate  it  very  much. 

I  truly  believe  the  Lighted  Pathway 
is  the  greatest  little  book  I  have  ever 
seen. 

Anyone  who  really  knows  God 
could  not  want  for  a  more  wonderful 
or  closer  friend,  who  is  always  at  your 
side  and  -  ready  to  help  at  any  time 
or  any  place,  and  who  will  never  leave 
you,  not  even  in  the  darkest  hour.  We 
can  never  praise  Him  enough  for 
what  He  has  done  for  all  of  us.  I 
need  and  sincerely  ask  for  the  prayers 
of  each  and  every  one  of  you.  I  would 
also  like  for  you  to  pray  for  my 
brother  who  has  been  wounded.  I 
haven't  heard  from  him  since  he  was 
wounded  and  I  don't  know  just  how 
bad  he  is  wounded,  but  I  am  sure 
that  God  will  watch  over  him  and  do 
what  is  best. — Pvt.  Stanley  D.  Jordan. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  fact  that  I  dropped  in  to 
church  services  tonight  at  a  hospital 
and  heard  a  quartet  sing  "Kneel  at 
the  Cross,"  might  have  some  bearing 
on  my  writing  you.  It  took  me  back 
to  days  when  I  sat  under  the  sound 
of  those  glorious  hymns  sung  regu- 
larly and  probably  didn't  appreciate 
them  as  I  should.  The  words  in  the 
hymn  have  stayed  with  me.  How  I 
need  to  kneel  at  the  cross.  God  is  the 
same  here,  but  the  atmosphere,  so  to 
speak,  is  different.  I  hope  how  soon 
this  war  is  over  and  we  can  get  back 
to  our  homes,  churches  and  friends. 

I  certainly  will  be  more  than  happy 
to  have  you  continue  sending  me  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  one  of  the  best 
sources  of  comfort  and  enjoyment  to 
me.  Its  various  types  of  topics,  com- 
forts, and  guidance  is  unexcelled  for 
the  Christian  and  any  who  will 
accept  it.  Please  pray  for  me. — S|Sgt. 
Earl  Overbay. 

Hello  friends  everywhere,  especially 
at  Seneca,  S.  O,  and  to  my  wife  and 
two  babies: 

I  know  that  everyone  likes  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  certainly  do. 
If  you  have  boys  or  a  husband  in  the 
Service,  send  him  a  Lighted  Pathway 
for  I  know  that  he  will  like  it.  I  have 
just  received  mine.  It  surely  is  good 
and  has  a  very,  very  pretty  picture 
on  the  front  of  it,  and  it  says  "Home, 
Sweet  Home."  I  know  that  every  sol- 
dier is  always  thinking  of  home,  sweet 
home.  Pray  for  all  us  boys. 

Pray  for  me  especially,  as  I  am  in 
the  hospital  while  writing  this.  I  am 
waiting  on  an  operation  and  I  don't 
know  how  long  it  will  be  until  I  get 
it.— Pvt.  Arthur  Mason,,  A.S.N.  34124550, 
Co.  C,  1st  Regt.  A.G.F.  Repl.  Depot, 
No.  2,  Fort  Ord,  Calif. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  wonder- 
ful publication.  It  contains  helpful, 
inspiring  messages  which  are  a 
blessing  to  us. 

I  am  now  serving  my  country 
way  over  here  in  the  Philippines. 
The  pleasures  here  are  few,  but  God 
is  as  great  as  ever.  I  lean  strongly  on 
the  ninety-first  Psalm  and  thank  God 
for  the  Word  that  never  fails.  There 
are  times  when  things  look  very  dark, 
but  God  is  always  there  to  help  us 
along.  How  glad  I  am  that  I  came  to 
Jesus  some  time  ago.  I  thank  Him  this 
day  that  He  saved  me  and  filled  me 
with  the  precious  Holy  Spirit.  I  don't 
think  I  could  stand  under  many 
things  if  it  wasn't  for  Christ. 

I  ask  for  the  prayers  of  each  and 
request  the  sending  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  please.  My  means  of  Chris- 
tian fellowship  here  isn't  very  much. 
God's  Word  and  the  Lighted  Pathway 
are  real  means  of  hovering  nigh  unto 
God.  The  paper  really  serves  as  a 
messenger  over  here. — Pfc.  Marvin  E. 
Boyce. 


FEBRUARY,  1945 
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/  Kmch  for  @od 


GEORGE  E.  LENZ 


People  look  surprised  when  I  tell 
them  I  ranch  for  God.  Once  I  worked 
only  for  myself — and  got  into  desper- 
ate circumstances  doing  it.  But  when 
I  started  ranching  for  God,  things 
began  to  happen.  Take  the  time  when 
sleeping  sickness  struck.  Whole  herds 
of  horses  were  dying  in  our  state.  I 
had  six  hundred  horses,  and  I  had  to 
make  a  decision  between  my  ranch — 
and  God. 

But  I  am  getting  ahead  of  the 
story  .  .  . 

Finances  seem  always  to  have  played 
a  critical  part  in  my  life.  I  was  born  in 
poverty  and,  being  the  eldest  boy  of  a 
large,  family,  I  had  to  work  instead  of 
attend  school.  I  was  twenty  years 
old  before  I  even  realized  how  impor- 
tant an  education  is  in  this  world  of 
competition.  Because  regular  school 
was  then  impossible  for  me,  I  bought 
a  set  of  textbooks,  and  each  evening, 
as  soon  as  the  work  on  the  farm  was 
done,  I  would  pore  over  my  books  un- 
til the  early  hours  of  the  morning.  I 
wanted  to  be  a  teacher. 

And  I  did  qualify  for  teaching.  But 
I  suddenly  faced  a  need  for  more 
money,  so  I  went  to  Montana  and 
started  ranching  for  myself,  working 
so  intensively  that  there  was  no  more 
time  for  further  study.  Before  I  got 
my  first  crop  harvested,  the  draft 
caught  me — and  I  went  to  France. 

I  returned  from  the  Argonne,  broken 
in  health.  I  had  been  wounded  and  so 
sick  that  I  had  despaired  of  ever 
reaching  America  again.  Now  that  I 
was  here,  what  was  I  to  do?  I 
started  back  to  Montana  to 
begin  the  struggle  for  exist- 
ence in  the  only  work  I  knew 
well.  Even  ranching  seemed 
to  promise  only  failure.  Be- 
cause of  my  injuries,  I  had  to 
have  help  for  most  of  the  la- 
bor those  first  years,  and 
there  was  no  money  for  ade- 
quate help. 
A  PICTURE   OF   POVERTY 

The  years  went  on.  I  mar- 
ried. We  were  very  poor,  so 
poor  that  often  we  resorted  to 
borrowing  from  the  children's 
penny  banks.  And  though  we 
did  not  realize  it  then,  our 
poverty  was  an  exact  picture 
of  our  spiritual  state.  We 
gave  little  thought  to  God. 
We  got  to  church  only  once 
in  a  while,  and  never  even 
thought  of  going  to  prayer 
meeting.  We  were  dead  spir- 
itually and  living  in  poverty. 

About  this  time  an  evange- 
list came  to  the  community  to 
conduct  evangelistic  meetings. 
I  went  the  first  night  just  for 
curiosity.  It  was  something  to 


Rancher  Lenz  began  icithout 
health,  and  ivithout  education, 
but  he  learned  how  to  give,  as 
well  as  live,  by  faith.  Noio  he  has 
10,000  acres  of  owned  land,  600 
horses,  and  a  testimony  that  is 
glorious. 


break  the  monotony  of  the  daily 
struggle.  There  was  something  in  his 
message  that  seemed  to  me  to  be  un- 
usual. I  went  back  the  next  night— 
and  the  next.  Every  message  was  just 
for  me,  until  one  night  I  openly  con- 
fessed my  need,  and  took  Christ  as  my 
Savior. 

My  non-Christian  neighbors  ridi- 
culed me  for  my  stand,  but  for  the 
first  time  in  my  life  I  knew  my  bur- 
den of  sin  was  gone.  I  was  at  peace 
with  God  and  I  somehow  knew  that 
what  concerned  me  physically  was 
His  concern  too. 

DIVIDENDS  IN  GIVING 
A  little  while  after  my  conversion  I 
heard  Charles  E.  Fuller's  radio  mes- 
sage on  "Lavish  Giving."  I  could  not 
forget  it  and  it  upset  me  considerably. 
I  loved  the  Lord  and  I  wanted  to  give 
to  Him,  too.  "But  what  have  I  to  give 
to  You,  Lord?"  I  asked  in  my  confu- 
sion. 

About  that  time  a  new  minister 
came  to  our  little  church.  He  began 
to  startle  the  members  of  the  church 
with  rousing  sermons  on  tithing,  love 


offerings,  and  giving  by  faith.  I  had 
my  answer. 

"From  now  on,  Lord,"  I  said,  "my 
money  and  my  ranch  are  Yours.  You 
know  the  very  little  it  is.  But  it's 
Yours." 

I  began  to  give,  on  faith.  Many  times 
I  gave  all  I  had  and  was  only  sorry  I 
didn't  have  more.  I  made  pledges  by 
faith  when  I  did  not  know  where  the 
money  was  to  come  from.  I  was  ex- 
periencing the  first  taste  of  joy  in 
giving  to  God.  And  I  was  amazed  as 
God  began  to  give  me  more,  so  that  I 
had  more  to  give  back.  It  seemed  the 
more  we  gave,  the  more  we  received, 
and  every  day  became  one  of  joy  in 
serving  Him. 

Does  it  pay,  materially,  to  give  God 
one's  all?  The  answer  is  definitely  no, 
if  we  give  only  for  that  reason.  But 
when  we  give  all  that  we  are  and  have, 
in  whatever  business  we  may  be  in, 
purely  for  the  love  of  our  Redeemer, 
God  always  gives  more  than  we  do. 
It  may  be  increased  worldly  goods,  it 
may  be  in  other  ways,  but  it  is  always 
His  best  for  us. 

Since  I  began  to  ranch  for  God,  it 
has  pleased  Him  to  entrust  me  with 
increased  possessions.  In  the  passing 
years,  many  of  our  godless  neighbors 
suffered  bankruptcy  and  left  the 
community.  But  during  the  same 
periods  God  enabled  us  to  buy  other 
farms  to  annex  to  our  ranch,  until 
now  we  have  about  10,000  acres  of 
owned  land,  and  we  lease  some  2,000 
additional  acres.  We  have  some  150 
head  of  cattle,  about  1,500  sheep,  a 
carload  of  hogs,  and  600  horses.  It  is 
all  the  Lord's  doing.  Without  Him  I 
was,  and  still  would  be — nothing. 
Giving  all  we  have  to  Him  has  brought 
us  increased  goods  to  give  to  Him.  I 
believe  the  only  way  we  can  take 
money  to  heaven  is  to  make  the  ex- 
change on  earth  through  Christian 
service,  that  others  may  find 
salvation  at  the  foot  of  the 
cross  where  our  own  redemp- 
tion was  made.  I  can  say  with 
all  my  heart  that  God  gave 
us  all  we  have,  and  any  time 
He  wants  all  or  part  of  my 
ranch,  He  shall  have  it.  I  can 
say  that  because  I've  had  the 
test  and  know. 
THE  LORD'S  SERVICE,  OR 
MY  RANCH? 
About  five  years  ago,  sleep- 
ing sickness  among  horses 
swept  Montana,  and  was  soon 
out  of  all  control.  Ranchers 
began  frantically  vaccinat- 
ing horses  in  an  effort  to 
check  the  disaster;  whole 
herds  were  swept  away.  I  had 
six  hundred  horses.  The  reas- 
onable thing  was  to  start  vac- 
cinating  immediately. 

But  five  hundred  miles 
away  in  the  mountains,  our 
Bible  conference  was  begin- 
ning. Twenty-five  young  peo- 
ple from  our  local  church 
were  ready  and  eager  to  go. 
Some  were  lifework  recruits, 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Bible  Training  School  and  College 


BARNEY  E.  SMITH 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Everyone  should  know  by  now  that 
the  Sixth  War  Loan  Drive  is  under 
way.  Everyone  should  participate.  To 
let  you  know  just  what  we  have  been 
doing  and  to  show  you  what  a  spirit  of 
integrity  the  Bible  Training  School 
has  shown,  here  are  statistics  from 
our  drive  that  closed  November  17, 
just  a  few  days  before  the  great  rush, 
November  20. 

It  was  decided  that  the  school 
should  try  to  buy  and  sell  enough 
stamps  and  bonds  to  entitle  us  to 
have  the  name  of  our  institution 
placed  in  an  ambulance  to  be  used 
in  the  Service  of  our  country.  The 
price  of  one  ambulance  is  $1,995.00. 

The  faculty  challenged  the  student 
body  to  see  which  could  raise  the 
larger  amount.  The  number  on  the 
two  sides  varied  somewhat.  There 
were  only  thirty-one  faculty  mem- 
bers as  compared  with  approximate- 
ly four  hundred  and  eighty  students. 
The  faculty  was  confident  of  winning 


since  they  had  the  largest  amount  of 
finance.  Barney  E.  Smith  was  appoint- 
ed captain  over  the  student  body,  and 
Cecil  Bridges  was  appointed  over  the 
faculty. 

There  were  two  large  thermometers 
made  for  the  contest.  You  should  have 
seen  the  spirit  of  giving  and  working 
for  such  a  worthy  cause  that  came 
over  the  student  body.  As  a  result  the 
total  amount  of  bonds  and  stamps 
amounted  to  $11,052.49  (issue  price). 
The  students  brought  in  $8,268.94. 
Even  after  our  final  check-up  before 
preparing  the  thermometers  for  the 
display,  money  still  came  in.  The 
faculty  was  able  to  show  only  $2,- 
783.55. 

Because  of  the  effort  that  was  put 
forth,  not  only  one  ambulance  will 
carry  the  nameplate  of  the  Bible 
Training  School,  but  six.  We  only 
need  another  small  amount  to  pur- 
chase seven  ambulances  to  carry  back 
the  wounded  who  need  help.  Save  that 
life  that  is  precious.  Help  today! 


LIGHTED   PATHWAYS   FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  December. 

Kentucky    $34.15 

Missouri  33.50 

Florida  30.00 

Kansas  22.72 

South  Carolina  _ _  21.00 

Virginia  15.00 

Georgia   14.00 

Alabama   13.90 

Illinois  :_. „  12.80 

Tennessee  „ .._  12.70 

Pennsylvania  11.70 

Ohio    9.50 

California  9.40 

Texas   8.70 

Arkansas  8.00 

North  Carolina  8.00 

New  York  4.00 

Maine  4.00 


Mississippi    

Washington  

South  Dakota  

West  Virginia  

Indiana  

Wasnington,  D.  C. 
Louisiana   


3.00 

3.00 

3.00 

3.00 

. 3.00 

2.10 

2.00 

Iowa  1.35 


Minnesota  . 
Maryland  ... 
New  Mexico 

Wyoming  

Michigan 


1.35 

1.00 

1.00 

1.00 

1.00 

Oregon  1.00 

Delaware  1.00 


$300.87 


Faith  is  the  power  that  causes  our 
prayers  to  ascend  to  the  throne  of 
grace. 


Dear  Readers  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  : 

We  thank  you  for  your  com- 
ments on  the  paper  and  the  sug- 
gestions a  few  have  sent  in.  We 
are  going  to  do  our  best  to  carry 
out  as  many  of  these  suggestions 
as  possible.  One  woman  writes: 
"Discontinue  the  continued  story 
until  you  have  more  room.  It  is 
so  short  and  so  long  between, 
that  one  loses  interest  before 
the  next  paper  comes."  I  may  do 
this  and  run  a  short  story  in- 
stead, beginning  in  March,  un- 
less there  is  too  much  opposi- 
tion. You  may  write  me  about  it 
if  you  desire. 

Another  thing  we  want  to 
know  is  how  many  Y.P.E.'s  are 
using  the  lessons  from  the 
Lighted  Pathway  in  their  meet- 
ings. Now  it  will  take  very  lit- 
tle of  your  time  and  money  to 
drop  me  a  line  on  a  post  card, 
saying,  We  use  your  lessons  and 
like  them,  or  do  not  like  them. 
We  want  to  do  our  best  this  year 
to  make  our  few  pages  the  great- 
est blessing.   . 


December  Honor  Roll 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Edwin  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
Grady  Abney,  Lindale,  Ga. 
Nellie  Davis,  Anderson,  S.  C. 

December  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 


ing the  money  in  on  time. 

The  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  on 
time  is  the  20th  of  each  month;  for 
instance,  January  payments  must  be 
in  by  January  20. 

"LITTLE    ADVENTURES    IN    THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ" 

C.  M.  Truesdell 

1.  Is  there  a  scripture  which  sug- 
gests that  the  order  of  King  Solo- 
mon's court  was  breath-taking? 

2.  What  did  Paul  mean  in  his  ad- 
dress to  the  Ephesians  when  he  said: 
"See  then  that  ye  walk  circumspect- 
ly," Eph.  5:15? 

3.  Were  the  Midianites  a  Canaanite 
tribe;  if  not,  of  what  race  were  they? 

4.  Was  the  Hebrew  language  com- 
monly used  by  the  Palestinian  Jews  in 
the  time  of  Christ,  and  what  lan- 
guage did  He  commonly  speak? 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  Jan.      Total 

Alabama    3,259  14,126 

Alaska  12  62 

Arizona  __ 306  1,452 

Arkansas    657  3,085 

California    1,220  6,338 

Canada     363  1,536 

Colorado  108  264 

Connecticut    110  165 

Delaware    153  1,116 

Florida    3,224  15,506 

Foreign  1,014  2,324 

Georgia  5,027  27,515 

Idaho    187  978 

Illinois  1,732  13,358 

Indiana    304  4,530 

Iowa    349  1,234 

Kansas    668  2,039 

Kentucky  2,211  10,505 

Louisiana       624  3,454 

Maine    480  1,775 

Massachusetts    29  152 

Maryland  1,366  7,310 

Michigan    1,749  9,134 

Minnesota    104  409 

Mississippi  843  4,157 

Missouri   1,746  7,934 

Montana 174  893 

Nebraska   219  545 

New  Hampshire  14  28 

New  Jersey   232  1,277 

New  Mexico  306  1,598 

New  York  197  672 

Nevada   8  100 

North  Carolina 7,819  31,545 

North  Dakota  202  1,071 

Ohio  4,487  21,845 

Oklahoma    520  2,300 

Oregon    81  991 

Pennsylvania    1,172  5,663 

Rhode  Island   1  5 

South  Carolina    .....  9,728  48.604 

South  Dakota  279  1,323 

Tennessee 3,526  18,651 

Texas    2,269  10,393 

Utah    4  21 

Virginia    1,617  8,541 

Washington    310  2,114 

Washington,  D.  C.  .    154  998 

West  Virginia  3,201  16,622 

Wisconsin 59  264 

Wyoming   50  354 

64,474  316,876 


February,  1945 


4  5  087 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


HOW  TO  FIND  HAPPINESS 

Scripture:   Matt.  5:1-12 

NOTE:  In  our  scripture  lesson  we 
find  Jesus  telling  us  how  to  be  happy. 
We  find  so  many  people  going  about 
with  long  faces  these  days  and  we  are 
made  to  wonder  how  people  can  be 
happy  in  such  a  troublesome  world, 
but  this  scripture  tells  us  how  and  I 
believe  that  when  one  fully  tries  this 
out,  he  will  find  happiness.  This  is 
a  lesson  we  need  these  days  and  we 
hope  our  young  people  will  profit  by 
it  and  learn  how  to  be  happy  and  bring 
happiness  to  others  this  coming  year. 
— Ed. 

IS  HAPPINESS  A  BY-PRODUCT? 

Would  you  agree  with  the  person 
who  answered  the  question  implied  in 
the  title  by  saying,  "Don't  look  for  it"? 
Or  do  you  feel  that  the  most  certain 
way  of  finding  happiness  is  to  seek 
it?  Christians  ought  to  be  happy  peo- 
ple. Boys  and  girls  should  find  hap- 
piness if  they  are  truly  "training  for 
service  with  Christ."  You  will  need  to 
think  of  some  of  the  happy  people 
whom  you  know,  and  of  some  of  the 
questions  suggested  here,  before  shar- 
ing in  the  discussion  with  other  mem- 
bers of  your  group  next  Sunday. 

Alice  Freeman  Palmer  once  gave 
a  group  of  girls  in  the  slums  of  Boston 
three  rules  for  finding  happiness. 
They  were:  1.  Learn  something  worth 
remembering  every  day;  2.  Do  some- 
thing for  someone  else  every  day;  and 
3.  See  something  beautiful  every  day. 
Would  these  be  guides  to  happiness  for 
present-day  young  people  and  even 
for  everybody? 

Someone  has  said,  "Happiness  is  the 
result  of  the  effort  to  live  up  to  the 
best  that  one  knows."  The  highest  joy 
then  would  be  a  by-product  of  the 
effort  to  live  in  accordance  with  the 
teachings  of  Jesus.  What  do  you 
think? 

Another  possible  way  of  finding 
happiness  is  to  develop  those  inward 
qualities  of  character  which  will  en- 
able you  to  meet  every  sort  of  circum- 
stance with  complete  poise  and  self- 
control.  But  that  is  merely  saying, 
"The  way  to  find  happiness  is  to  be 
happy  under  all  conditions."  Maybe 
there's  more  to  it  than  that!  The 
Beatitudes  are  often  spoken  of  as  the 
picture  of  a  happy  person.  The  qual- 
ities of  character  which  are  suggest- 
ed for  the  "blessed,"  or  happy  person 
are:  poverty  of  spirit,  sympathy,  hu- 
mility, hunger  for  righteousness, 
mercy,  purity,  love  of  peace,  courage, 
and  willingness  to  be  persecuted  for 
the  sake  of  goodness.  Would  a  person 
who  developed  these  qualities  find 
happiness? 
BEATITUDES  FOR  THE  NEW  AGE 

You  might  be  interested  in  drawing 
up  your  own  list  of  "blesseds."  Here 
are  some  to  start  your  thinking  on 
this  subject:  Happy  are  they  who  so 
forget  themselves  in  the  thought  of 
others  that  they  have  no  chance  to 


be  self-conscious. 

Happy  are  they  who  do  not  stand 
out  for  their  mere  rights;  for  those 
who  do  this  lose  their  best  chance  of 
getting  either  justice  or  mercy.  Those 
who  forget  themselves  are  the  real 
possessors  of  the  earth. 

Happy  are  they  who  are  constantly 
longing  to  do  right  and  to  be  right. 

Happy  are  they  who  are  kindly  in 
judgment  and  in  deed,  who  do  not 
criticize  others  unlike  themselves  or 
blame  others  lacking  the  same  oppor- 
tunities which  they  have  had. 

Happy  are  they  who  go  about  the 
world  trying  to  reconcile  those  who 
are  at  odds,  and  who  strive  to  bring 
to  an  understanding  classes  which 
consider  themselves  hostile. 

Happy  are  they  who  stick  to  the 
right  though  misunderstood  and 
though  they  lose  material  benefits 
thereby. 

TRY  IT  OUT 

The  best  way  to  share  in  a  discus- 
sion on  "How  To  Find  Happiness" 
would  be  to  contribute  something  out 
of  your  own  experience.  If  you  have 
had  some  experiences  of  real  happi- 
ness, try  to  remember  what  it  was 
that  caused  you  to  be  happy.  Or  try 
out  some  suggestions  given  here  dur- 
ing the  coming  week.  Try,  for  example, 
the  plan  of  doing  some  helpful  serv- 
ice for  someone  else  or,  better  still, 
practice  all  three  of  these  rules.  You 
might  try,  also,  the  suggestions  given 
in  the  Beatitudes.  Would  a  real  feel- 
ing of  humility  help  you  to  find  hap- 
piness? Are  there  other  qualities 
which  are  more  needed  in  your  char- 
acter? Here's  an  opportunity  to  en- 
gage in  a  scientific  experiment  in 
finding  happiness  and  to  share  your 
findings  with  others  who  may  be  ex- 
perimenting. John  Ruskin  once  said, 
"We  may  always  be  sure,  whatever  we 
are  doing,  that  we  cannot  be  pleasing 
God  if  we  are  not  happy  ourselves." 
One  of  the  most  effective  contribu- 
tions which  we  can  make  to  the  hap- 
piness of  others  is  to  be  genuinely 
happy. 

MAKING"  JESUS  KING 

Scripture:    Matt.  21:1-17. 

People  sometimes  shout  aloud  words, 
the  significance  of  which  they  do  not 
realize.  Let  us  think  of  meanings 
rather  than  phrases.  V.  9. 

Wherever  Jesus  comes,  the  "city  is 
moved."  If  He  came  to  Boston,  or  Chi- 
cago, or  New  York  and  spoke  the 
truth,  there  would  be  tremendous  ex- 
citement. Meantime  are  we  moved? 
V.  10. 

The  King  demands  house-cleaning. 
From  us  He  asks  heart-cleaning.  V.  12. 

Some  welcome  Jesus  with  loud 
voices,  who  later  shout  Him  down  when 
His  demands  grow  clear  to  them.  V. 
16. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Jesus  offers  Himself  to  Jerusalem  as 
king.  He  offers  Himself  to  us.  What 


are  we  going  to  do  about  it? 

To  the  Jews  came  the  moment  to 
decide.  Shall  He  be  our  King — king  of 
our  souls — or  shall  we  refuse  His  rule? 
The  same  choice  must  be  made  by  us 
today. 

As  king  He  demands  absolute  obedi- 
ence, not  because  He  wants  to  be 
obeyed.  He  is  meek  and  lowly,  not  a 
power-seeker,  but  because  the  things 
He  asks  are  essential  to  our  happi- 
ness. 

Jesus  will  be  king  over  all  life  and 
not  over  part  of  it  only.  Some  make 
Him  king  on  Sunday  in  church,  and 
reject  Kim  in  business.  With  Him  it  is 
"all  or  nothing." 

A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

If  we  make  Jesus  king,  in  that  act 
we  not  only  promise  to  follow  Him, 
but  to  make  all  our  possessions  His. 
We  surrender  self  and  all  its  belong- 
ings. 

Jesus  attracted  the  multitude  super- 
ficially. Interest  was  only  skin-deep. 
The  people  had  no  noble  purpose. 
What  attracts  us  to  Him? 

Each  must  crown  Jesus  king  for 
himself.  "I  will  follow  Thee"  is  the 
act  of  crowning  Him.  He  accepts  no 
mob  allegiance,  but  only  individual 
allegiance. 

The  purification  of  the  temple  was 
a  symbolical  act.  So  must  our  lives  be 
cleansed    that    accept    Him    as    king. 
What  is  there  in  us  to  cleanse? 
ASK  THESE  QUESTIONS 

Why  should  we  make  Jesus  king  to- 
day? 

What  right  has  Jesus  to  be  king? 

What  follows  when  Jesus  becomes 
king? 

SOME  QUOTATIONS 

A  Liverpool  girl  boarded  a  steamer 
to  go  to  her  betrothed  in  New  York, 
but  at  the  last  moment  she  rushed 
ashore  to  her  own  people.  Do  we  turn 
back?— M.  Bolton. 

A  donkey  placed  midway  between 
two  bales  of  hay  must  make  up  its 
mind  to  go  to  one  or  the  other.  We 
stand  between  the  world  and  Christ. 
To  whom  shall  we  go? — Beveridge. 

One  ship  drives  east,  another  drives 

west, 
With  the  selfsame  winds  that  blow. 

'Tis  the  set  of  the  sails 

And  not  the  gales 
Which  tells  us  the  way  to  go. — Anon. 

We  take  Jesus  as  King  because  we 
believe  in  His  principles  and  want  to 
live  His  life. — Archer. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 
A  false  idea.  John  6:14, 15. 
The  true  idea.   John  1:49. 
Deciding  for  Christ.  Acts  2:41,42. 
King  of  our  lives.  Acts  9:6. 
Obeying  the  King.  Acts  26:19. 
Serving  the  King.  Rom.  12:11. 

RECRUITING  FOR  CHRIST 

Scripture:    Matt.  9:35-38. 

Leader's  Thoughts 
"Jesus  went  about."  The  recruiting 
officer  must   go   where   recruits  may 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


be  found,  v.  35. 

Jesus'  way  to  recruit  was  to  teach, 
preach,  explain,  heal.  He  was  a  con- 
versational evangelist,  v.  35. 

We  shall  never  do  much  evangelis- 
tic work  unless,  like  Christ,  we  are 
moved  by  compassion.  Self-love  is  sta- 
tionary. True  love  moves  and  acts.  v. 
36. 

Pray.  We  can  all  pray.  This  service 
is  often  neglected,  v.  37. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

Jesus  had  a  passion  for  souls.  His 
greatest  joy  was  to  help  people  to  un- 
derstand God.  Read  John  4:32,34. 

Youth  can  be  recruited  for  Christ 
far  easier  than  age.  The  young  mind 
is  not  yet  set.  It  is  open  to  ideas,  to 
conviction.  Youth  wants  to  be  won, 
if  the  challenge  is  big  enough. 

Begin  recruiting  within  your  own 
circle.  Try  to  win  people  you  know, 
in  your  home,  in  your  work,  in  your 
community.  That  means,  of  course,  to 
live  Christ  first. 

A  beautiful  Christian  life  is  the  best 
way  to  recruit  for  the  Master.  People 
recognize  Christ  in  us,  and  respect 
Him,  and  are  drawn  to  Him. 

A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

You  cannot  recruit  for  Christ  with- 
out the  Spirit's  power  any  more  than 
you  can  operate  an  electric  car  with- 
out electricity. 

Use  the  Gospels  in  recruiting.  Sin- 
gle Gospels,  which  costs  only  a  cent 
or  two,  should  be  given  to  those  you 
are  trying  to  win.  This  opens  up  con- 
versation. 

In  recruiting  we  must  be  patient 
with  people's  problems.  An  Italian 
woman  refused  a  Gospel  because  her 
child  was  sick,  arguing  that  if  God 
was  good,  her  child  would  not  be 
sick.  Finally  she  took  the  book,  and 
later  was  won  to  Christ. 

Young  people  can  engage  in  evan- 
gelism by  agreeing  to  win  a  definite 
number  of  young  people  in  the  com- 
munity. First,  study  personal  evan- 
gelism in  a  class,  then  start  after  your 
comrades. 

ASK  THESE  QUESTIONS 

How  long  should  we  try  to  win  a 
given  person? 

What  is  the  reward  of  soul- winning? 
SOME  QUOTATIONS 

Fears  keep  us  from  talking  with 
others  about  Christ.  Why  are  we  si- 
lent about  that  which  should  be 
shouted  with  a  voice  of  thunder? — 
Mary  Seaton. 

Christ  alone  can  save  the  world: 

Christ  cannot  save  the  world  alone. 
— Anon. 

Evangelism  means  to  win  others  to 
Christ,  a  task  in  which  every  Christian 
should  take  part. — Dr.  Francis  E. 
Clark. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Christ's  call.     Matt.   11:28-30. 

Christ  recruiting.  John  7:37,38. 

John  recruiting.  John  1:29-34. 

Paul  recruiting.  Acts  16:12-15. 

Peter  recruiting.  Acts  2:41-47. 

Recruiting  the  Gentiles.  Acts  10:48. 


DO  S  WANT  TO  BE  A  CHRISTIAN? 

Scripture:   Acts  16:30;   18:12-17. 
Leader's   Thoughts 

Whenever  the  claims  of  Christ  as 
Lord  and  Savior  are  presented  to  us, 
we  cannot  escape  the  necessity  of  de- 
ciding whether  we  shall  follow  Him. 
Once  we  are  introduced  to  Him, 
through  the  Scriptures  and  through 
men  and  women  who  follow  Him,  we 
are  face  to  face  with  the  issue:  "What 
shall  I  do  with  Jesus?" 

Other  voices  begin  immediately  to 
make  confusion  when  we  hear  the 
clear  call  to  follow  the  Master.  We 
listen  to  the  sly  whisper:  "Look  at 
Hardpinch.  He  claims  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian. Do  you  want  to  be  classed  with 
fellows  like  him?"  How  are  we  to  an- 
swer the  devil's  argument?  Does  a 
Judas  completely  offset  the  example 
of  the  eleven  disciples?  Should  a  false 
follower  of  Jesus  obscure  the  loyalty 
of  a  great  cloud  of  witnesses? 

Another  whisper  comes:  "You  are 
not  good  enough."  This  sounds  fairly 
convincing  when  we  stand  in  the 
white  light  of  Christ's  purity  and  ask 
ourselves  whether  we  want  to  be  His 
followers  and  to  bear  His  name.  Is 
Christ  looking  for  perfect  people,  or 
is  He  calling  us  to  a  more  perfect  life? 
WHY  BE  A  CHRISTIAN? 

1.  Because  we  need  a  Savior.  All 
the  arguments  against  becoming  a 
Christian  are  deceptive  maneuvers  to 
detract  our  attention  from  the  main 
thing:  our  need  of  a  Savior.  When  we 
come  to  ourselves,  as  the  young  man 
wandering  in  the  far  country  came  to 
himself,  and  see  how  bankrupt  we  are 
in  spiritual  resources,  we  realize  the 
necessity  of  a  power  outside  ourselves 
which  can  lift  us  out  of  our  poverty 
and  make  us  rich — "heirs  of  .  .  ."  Read 
Jas.  2:5. 

2.  Because  we  need  a  divine  Com- 
panion. By  becoming  a  Christian  we 
win  a  friend  for  life — all  of  life.  We 
are  never  alone,  for  Jesus  is  near.  In 
spirit  the  Lord  of  glory,  who  trod  the 
roads  of  Galilee  nearly  two  thousand 
years  ago,  is  with  us  in  every  task  and 
temptation.  What  comforting  promise 
did  Jesus  make  before  His  ascension? 
See  Matt.  28:20b. 

3.  Because  we  need  fellowship  in 
right-doing.  The  church  building  is 
sometimes  called  the  meetinghouse,  a 
term  which  refers  both  to  communion 
with  God  and  to  the  fellowship  of  be- 
lievers. What  is  the  advantage  of  be- 
ing in  close  contact  with  others  who 
bear  Christ's  name  and  who  are  try- 
ing to  do  His  will?  What  do  you  think 
is  the  meaning  of  Heb.  10:25? 

4.  Because  we  need  to  identify  our- 
selves with  a  great  cause.  How  futile 
are  the  lives  of  people  whose  motto 
is,  "Eat,  drink,  and  be  merry!"  Is  it 
any  wonder  that  they  commit  crime 
in  order  to  get  a  thrill?  Do  not  these 
tragedies,  which  so  often  greet  us 
from  the  front  page  of  the  daily 
newspaper,  prove  that  the  way  of  self- 
seeking  is  not  satisfying?  Is  the  plan 
and  program  of  Christ  big  enough  for 


our  human  capabilities?  In  brief  out- 
line, what  is  the  Christian  program? 
What  injustices  does  Christianity  seek 
to  adjust?  What  are  some  desirable 
attitudes  which  it  is  trying  to  set  up 
in  the  hearts  of  men?  What  is  the 
final  aim  of  Christianity?  What  is  the 
whole-hearted  effort  to_  realize  this 
aim  likely  to  do  to  us?  Is  it  not  true 
that  our  lives  often  seem  of  little  worth 
simply  because  we  are  unrelated  to  a 
worth-while  undertaking? 

WHAT  IF  THE  ANSWER  IS  NO? 

At  the  beginning  of  the  discussion 
we  recognized  the  necessity  of  choos- 
ing when  we  are  given  the  option  be- 
tween following  Christ  or  rejecting 
Him.  We  have  noted  some  of  the  ben- 
efits that  come  to  those  who  accept 
Him  as  Savior.  What  are  the  conse- 
quences of  rejection? 

Read  about  the  lost  sheep,  the  lost 
coin,  and  the  lost  son,  in  Luke  15. 
What  does  it  mean  to  be  lost?  Note 
that  in  the  three  incidents  related 
in  this  chapter  to  be  lost  means  to  be 
detached:  the  sheep  was  away  from 
the  flock,  the  coin  was  for  the  time 
being  out  of  circulation,  and  the  boy 
was  far  from  home. 

Observe  that  the  state  of  being  lost 
in  these  parables  is  dated  not  in  a  life 
after  death  but  in  the  life  here  and 
now.  In  view  of  this,  what  emphasis 
would  you  say  Jesus  put  on  eternal 
punishment?  What  did  He  say  about 
the  everlasting  consequences  of  refus- 
ing to  become  His  disciples? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

An  earnest  seeker.    Mark  10:17-22. 

One  that  did  not  want  Jesus.  Acts 
9:1-6. 

Hogs  preferred.    Mark  5:1-7. 

Count  the  cost.    Luke  9:57-62. 

Anxious  to  know  Jesus.  Acts  10:1-6, 
34. 

Gentiles  who  wanted  Christ.  John 
12:20-26. 

A  PRAYER 

Give  grace  to  all  who  are  in  the 
valley  of  decision,  O  God.  As  they  face 
the  option  of  accepting  or  rejecting 
Christ,  may  the  Holy  Spirit  direct 
them.  In  Jesus'  name.  Amen. 


NOTE:  We  are  glad  to  publish  a 
report  like  this  occasionally  in  order 
to  give  others  these  good  suggestions. 
If  you  have  any  suggestions,  then 
write  briefly  and  send  it  in.  We  will 
publish  one  each  month,  provided  we 
have  them. 

NOTES  OF  SUCCESS  IN  Y.P.E.  AT 
KRAFTON,  ALA. 

A  contest  between  the  Crusaders  and 
the  Fellow  Travelers  has  really  been 
interesting.  Stars  were  given  for  work 
done,  such  as  getting  new  members, 
taking  part  on  program,  getting 
Lighted  Pathway  subscriptions,  bring- 
ing in  coupons,  etc.,  while  two  ther- 
mometers registered  collections  and 
donations.  The  goal  in  stars  was  400, 
and  in  degrees  on  the  thermometers, 
200.  Each  degree  counted  fifty  cents. 
These  goals  were  reached  by  the  win- 
ning side,  the  Crusaders,  in  a  period 
of  five  weeks.  The  other  group  was 
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not  far  behind. 

Our  total  attendance  this  month 
has  been  416. 

The  total  coupons  given  in  one 
week  was  around  3,000. 

Total  Lighted  Pathway  subscrip- 
tions, 37. 

Total  number  of  pictures  and  mot- 
toes sold  not  yet  known. 

Total  amount  of  money  received  in 
five  weeks,  $230.00. 

Our  Y.P.E.  plans  to  purchase  a 
Grand  piano  for  the  church  in  the 
near  future.  We  have  in  our  member- 
ship now  one  hundred  and  thirteen. 

We  thank  God  for  our  success  and 
realize  that  without  Him  we  could 
only  be  a  failure.  We  are  adopting  as 
our  slogan,  Phil.  4:13,  "I  can  do  all 
things  through  Christ  which  strength- 
ened me."  Please  pray  for  us. — Sister 
Vera  Baldree,  Y.P.E.  president,  Box 
1155,  Chickasaw,  Ala. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

portunity  for  Christian  work  and  can 
lay  by  a  little  something  for  the  rainy 
day  which  I  can  see  is  coming." 

Matthew  said,  "My  story  of  the  life 
of  Christ  is  having  a  large  sale  and 
is  bringing  me  in  enough  to  pay  my 
expenses,  but  my  business  experience 
tells  me  that  I  ought  to  have  a  larger 
margin.  Persecution  may  come  and 
sales  would  fall  off.  I  have  a  chance 
now  to  take  my  old  position  and  I 
know  that  I  can  make  enough  out  of 
it  not  only  to  support  myself  and 
family,  but  to  take  care  of  the  rest  of 
you  if  you  should  get  into  trouble. 
And  then,  too,  I  will  have  more  leisure 
for  writing  and  can  probably  help  the 
cause  more  in  this  way  than  by  trav- 
eling about  the  country. 

Andrew  said,  "Peter,  do  you  remem- 
ber the  day  when  you  thought  that 
you  had  lost  your  wife's  mother?  Do 
you  see  that  sand  beach  over  there? 
That  is  where  we  beached  our  boat 
after  the  miraculous  haul  of  fish,  and 
where  we  quit  the  fishing  business, 
and  where  the  Master  said,  'Fear  not, 
from  henceforth  thou  shalt  catch 
men.'  How  long  a  time  is  'henceforth'? 
Do  you  see  the  hillside  over  there? 
That  is  where  the  Master  fed  the  five 
thousand,  and  I  can  see  the  very  spot 
where  that  lad  stood  when  I  asked 
him  to  give  up  his  lunch  for  the  Lord 
to  multiply.  Don't  you  remember  the 
look  of  compassion  and  longing  on 
the  Master's  face  when  He  looked  out 
over  the  multitude  and  asked  us  to 
pray  that  laborers  might  be  thrust 
forth  into  His  harvest?  If  we  are  go- 
ing to  continue  to  pray  that  other  men 
may  rise  up,  leave  all,  and  follow  Him, 
can  we  do  less?" 

John,  who  was  leaning  against 
Peter,  felt  a  big  tear  fall  on  his  hand, 
and  looking  over  to  Paul,  he  saw  his 
jaw  set,  the  old  fire  came  back  into 
his  eye  and  the  old  war-horse  look  in- 
to his  face,  and  he  quietly  said,  "Men, 
I  don't  think  we  need  to  talk  about 
this  any  more;  let  us  pray."  And  as 
they  prayed,  the  things  of  time  and 
sense  receded;   a  light  breeze  rustled 
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in  the  near-by  treetop,  reminding 
them  of  that  "rushing  mighty  wind" 
on  the  Day  of  Pentecost,  and  of  the 
marvelous  power  with  which  Peter 
had  preached  the  gospel  on  that  day. 
They  seemed,  also,  to  see  the  Master 
Himself  standing  on  the  shore,  just  a 
few  rods  away,  and  to  hear  Him  say- 
ing to  them  again,  "Launch  out  into 
the  deep  and  let  down  your  nets  for 
a  draught,"  and  "Fear  not,  from 
henceforth  thou  shalt  catch  men." 

They  looked,  and  the  evening  cara- 
van for  Tyre  was  just  swinging  into 
sight.  "Good-bye,"  said  Paul.  "I  must 
catch  the  next  boat  for  Ephesus,  and 
I  will  get  Aquila  to  put  up  the  money 
for  a  campaign  in  that  old  city  that 
will  shake  the  whole  of  Asia." 

"Good-bye,"  said  Peter.  "Andrew 
and  I  will  just  say  good-bye  to  the 
folks  and  we  will  have  time  to  join  the 
midnight  caravan  for  Babylon  and 
may  keep  on  East  as  far  as  the  land 
of  Sinim." 

"Good-bye,"  said  Matthew.  "There 
is  a  group  of  publicans  down  in 
Jerusalem  who  were  going  in  with  me 
on  this  tax-gathering  proposition,  but 
I  will  get  them  to  join  me  in  financ- 
ing a  five-year  campaign  in  Egypt 
and  up  the  Nile  as  far  as  Ethiopia.  I 
have  heard  from  the  Ethiopian  treas- 
urer that  practically  the  whole  coun- 
try is  open  to  us  and  he  believes  that 
all  Ethiopia  will  soon  stretch  out  its 
hands  unto  God." 

"Good-bye,"  said  John,  and  he  sat 
there  alone  till  the  stars  came  out  and 
the  waves  on  the  beach,  impelled  by 
the  rising  wind,  sounded  like  the 
voice  of  many  waters,  and  he  said  to 
Him  that  stood  by,  "Lord,  do  not 
charge  this  thing  against  them.  I 
have  felt  that  way  myself  at  times, 
as  Thou  knewest,  and  I  would  have 
left  this  work  but  for  the  fact  that 
Thou  didst  prevent  and  strengthen 
me.  They,  too,  are  ready  to  live  and 
to  die  for  Thee,  as  I  am. 

"I  thank  Thee  for  Andrew,  for  his 
deep  life  and  steady  faith.  If  it 
please  Thee,  let  him  stay  and  work 
with  Peter,  and  then  the  one  who  can 
chase  a  thousand  shall  put  ten  thou- 
sand to  flight. 

"And  now,  Lord,  let  us  see  Thee 
ever  before  us,  ever  hear  Thy  voice 
and  walk  and  work  with  Thee,  and  we 
will  not  fear  what  man  can  do  unto 
us." 

A  sudden  storm  broke  over  the  lake, 
and  I  awoke,  and  as  I  thought  upon 
the  dream  I  heard  the  voice  of  a  mod- 
ern John  calling  to  me  out  of  his  rich 
experience: 

"Go,  labor  on,  spend  and  be  spent, 

Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will; 

It  is  the  way  the  Master  went, 

Should  not  the  servant  tread  it 
still?" 

Missionaries  to   Philippines 

Close  upon  the  heels  of  the  news 
that  General  MacArthur  had  returned 
to  the  Philippines  came  the  announce- 
ment that  Protestant  churches  are 
awaiting  the  government's  go  ahead 
signal  to  re-open  missions  there. — 
Protestant  Voice. 


I  RANCH  FOR  GOD 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

some  were  young  people  whose  faith 
needed  strengthening,  and  some  had 
not  yet  come  to  know  Christ  in  salva- 
tion. Surely  God  wanted  them  to  go 
to  that  conference.  But  there  was  no 
transportation.  Every  one  was  fight- 
ing sleeping  sickness,  and  all  cars 
were  needed  for  other  purposes. 

What  was  I  to  do?  I  had  horses  too. 
Was  I  to  let  them  die  without  put- 
ting up  a  fight?  There  was  other 
urgent  ranch  work  to  do.  On  the  one 
side,  my  horses  and  ranch  were  at 
stake;  and  on  the  other  were  lost 
souls,  and  the  Holy  Spirit  whispering, 
"These  souls  are  precious  in  God's 
sight." 

Then  I  thought  back  to  the  time 
when  I  had  promised  to  give  every- 
thing to  Christ.  I  had  given  on  faith 
then,  for  I  had  nothing.  Was  I  now 
to  let  the  very  things  God  had  given 
me  stand  in  the  way  of  doing  His 
will?  "Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of 
God,  and  his  righteousness;  and  all 
these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you" 
was  a  verse  that  had  meant  much  to 
me  as  God  had  given  me  more  and 
more.  Suddenly  I  knew  if  He  took  it 
all  away  now,  it  would  be  all  right. 
He  would  have  something  else  for 
me. 

I  had  decided.  Leaving  my  ranch  in 
the  care  of  my  family  and  hired  help, 
I  took  my  car  and  truck,  turned  my 
back  on  my  ranch,  and  set  out  with 
the  young  people  for  the  Bible  con- 
ference. The  neighbors  looked  after 
us  and  shook  their  heads. 

"You're  crazy,  man,"  they  had  said 
to  me  when  the  word  had  spread  that 
Rancher  Lenz  was  going  off  to  a  Bi- 
ble conference  and  leaving  his  horses, 
unvaccinated,  to  die.  "Your  horses  will 
be  half  dead  before  you  get  back,  an,d 
there  will  be  nothing  you  can  do 
then." 

HE  GIVETH  MORE  AND  MORE 

During  the  wonderful  days  spent  at 
the  camp,  God  took  all  concern  for 
my  ranch  from  my  mind,  and  I  saw 
several  of  the  young  people  I  had 
brought  there  making  the  all-impor- 
tant decision  to  accept  Christ.  Others, 
already  saved,  were  richly  blessed. 

As  we  neared  home  on  our  return 
trip,  the  first  thought  of  my  horses 
crossed  my  mind.  How  would  I  find 
them? 

But  "the  Lord  is  not  slack  concern- 
ing his  promise."  Though  the  sleep- 
ing sickness  had  struck  right  around 
our  ranch,  not  one  of  my  horses  was 
infected.  I  had  saved  over  $600  in 
vaccination  expenses,  and  I  did  not 
lose  a  horse  the  whole  year! 

Four  weeks  later,  an  event  occurred 
that  was,  to  me,  the  final  proof  that 
my  decision  had  been  right.  One  of 
the  young  girls  who  had  found  Christ 
at  the  Bible  conference  and  had  come 
home  to  live  her  life  in  shining  wit- 
ness for  Him  was  accidently  killed. 
I  knew  that  but  for  my  having  de- 
cided, that  earlier  day,  in  favor  of 
Christ,  at  a  cost  of  what  I  believed  to 
be  a  gross  neglect  of  my  horses  and 
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ranch,  she  would  have  died  without 
Christ.  Could  the  world  know  or  give 
a  joy  that  equaled  mine  at  that  hour? 

As  a  young  man  I  sat  up  until  the 
early  hours  of  the  morning  learning 
to  read,  write,  spell,  and  figure,  try- 
ing to  master  a  way  of  life  in  the  pro- 
fessional world.  Now,  at  the  age  of 
fifty-two,  I  sit  up  far  into  the  night, 
reading  and  learning  the  things  of 
God,  and  seeking  to  be  more  efficient 
in  soul  winning. 

Ranching  for  God  has  paid  rich  divi- 
dends in  many  ways,  but  the  best  is 
the  joy  and  sweet  satisfaction  that 
comes  as  I  read  His  Word,  learn  to 
know  His  voice,  and  try  to  live — and 
give — by  faith. — King's  Business. 


THE  FRUIT  OF  THE  SPIRIT 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
fessed  Christian  will  defeat  his  own 
testimony  every  time.  The  One  who 
carries  the  wounded  lamb  back  to  the 
sheepfold  upon  His  gentle  shoulders 
will  manifest  His  own  gentleness 
through  our  hearts. 

"My  will  is  not  my  own 

Till  Thou  hast  made  it  Thine; 
If    it    would    reach    a    monarch's 
throne 
It  must  its  crown  resign." 
(To  be  continued) 


"HE  SHALL  GIVE  HIS  ANGELS 
CHARGE" 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
sleepily,  curling  up  in  bed. 

But  the  next  day  while  outdoors 
Mrs.  Martin  noticed  footprints  under 
the  window  by  the  lilacs.  They  were 
the  prints  of  a  man's  shoe.  Her  heart 
seemed  almost  to  stop  its  beating  for 
a  moment.  Had  Maxine  really  heard 
something  last  night?  Had  danger 
been  close  to  them? 

The  man  who  crouched  beneath  the 
window  that  night,  bent  on  mischief, 
went  to  his  room  to  pray  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life.  He  didn't  know  how  to 
pray  but  he  wanted  God  and  God 
heard  his  cry.  Life  for  the  little 
daughter  became  a  new  thing.  She 
could  scarcely  comprehend  it  all, 
even  when  the  man  explained  that  it 
was  Jesus  who  had  changed  him. 
Daddy  didn't  drink  any  more  and 
didn't  gamble.  He  had  a  real  job  in- 
stead and  brought  home  groceries  and 
clothes  to  her.  They  moved  out  of  the 
stuffy  little  room  into  a  nice,  airy, 
sunny  one  with  a  carpet  on  the  floor. 
Daddy  took  her  to  Sunday  School  and 
church,  and  at  night  he  read  Bible 
stories  to  her  and  taught  her  to  pray. 
And  many  times  he  read  to  her  from 
the  Ninety-first  Psalm:  "He  shall 
give  his  angels  charge  over  thee." 


HOME-COMING  OF  TWO  HEROES 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
ging  at  my  skirt.  One  look  at  the  man 
we  all  thought  so  much  of  as  a  great 
soldier-hero  showed  me  that  he  wasn't 
wounded.  He  was  only  dead  drunk. 

"I  gathered  one  children  about  me 
and  tried  to  explain  that  their  daddy 
would  be  all  right  again  after  he  had 
had  some  sleep.  But  the  older  ones 


knew   that  their   father   was   drunk; 
and,   of   course,   the   boy   soon   found 
it  out  too. 

"The  little  fellow  will  never  be  able 
to  erase  from  his  mind  the  home-com- 
ing of  his  daddy,  his  fallen  hero.  It 
hurt  so  terribly.  It  hurt  us  all  cruelly." 

I  think  it's  just  as  well  to  let  the 
story  preach  its  own  sermon.  I  don't 
know  how  to  make  it  any  more 
pointed. 

I'd  hate  to  have  to  live  with  myself 
if  I  were  the  second  man,  wouldn't 
you? 


Order  "Our  Junior  Jewels" 
today,  a  paper  published  espe- 
cially for  Junior  boys  and  girls. 
No  Sunday  School  should  be 
without  this  little  paper.  Price 
per  quarter,  of  thirteen  issues, 
10c.  Order  from  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 


Youth    Personal   Evangelistic   Union 

'Continued  from  page  8> 
but  do  not  know  how  to  approach 
people.  They  do  not  know  how  to  meet 
opposition  and  become  discouraged 
too  often.  In  these  unions  you  will 
learn  how  to  meet  opposition  with  a 
smile.  Many  do  not  know  how  to  bring 
the  truth  to  the  one  they  are  trying 
to  win.  This  union  will  train  you  in 
this  also.  It  will  not  only  train  you  but 
it  will  give  you  practice  right  in  your 
own  community. 

We  have  depended  too  much  on 
mass  evangelism.  The  two  should  go 
hand  in  hand.  Jesus  said  go  out  into 
the  highways  and  hedges  and  compel 
them  to  come  in.  The  time  has  come 
now  when  it  is  hard  to  get  sinners  to 
come  to  a  revival.  There  are  too  many 
other  places  to  go,  and  we  must  get 
them  interested  by  personal  contact 
on  the  outside  before  they  will  come. 
It  will  take  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit  in 
our  lives  to  make  a  success  in  this  or 
any  other  field  of  service  for  the 
Master.  We  heard  of  a  missionary 
who  went  to  the  foreign  field  and 
lived  among  them  five  years  and  won 
their  confidence  before  he  began  to 
preach  to  them.  It  should  not  take  so 
long  to  win  people  in  this  enlightened 
country.  The  world  is  dying  for  a  lit- 
tle bit  of  love. 

We  can,  in  our  imagination,  hear 
some  say,  "Oh,  we  have  so  many 
meetings  now.  It  would  not  be  possible 
for  us  to  get  another  one  into  our 
church  program."  Study  very  closely 
to  see  if  there  is  anything  more  im- 
portant than  this  preparation  for 
service.  The  same  Bible  that  tells  us 
to  pray,  also  tells  us  to  study.  A  mix- 
ture of  the  two  is  what  we  need. 


one  by  one,  we  thought,  Well,  after 
Christmas  I'll  just  sit  down  and  an- 
swer all  of  these  and  tell  them  how 
much  I  do  appreciate  them,  but  when 
Christmas  was  over  and  I  looked  at 
the  large  number,  I  gave  it  up.  Now,  I 
am  just  visualizing  all  of  you  before 
me  and  with  all  my  heart  I  do  thank 
you. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  and  make 
you  a  blessing  this  coming  year. — Ed. 


NOTE 

A  future  issue  will  be  dedicated  to 
Shut-ins.  Brief  letters  with  names 
and  addresses  will  be  appreciated. 
Perhaps  we  can  have  a  get-acquainted 
meeting  among  the  Shut-ins  and  be 
able  to  cheer  many  hearts.  Give  age 
if  you  desire. — Ed. 


Note  of  Thanks 

To  my  friends  on  the  field  who 
have  sent  us  Christmas  greetings,  we 
say,  Thank  you.  As  we  received  them, 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
through  his  practised  fingers,  his 
quick  eye  catching  enough  of  the  run- 
ning pages  to  satisfy  him.  Suddenly 
he  paused  in  his  search.  His  eye  had 
lit  upon  what  he  sought,  and  he  be- 
gan to  read: 

"COMING" 
"At  even,  or  at  midnight,  or  at  the 
cock-crowing,  or  in  the  morning." 

"It  may  be  in  the  evening, 

When  the  work  of  the  day  is  done, 
And  you  have  time  to  sit  in  the  twi- 
light 

And  watch  the  sinking  sun, 
While  the  long,  bright  day  dies  slowly 

Over  the  sea, 
And  the  hour  grows  quiet  and  holy 

With  thoughts  of  Me; 
While  you  hear  the  village  children 

Passing  along  the  street, 
Among  those  thronging  footsteps 

May  come  the  sound  of  My  feet." 

He  paused  in  his  reading  for  a  mo- 
ment, for,  like  a  voice  near  by,  the 
drone  of  that  blind  beggar's  reading 
came  to  him,  as  he  had  heard  it  that 
day  on  the  embankment. 

"This  same  Jesus  shall  so  come  in 
like  manner  as  ye  have  seen  Him  go." 

"I  remember,"  he  mused,  "how  that 
sentence  arrested  me.  My  mind  was 
utterly  preoccupied  a  moment  before, 
but  that  wondrous  sentence  pierced 
my  preoccupation." 

His  eyes  dropped  to  the  poem  again, 
and  he  read  on. 

The  face  of  Tom  Hammond,  as  he 
laid  down  the  book,  was  full  of  a 
strange  perplexity.  "Strange,  very!" 
he  muttered.  "Do  you  know  Joyce, 
Mr.  Simpson?"  Hammond  asked  a  re- 
porter. "He  used  to  be  on  the  staff 
of  the — " 

"  'Daily  Tatler,'  "  cried  the  man. 
"Knew  him  well  years  ago,  sir.  Old 
schoolfellows,  in  fact.  Got  wrong 
with  the  drink,  sir.  Gone  to  the  dogs, 
and — " 

"Have  you  seen  or  heard  anything 
of  him  this  last  month,  Mr.  Simpson?" 

"Yes,  sir.  He's  grown  worse  than 
ever.  Magistrate  at  Bow  Street, 
committing  him  for  three  days,  said 
fellow  ought  to  be  put  in  Broadmoor. 
Pity  his  poor  wife,  sir.  Perfect  lady, 
sir." 

"You  know  Mrs.  Joyce ,  then?"  Ham- 
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mond  queried. 

The  reporter  sighed,  "Rather,  sir! 
Wished  a  thousand  times  I  could  have 
had  her  for  a  wife,  and  he'd  had  mine. 
I  should  have  had  a  happier  life.  And 
he—" 

The  man  laughed  grimly.  "Well, 
he'd  have  had  a  tartar!" 

Hammond  had  heard  something 
about  the  shrewish  wife  Simpson  had 
unfortunately  married,  but  he  had 
learned  all  he  wanted  to  know,  so  dis- 
missed the  poor,  ill-married  fellow. 

"I  think  I  must  call  upon  Mrs.  Joyce, 
and  learn  more  about  this  strange 
matter  of  the  coming  Christ,"  he  told 
himself. 

He  copied  the  address  from  the  head 
of  the  letter  into  his  pocketbook,  then 
turned  to  the  last  letter  of  his  mail. 

This  proved  to  be  a  comparatively 
short  letter,  but,  to  Hammond,  a  deep- 
ly-interesting one.  It  was  signed 
"Abraham  Cohen,"  and  the  writer  ex- 
plained that  he  was  a  Jew,  who  had 
taken  the  "Courier"  from  the  very 
first  number,  and  had  not  only  be- 
come profoundly  interested  in  the 
recent  utterances  of  the  editor  in  the 
"Prophet's  Chamber"  column,  but  he 
had,  for  some  days,  been  impressed 
with  the  desire  to  write  to  the  "Proph- 
et." 

"Will  you  pardon  me,  sir,"  the  letter 
went  on,  "if  I  say  that  it  would  be  to 
your  immense  advantage,  now  that 
your  mind  has  become  aroused  to  the 
facts  and  history  of  our  race,  if  you 
would  get  in  touch  with  some  really 
well-read,  intelligent  Jew  who  knows 
our  people  well,  knows  their  history, 
past,  present,  and  future,  as  far  as 
the  latter  can  be  known  from  our 
Scriptures  and  sacred  books.  Should 
you  care  to  fall  in  with  my  suggestion, 
I  should  be  pleased  to  supply  you  with 
the  names  and  addresses  of  several 
good  and  clever  men  of  our  people. 
"Yours  obediently, 
"Abraham  Cohen." 

As  he  folded  the  letter  slowly,  Ham- 
mond told  himself  that  there  was 
something  in  the  letter  that  drew  him 
towards  the  writer. 

"I  will  hunt  him  up,  for  it  is  evident 
that  he  is  as  enthusiastic  over  his 
people's  history  as  he  is  intelligent.  I 
will  see  what  tomorrow  brings.  Now 
to  work." 

He  put  Cohen's  letter  in  his  pocket, 
and  turned  to  the  hundred  and  one 
editorial  claims  upon  his  time. 
*         $         $         * 

In  spite  of  the  time  of  the  year,  the 
evening  was  almost  as  warm  as  one  in 
June.  Madge  Finisterre  was  on  one  of 
the  wide  hotel  balconies  overlooking 
the  Embankment.  She  had  dined  with 
her  cousin,  George  Carlyon,  but  in- 
stead of  going  out  of  town  that  eve- 
ning with  him — he  had  pressed  her 
strongly  to  go, — she  had  elected  to 
spend  a  quiet  evening  alone. 

London's  roar,  subdued  a  little,  it  is 
true,  at  that  hour,  rose  all  around  her 
where  she  sat.  The  cup  of  coffee  she 
had  brought  to  her,  cooled  where  it 
stood  upon  the  little  table  at  her  el- 
bow. She  had  forgotten  it. 

Her  mind  was  engrossed  with  the 
memory  of  the  latter  part — the  inter- 
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rupted  part — of  that  interview  with 
Tom  Hammond  that  afternoon. 

"What  would  have  happened  if 
George  Carlyon  had  not  turned  up 
at  that  moment?"  she  mused, — "if  we 
had  been  left  alone  and  undisturbed 
another  five  minutes?" 

Her  cheeks  burned  as  she  whispered 
softly  to  herself: 

"I  believe  Tom  Hammond  would 
have  proposed  to  me.  If  he  had,  what 
siiould  I  have  replied?" 

A  far-away  look  crept  into  her  eyes. 
She  was  back  again  in  the  little  town 
where  she  had  been  "reared,"  as  she 
herself  would  have  said.  We  have 
many  villages  in  England  larger,  more 
populous,  more  busy,  than  her  "town," 
but,  then,  the  people  of  her  land  talk 
"big." 

Before  her  mind's  eye  there  rose  the 
picture  of  her  father's  store,  a  huge, 
rambling  concern  built  of  wood,  with 
a  frontage  of  a  hundred  feet,  and  a 
colonnade  of  turned  wooden  pillars 
that  supported  a  verandah  that  ran 
the  whole  length. 

Every  item  of  the  interior  of  the 
store  came  vividly  before  her  mind, 
the  very  odour  of  the  place— a  curi- 
ous blend  of  groceries,  drapery,  rope, 
oils  and  colors,  tobacco, — seemed  sud- 
denly to  fill  her  nostrils.  And  in  that 
instant,  though  she  scarcely  realized 
it,  the  first  real  touch  of  nostalgia 
came  to  her. 

She  saw  the  postal  section  of  the 
store  littered  with  men,  all  smoking, 
most  of  them  yarning.  One  after  an- 
other dropped  in,  and,  with  a  "Howdy, 
all?"  dropped  upon  a  coil  of  white 
cotton  rope,  or  lounged  against  a 
counter  or  cask.  "Dollars"  and  "cents" 
floated  in  speech  all  around,  while 
the  men  waited  for  the  mail.  It  was 
late  that  night. 

A  week  before  she  had  sailed  for 
England,  she  had  gone  down  to  the 
store,  as  she  had  gone  every  evening 
about  mail-time,  and,  entering  at  the 
end  nearest  her  home,  she  had  come 
upon  the  scene  that  had  now  so  sud- 
denly risen  before  her  mind's  eye.  She 
had  traversed  all  the  narrow  alley- 
way between  the  stored-up  supplies, 
from  which  the  various  departments 
were  stocked. 

In  the  great  mirror  that  ran  from 
floor  to  ceiling  of  the  store,  she  had 
caught  a  glimpse  of  herself.  She  re- 
called, even  now,  exactly  what  she 
was  wearing  that  evening — a  white 
muslin  frock,  a  very  wide  sash  of  rich 
silk — crushed  strawberry  colour — 
about  her  waist,  the  long  ends  of  the 
sash  floating  behind  her  almost  to 
the  high  heels  of  her  dainty  bronze 
shoes.  A  knot  of  the  same-hued  rib- 
bon, narrow,  of  course,  with  stream- 
ers flying,  was  fastened  at  her  left 
shoulder.  Her  wide-brimmed  hat  was 
trimmed  with  the  same  colour.  She 
had  known  that  she  made  a  hand- 
some picture  before  she  read  the  light 
of  admiration  in  the  eyes  of  the  post- 
office  loungers. 

"Have  you  heard  the  news,  boys?" 
she  asked. 

"Aw,  guess  we  hev,  Miss  Madge." 

It   was   Ulysses   Fletcher   who   had 


acted  as  spokesman. 

In  some  surprise,  and  not  altogeth- 
er pleased,  she  had  wheeled  sharply 
round  to  the  lantern- jawed  Ulysses 
and  asked, 

"How  did  you  hear  the  news, 
Ulysses?  Dad  didn't  tell  you,  I'm  sure, 
for  he  promised  me  I  should  tell  you 
all  myself." 

"Met  a  coon  down  to  the  depot,  an' 
I  guess  he  wur  chuck  full  o'  it,  an'  'e 
ups  an'  tells  me." 

"A  coon  told  you?"  she  had  cried  in 
ever-increasing  amazement. 

"Sartin,  Miss  Madge!" 

"A  coon!"  she  had  repeated.  "A  coon 
— told  you — down  at  the  depot— that — 
I  was — going — to  Europe  next  week!" 

Every  eye  had  stared  in  wondering 
astonishment  at  Madge  Finisterre  at 
her  announcement  that  she  was  go- 
ing to  Europe.  Then  there  was  a  gen- 
eral laugh,  and  one  of  the  smartest 
of  the  "boys"  had  cried: 

"I  'low  there's  been  a  mistake  some, 
Miss  Madge,  an'  that,  too,  all  roun'. 
Fact  is,  we've  been  runnin'  two  sep- 
arate tickets  over  this  news  business, 
an'  thought  it  wur  one  an'  the  same. 
We  were  talking  'bout  Seth  Ham- 
mond's herd  o'  hogs  as  wur  cut  up 
by  the  Poughkeepsie  express  'smarn- 
in'." 

She  had  joined  in  the  laugh,  and 
then  in  reply  to  the  question  of  an- 
other of  the  men,  as  to  whether  it  was 
really  true  that  she  was  going  to 
"Urop,"  she  had  replied  in  the  af- 
firmative, adding,  by  way  of  explan- 
ation : 

"I  guess  you  all  know  that  my 
momma  is  British,  that  she  belonged 
to  what  the  Britishers  call,  'the 
Quality.'  She  was  the  youngest  sister 
of  Sir  Archibald  Carlyon,  was  travel- 
ling over  here,  out  west,  when  she 
was  about  my  age,  got  fixed  up  in  an 
awkward  shop  by  half-breeds,  and  was 
rescued  by  my  dear  old  poppa.  Fact, 
that's  how  he  came  to  be  my  poppa, 
for  she  married  him.  Spite  of  her  high 
connections  in  England,  she  was  very 
poor,  and  she  loved  dad.  If  dear  mom- 
ma could  only  face  the  water  journey, 
she'd  go  over  with  me." 

"Air  you  goin'  alone,  Miss?"  one  of 
the  boys  had  asked. 

Then — how  well  she  remembered  it 
tonight! — she  had  given  the  answer, 
part  of  which  she  had  given  to  George 
Carlyon  that  very  day: 

"Oh,  I'll  git  all  right,  boys,  you  can 
bet  on  that,  without  anyone  dandy- 
ing  around  me.  For  I  guess  if  there's 
one  thing  the  Britishers  are  learning 
about  our  women,  it's  this — that  if  a 
United  States  gel's  got  dollars  under 
her  boots  to  wheel  around  on  it  ain't 
much  fuss  for  her  to  skate  through 
their  old  country,  nor  yet  through 
Europe,  come  to  that,  even  if  she  has 
no  more  language  under  her  tongue 
than  good,  plain,  Duchess  county 
American." 

With  a  merry  smile,  for  which  there 
had  been  no  scrambling,  since  it  was 
shed  upon  them  all,  she  had  passed 
on  to  where  she  knew  she  would  find 
her  father. 

(To  be  continued) 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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GLINTS   OF  KNOWLEDGE 


Eisenhower's  Armies  On  the 
Defensive 

Sober  indeed  has  been  the  mood  of 
America  during  the  holiday  season.  To 
be  sure,  as  Christmas  Day  dawned 
there  came  some  slight  measure  of 
relief  from  the  almost  intolerable  ten- 
sion that  had  gripped  the  country 
while  Von  Rundstedt's  attack  was 
smashing  its  way  through  Eisenhow- 
er's lines  grinding  up  the  1st  army  in 
its  advance. 

Yet  despite  a  censorship  which  keeps 
the  American  public  from  knowing 
much  about  what  has  been  happen- 
ing, there  can  be  no  disguising  the  fact 
that  the  American  army  has  suffered 
a  shocking  defeat.  Rumor  insists  that 
as  many  as  seven  divisions  have  been 
wiped  out  as  combat  units,  while  the 
equipment  of  an  entire  army  has  been 
almost  wholly  lost.  To  replace  the  lost 
men  and  equipment  will  require  large 
diversions  of  troops  and  goods  that 
would  otherwise  have  gone  to  the  Far 
East.  At  the  same  time,  the  Germans 
have  saved  the  irreplaceable  products 
of  the  Ruhr  and  Saar  regions  for  an- 
other campaign.  To  dismiss  this  as 
less  than  a  major  military  disaster  is 
to  blink  the  facts. — The  Christian  Cen- 
tury. 

Retrospect 

In  the  closing  days  of  December  the 
Christian  Century  wrote: 

Another  year  is  ending  in  blood  and 
tears  and  disappointment.  The  high 
hopes  for  an  early  peace  which  mil- 
lions treasured  at  the  year's  opening 
have  not  been  fulfilled.  Military  vic- 
tory in  Europe  is  not  yet  won.  The 
steady  advance  of  American  forces  in 
the  Pacific  has  not  yet  reached,  much 
less  breached,  the  main  Japanese  lines 
of  defense.  All  over  the  world  the  toll 
of  death  and  destruction  keeps  mount- 
ing. And  the  American  people,  who 
have  already  suffered  losses  more 
than  twice  as  great  as  those  sustained 
in  the  First  World  War,  are  being  told 
that  there  is  no  quick  end  of  the  war 
in  sight,  but  that  they  may  have  to 
fight  on  for  years. 

The  story  of  the  military  operations 
of  the  year  now  ending  has  been  one 
of  remarkable  achievements  and 
rapid  advances  for  the  Allies  on  many 
fronts.  But  there  have  been  no  final 
victories. 

But  a  strange  inactivity  has  de- 
scended on  the  Russian  armies  which 
for  months  have  been  poised  for  a  di- 
rect assault  on  Germany  across  East 
Prussia  and  Silesia.  So  marked  has 
been  the  failure  of  the  Russians  to 
advance  on  these  fronts,  especially  at 
a  time  when  the  Allied  armies  in  the 
west  are  in  great  need  of  all  the  di- 
versionary help  their  Muscovite  allies 
can  give,  that  misgivings  mount 
throughout  America  and  Britain  as  to 
whether  Stalin  intends  that  his  armies 
shall  do  more  than  gain  and  hold  the 
political  lines  along  which  he  means 
to  have  the  Russian  power  planted 
at  the  end  of  the  war. 


Anglo-American  forces  in  the  Eu- 
ropean theater  have  known  hours  of 
spectacular  triumph  during  the  year, 
and  other  hours  of  bitter  disappoint- 
ment. Since  then,  however,  the  at- 
tempt to  invade  Germany  from  the 
west  has  been  largely  a  series  of  frus- 
trated hopes.  The  airborne  invasion  of 
Holland,  greeted  with  such  acclaim 
when  the  Allied  paratroopers  de- 
scended near  Arnhem,  ended  in  dis- 
aster. The  grand  assault  launched  in 
mid-November  all  along  the  Siegfried 
line  has  produced  no  decisive  break- 
through. General  Eisenhower  con- 
tinues to  pound  away,  and  the  Allied 
press  continues  to  talk  about  the  ex- 
haustion of  German  manpower.  But 
something  perilously  akin  to  stalemate 
seems  to  be  settling  on  the  western 
front. — The  Christian  Century. 

Military  Training 

President  Roosevelt,  in  his  annual 
message,  came  out  flatly  for  univer- 
sal military  training  after  the  war. 

The  importance  of  getting  univer- 
sal training  started  immediately  after 
the  war  is  that  it  will  give  us  a  strong- 
er position  at  the  peace  table  if  the 
other  nations  know  we  are  prepared 
to  have  a  large  army  after  the  war. 

History  will  record  that  American 
manpower  and  industrial  might 
swung  the  balance  in  both  World  War  I 
and  the  present  conflict.  Both  times 
this  country  was  woefully  unprepared. 
Both  times  our  friends  held  off  the 
aggressors  while  we  prepared.  Our 
only  hope  for  national  security  is  a 
pool  of  trained  manpower  such  as 
only  a  universal  military  training  sys- 
tem can  provide.  With  such  a  pool  we 
can  mobilize  quickly  to  meet  any  at- 
tack.— Chattanooga    Times. 

The  Crusade  Year 

Methodism's  Crusade  Year  as  re- 
ported by  The  Advance: 

The  dawning  of  the  new  year  finds 
Methodism  astir.  From  every  Annual 
Conference  comes  news  of  great 
achievements  by  pastors  and  people. 
Not  in  a  decade  has  any  enterprise  so 
completely  captured  the  imagination 
of  the  Church  as  has  the  Crusade  for 
Christ.  It  now  appears  that  the  entire 
$25,000,000  will  be  subscribed  and  much 
of  it  paid  by  March  4,  the  Day  of  Com- 
passion. 

From  the  Board  of  Evangelism 
comes  word  that  a  goal  of  1,000,000 
new  members  during  1946  has  been 
set,  with  at  least  650,000  of  them  to 
be  won  on  a  profession  of  faith.  Ev- 
ery annual,  district  and  quarterly 
conference  is  to  be  assigned  a  respon- 
sibility, and  plans  carefully  devised 
are  to  be  worked  out  for  the  promo- 
tion of  the  effort. 

The  secretary  of  foreign  missions 
states  that  they  will  need  five  hun- 
dred new  workers  for  nurses.  This 
means  that  pastors  and  lay  leaders 
must  charge  themselves  with  the  re- 
sponsibility of  finding  the  most  cap- 


able, promising,  and  talented  young 
people  of  the  Church,  and  laying  up- 
on them  the  challenge  for  full-time 
Christian  service. 

Effective  work  in  the  mission  field 
calls  for  preparation  of  the  highest 
order.  Good  intentions  and  a  deep  re- 
ligious experience  are  not  sufficient  to 
qualify  a  worker  for  the  exacting  tasks 
that  lie  ahead.  It  is  not  too  early  to 
be  enrolling  our  young  people  in  col- 
leges and  special  training  institutes 
in  anticipation  of  the  day  when  they 
will  be  able  to  go  to  the  field  for  ac- 
tual work. 

Throughout  today's  Protestant  world 
there  is  a  deep  concern  over  the  loss 
of  Sunday  School  attendance.  One  of 
the  major  objectives  of  the  Crusade  is 
a  studied  effort  to  turn  this  retreat  in- 
to an  advance,  and  it  is  gratifying  to 
note  that  individual  schools  here  and 
there  are  getting  away  to  a  great  start 
several  years  ahead  of  schedule. 

She  Prayed  for  Him 

Thinking  to  have  a  little  fun,  a  sol- 
dier spotted  a  Salvation  Army  lassie 
on  duty  in  a  railroad  station.  He 
strolled  over  to  her,  "Will  you  pray 
for  me?"  he  asked  sarcastically.  He 
crimsoned  as  she  reached  up,  placed  a 
hand  on  his  head  and,  in  a  voice 
plainly  heard  by  his  comrades  said,  "O 
Lord,  make  this  young  man's  heart  as 
soft  as  his  head." — S.  S.  Promoter. 

Chinese  Learning  To  Read 

Since  the  war  began  42,000,000  peo- 
ple in  China,  who  were  illiterates,  have 
learned  to  read.  This  means  that  there 
will  be  a  far  greater  opportunity  and 
demand  for  the  Bible  and  Bible  por- 
tions in  China  after  the  war. — Chris- 
tian Victory  Magazine. 

Roman  Catholic   Negroes 

Of  the  12,865,518  negroes  in  the 
United  States  only  300,000  are  claimed 
as  Roman  Catholics.  There  are  only 
sixteen  negro  priests  among  36,000  Ro- 
man Catholic  priests.  —  Converted 
Catholic  Magazine. 

Sixty-five  years  as  pastor  of  one 
church  is  the  record  of  Dr.  J.  N.  Ervin. 
After  a  recent  funeral  service  he  con- 
ducted he  suddenly  dropped  dead  at 
the  age  of  90.  He  was  pastor  of  the 
Presbyterian  church  at  Dayton,  Ky. — 
Gospel  Minister. 

Whiskers  alamode,  an  orthodox  mus- 
tache, not  the  Hitler  style,  will  be  back 
after  the  war,  some  prophesy.  One  rea- 
son, our  men  want  something  to  dis- 
tinguish them  from  women  besides 
trousers. — John  Paul.  —  The  Gospel 
Minister. 

Rockets  will  be  converted  from  their 
wartime  role  of  destruction,  and  will 
within  this  generation  carry  mail  and 
express  at  the  rate  of  120  miles  a 
minute,  says  a  Westinghouse  official. 
Will  rockets  yet  help  to  spread  the 
Gospel? — Prophecy  Monthly. 
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Stars  O'er  the 

Whitehouse 


CHARLES   N.   HODGE 

The  stars  are  so  bright 

O'er  the  Whitehouse  tonight, 
Hanging  loiv  ivith  a  sweet 

Glow  of  light; 
And  I  know  we  will  win  this  war 

By-and-by, 
For  I  see  God's  promise  written  there 

In  the  sky. 

Yes,  God  up  in  heaven  hears  the 

Voices  of  prayer, 
And  makes  the  stars  brighter  to 

Shoiv  His  tender  care; 
Bright  beacons  of  hope 

Glitter  there  in  the  night 
With  a  golden  promise  in  the 

Glow  of  their  light. 

Oh,  peace  will  come  again  to  the 

Hearts  that  are  sad 
To  comfort  those  who  gave  everything 

That  they  had; 
God  will  make  the  cruel  foes  bow 

Down  in  defeat, 
In  the  stars  I  can  read  His 

Promise  so  sweet. 


The  stars  are  so  bright 

O'er  the  Whitehouse  tonight, 
Hanging  low  with  a  sweet 

Glow  of  light; 
And  I  know  we  will  win  this  war 

By-and-by,  ^••/^-.c« 

For  I  see  God's  promise  written  there      WoJ 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


s*»  •:*>■  <♦>  •»>  »>  '♦:•  ■:♦:•  ■;♦> 
Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

You  may  say,  as  you  look  at  the  cover  page,  What  did 
the  Editor  see  in  those  hands?  but  I  think  most  of  you  will 
see  something  beautiful  just  like  I  did.  Last  month  we  gave 
you  "The  Hope  of  the  World"  on  our  cover  page,  and  truly 
the  only  hope  of  the  world  is  a  turn- 
ing to  God's  Word  and  obedience  to 
its   commands.   This  month  we   are 
giving   "The   Need   of   the   World" — 
the    glad   hand    of    fellowship.    The 
world  is  dying  for  a  little  bit  of  love. 
I  do  not  believe  there  is  a  person 
on   earth   today  who   does  not  feel 
this  need  at  times.  He  may  be  rich  in 
houses    and    lands,    and    you    may 
think,   That  man    doesn't   need   my 
friendship,   he   has   everything   that 
heart  can  wish.  I  heard  one  person 
say  to  another  not  long  ago,  in  talk- 
ing  of  a   certain   woman,   "Oh,   she 
j^«  doesn't  have  a  worry."    I  said,  "Did 

you  say  you  knew  a  woman  who  was 
free  from  care  and  trials,  living  in  this  world?  I  do  not 
believe  there  is  a  woman  or  man  like  that  living  today." 
This  world  is  a  world  of  conflict,  and  whether  you  are  a 
saint  or  sinner  you  must  come  in  contact  with  opposing 
powers.  God  can  give  grace  to  overcome,  but  the  conflict 
is  there  and  you  will  need  the  friendly  clasp  of  the  hand, 
the  kind  word,  and  the  smile  to  cheer  your  heart  along 
the  way. 

As  I  began  to  write  this  morning  my  eye  fell  on  a  poem 
that  I  think  was  intended  just  for  you.  As  we  are  trying 
to  lead  our  boys  and  girls  out  along  the  line  of  personal 
evangelism,  we  think  this  poem  will  be  good  for  you. 
"It  will  not  be  the  loudest  prayers, 
Nor  the  beauties  along  the  way, 
Nor  the  preacher's  many  sermons, 
Nor  the  music  they  sing  and  play; 
But  just  the  hand  with  the  personal  touch." 
Yes,  we  have  our  churches,  we  have  our  saints  who  pray 
long  prayers,  we  have  our  splendid  sermons,  and  our  paid 
musicians,  but  that  will  not  suffice.  There  is  an  aching 
void  in  the  hearts  of  many  dear  ones  as  they  leave  the 
church  without  the  clasp  of  somebody's  hand.    Many  go 
to  church  for  the  purpose  of  making  friends,  and  the  kind 
of  friends  they  find  there  will  perhaps  determine  whether 
they   find    tne   real   Friend    who   sticketh   closer   than    a 
brother. 

In  our  search  recently  for  something  inspirational  to 
pass  on  to  you,  we  found  the  following  article  by  Dwight 
E.  Stevenson: 

"Tne  organ  prelude  has  called  us  to  worship.  The  choir 
has  entered  and  I  am  in  my  place,  'my'  congregation  be- 
fore me.  Who  are  the  people  gathered  here  to  worship  the 
Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness? 
Here  is  a  young  woman  whose 
heart  has  just  been  crushed  in 
a  broken  love  affair.  There  is  a 
young  woman  in  black;  a  few 
weeks  ago  her  fiance  met  death 
in  tne  skies  over  a  foreign 
land.  Scattered  all  through  the 
congregation  are  uniforms. 
Some  of  these  men,  I  know, 
have  recently  returned  from 
danger.  One  has  been  through 
the  worst  of  it  on  Guadalcanal. 
Tnere  sns  a  sailor  who  was  in 
the  battle  of  Midway.  Here 
is  one  who  was  at  Casablanca. 
"There  is  a  Japanese-Ameri- 
can girl,  detailed  to  the  college 
in  our  town  on  special  govern- 
mental permission;  all  her  fam- 
ily are  in  an  internment  camp. 
In  the  choir  there  sings  a  boy 
who  will  soon  be  in  a  Civilian 
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THE  TOUCH  OF  HIS  HAND  ON  MINE 

There  are  days  so  dark  that  I  seek  in  vain 
For  the  face  of  my  Friend  divine; 
But  tho'  darkness  hide,  He  is  there  to  guide 
By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 

There  are  times  when  tired  of  the  toilsome  road. 
That  for  ways  of  the  world  I  pine; 
But  He  draws  me  back  to  the  upward  track 
By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 

When  the  way  is  dim,  and  I  cannot  see 
Through  the  mist  of  His  wise  design, 
Hoio  my  glad  heart  yearns  and  my  faith  returns 
By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 


In  the  last  sad  hour  as  I  stand  alone, 
Where  the  poioers  of  death  combine, 
While  the  dark  ivaves  roll  He  will  guide  my  soul 
By  the  touch  of  His  hand  on  mine. 


Public  Service  Camp,  for  he  is  a  conscientious  objector  to 
war.  There  is  a  defense  worker;  and  by  him  a  man  who  re- 
fused a  lucrative  job  making  guns  because  of  his  religious 
convictions. 

"Now  my  eye  moves  over  the  parents  of  boys.  This  man's 
son  is  in  Italy  right  this  minute.  That  man's  son  is  in 
France,  Hawaii,  Panama,  England.  .  .  .  There  is  anxiety, 
strain,  hunger  on  those  faces. 

"Here  is  a  family  which  just  this  week  buried  a  mother. 
There  a  man  recalls  that  just  one  year  ago  his  wife  died; 
his  motherless  boys,  two  of  them,  sit  beside  him. 

"There  are  college  professors,  farmers,  housewives,  stu- 
dents, in  that  congregation.  Many  I  know  intimately.  Some 
strangers. 

"I  am  to  lead  them  in  worship  and  I  am  to  preach  for 
them!  I  think  of  what  I  have  planned  to  say.  I  am  glad  I 
have  chosen  to  speak  on  'Where  God  Breaks  Through  In- 
to Life,'  and  I  am  glad  there  is  a  cross  in  that  sermon! 
No  lesser  theme  would  be  a  worthy  offering.  I  shall  speak 
of  God  and  I  shall  make  it  clear  that  I  mean  the  God  and 
Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  And  I  shall  preach  a 
Christian  gospel;  not  make  a  patriotic  address  with  a  thin 
religious  veneer,  nor  give  a  moral  pep  talk,  nor  lapse  into 
sweet  reasonableness.  The  god  of  power  will  not  rise  to 
this  demand;  nor  the  god  of  life,  order,  and  beauty.  Not 
even  the  god  of  justice  will  do;  he  may  encourage  us  to 
vindictiveness  and  self-righteousness.  Only  the  God  of 
the  cross  will  do.  Only  He  gives  a  clue  to  the  judgment 
of  catastrophic  events  in  history;  only  He  speaks  forgiv- 
ingly and  redemptively. 

"I  have  a  congregation  before  me  and  I  am  glad  I  have 
chosen  to  speak  of  God!" 

Not  long  ago  in  North  Cleveland,  Tenn.,  church  the  pas- 
tor asked  everybody  who  had  loved  ones  in  the  Service  of 
our  country  to  raise  his  hand.  A  great  sea  of  hands  went 
up  and  there  were  many  tears  shed. 

Perhaps  next  Sunday  you  will  sit  by  the  side  of  someone 
who,  for  some  reason,  is  sad.  They  will  need  that  clasp  of 
the  hand  you  can  give  them.  If  they  are  strangers,  you 
might  say,  "We're  glad  to  have  you  in  our  service,  be  sure 
to  come  again."  If  they  are  regular  attendants  at  your 
church,  you  might  say,  "That  was  a  good  sermon,  or  that 
singing  was  fine."  Just  a  little  friendly  greeting  may  mean 
much  to  him  or  her.  It  is  truly  wonderful  what  that  little 
personal  touch  will  do.  We  hope  and  pray  that  you,  too, 
have  felt  that  need  of  a  handclasp  from  your  brothers  and 
sisters  in  Christ,  for  unless  you  have  you  will  not  under- 
stand the  language  in  this  message  to  you. 

It  may  be  hard  for  some  of  you  to  speak  to  strangers. 
Here  is  a  little  story  we  hope  may  help  you: 

A  young  woman  was  in  the  habit  of  going  to  social  gath- 
erings, but  she  was  considered  just  a  wallflower,  as  she 
was  always  shy,  self-conscious  and  awkward.  When  people 
spoke  to  her  she  was  almost  too  timid  to  answer.    Then 

one  night  at  a  party  an  old 
gentleman  sensed  her  trouble 
and  told  her  a  secret.  "I  will 
tell  you  how  you  may  at- 
tain popularity,"  he  said. 
"Remember  that  everybody 
else  is  lonesome  too."  That  was 
a  startling  thought  to  the 
young  girl.  She  had  been  so 
busy  thinking  of  herself  she 
hadn't  given  a  thought  to  any- 
body else.  She  decided  to  try 
to  make  other  people  feel  less 
strange  and  alone.  It  was  hard 
at  first,  for  when  she  went  to 
speak  to  strangers  she  would 
almost  lose  her  nerve  and  the 
words  would  stick  in  her  throat. 
Then  she  would  remember  the 
secret  she  had  learned  and  it 
wouldn't  be  hard  any  more. 
Our  poem  on  this  page  brings 
(Continued  on  page  17) 


In  the  TwinkliHi 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

How  vividly  it  all  came  up  before 
her  in  this  hour  of  quiet  reverie!  But 
her  mind  flitted  swiftly  to  another 
scene,  one  that  had  been  hanging  in 
the  background  of  all  her  tnought 
ever  since  (thinking  of  Tom  Ham- 
mond and  the  interrupted  conversa- 
tion) ,  she  had  been  reminded  of  home 
and  its  happenings. 

There  had  been  a  Donation  Party 
for  their  pastor  (Episcopalian  Metho- 
dist) at  the  house  of  one  of  the 
members  on  the  very  night  of  the 
store  scene.  Madge  had  gone,  of 
course.  Balhang  was  wont  to  say  that 
a  Donation  Party  simply  could  not  be 
run  without  her. 

Sitting  on  that  Embankment  hotel 
balcony  with  eyes  fixed  on  the  lamps, 
the  river,  the  bridge  the  traffic  yet 
seeing  nothing  of  it  all,  that  Donation 
Party  all  came  back  to  her.  Things  had 
been  a  bit  still  and  formal  at  first, 
as  they  often  are  at  such  gatherings. 

The  adults  sat  around  and  talked 
on  current  topics — how  much  turkeys 
would  fetch  for  Thanksgiving, 
whether  it  would  pay  best  to  sell  them 
plucked  or  unplucked,  what  would 
folks  do  for  cranberries  for  Thanks- 
giving, since  the  cranberry  crop  had 
failed  that  year — "An'  turkey  wi'out 
cranberry  ain't  wuth  a  twist  o'  the 
tongue." 

"An'  squash,"  suggested  one  old 
man.  "What's  turkey  wi'out  squash? 
I'd  most  so  soon  hev  only  Boston" 
(i.  e.,  pork  and  beans)  "fur  dinner  as 
ter  go  wi'out  squash  wi'  turkey." 
I  The  young  folk  had  been  "moping 
around"  like  draggled  chickens  on  a 
wet  day  when  the  barn-door  is  shut. 

When  at  this  juncture  Madge  had 
burst  upon  the  scene. 

With  a  gay  laugh  she  turned  to  the 
hostess,  saying: 

"Things  want  hustling  a  bit  here, 
Miss  Julie.  Everyone  is  as  glum  as  a 
whippoorwill  that  is  fixed  up  with 
the  grippe." 

In  the  quiet  of  that  corner  of  the 
hotel  balcony  she  smiled  at  these  re- 
membrances of  her  nonsense  that 
night.  She  had  started  the  young 
people  playing  their  favourite  games 
of  "Whisper,"  "Armsterdam,"  etc.,  in 
two  or  three  of  the  smaller  rooms; 
then  had  raced  away  again  to  the 
room  where  the  adults  were  sitting 
squarely  against  the  wall,  as  grim  as 
"brazen  images."  Dropping  on  the 
piano  stool,  she  struck  a  few  soft,  ten- 
der notes,  suggestive  of  some  very 
gracious  hymn,  then  suddenly  broke 


into  some  frivolous  song. 

Behind  a  corner  of  the  curtain  the 
young  pastor  had  watched  and 
listened.  He  had  thought  his  presence 
unknown  to  her.  He  was  mistaken. 

For  three-quarters  of  an  hour  she 
had  been  the  life  of  that  room.  Then, 
suddenly,  as  she  was  singing  at  the 
piano,  the  room  grew  very  quiet.  She 
was  aroused  by  a  voice  just  behind 
her  ear,  saying: 

"Miss  Finisterre,  are  you  going  to 
supper  with  this  first  batch,  or  will 
you  wait  the  next  turn?" 

Turning,  she  found  herself  face  to 
face  with  the  young  pastor,  the  room 
being  otherwise  empty.  His  gaze  was 
very  warm,  very  ardent.  She  had 
flushed  under  the  power  of  that  gaze. 

She  had  railed  him  on  his  extra 
seriousness,  and  he  had  answered, 

"Don't,  Madge!  you  must  know  why 
I  am  grave  and  sad  tonight."  (He  had 
never  called  her  Madge  before.) 

"No,  I  don't,"  she  had  replied. 

"In  less  than  a  week,"  he  went  on, 
"so  I  have  heard  tonight,  you  leave 
Balhang.  You  are  going  to  Europe,  and 
will  be  away  long  months,  perhaps  a 
year." 

She  had  gazed  at  him  in  honest 
wonder,  not  fully  grasping  his  mean- 
ing. 

"Why,"  she  asked,  "should  that 
make  you  sad?" 

"I  thought,  dear,  you  must  have 
seen  how,  for  a  long  time,  I  had 
learned  to  love  you,  Madge." 

Tonight  she  heard  again  the  yearn- 
ing, pleading  voice  as  he  had  cried: 
"Can  you  ever  guess  how  great  is  my 
love  for  you?  Tell  me,  dear,  do  you, 
can  you,  love  me  in  return?  Will  you 
be  my  wife?  Will  you  come  into  all  my 
life  to  bless  it?  And  let  me  be  wholly 
yours  to  help,  to  bless,  to  strengthen, 
to  love,  to  cherish  you?" 

"I  don't  know  how  to  answer  you., 
pastor.  It  is  all  so  sudden.  I  knew,  of 
course,  that  we  were  great  friends,  and 
I  am  sure  I  like  you  very  much,  but — 
this  proposal!  Why,  I  never  dreamed 
that  you  cared  for  me  like  that,  for 
how  could  I  be  a  minister's  wife?  I  am 
such  a  gay,  thoughtless,  foolish  little 
thing — I — " 

There  had  followed  more  tender 
pleading,  and  she  had  finally  said,  "If 
you  love  me,  Homer,  as  you  say  you 
do,  please  do  not  bother  me  any  more 
now.  Wait  until  I  come  back  from 
Europe — then — then — " 

"What,  Madge?"  he  had  cried  softly, 
eagerly. 

"If  I  can  honestly  say  'Yes,' "  she 
had  replied,  "I  will  and  I  will  not  even 
wait  for  you  to  ask  me  again." 

At  that  instant  there  had  come  a 
rush  of  feet,  a  sound  of  many  voices. 
The  curtain  was  flung  aside,  just  as 
her  fingers  strayed  over  the  keys  of 
the  instrument,  and  the  pastor  suc- 
ceeded in  regaining  his  old  unseen 
nook. 

"I  guess  Miss  Julie's  waitin'  fur  yer, 
Miss  Madge,  ter  go  ter  yer  supper," 
bawled  an  old  deacon  of  the  church. 

She  had  swept  the  ivory  keys  with 
rollicking  touch  and  sang  in  gayest 
style. 

Amid     the  uproarious  laughter     of 


everyone  in  the  room,  she  had 
bounded  away  to  supper. 

Except  for  one  moment,  when  she 
was  leaving  the  house  for  home,  and 
he  had  helped  her  on  with  her  cloak, 
the  pastor  had  not  spoken  again  di- 
rectly to  her  that  evening.  He  had 
managed  then  to  whisper, 

"God  bless  you,  my  darling!  I  shall 
pray  for  you,  and  live  on  the  hope  I 
read  in  your  eyes  tonight." 

It  was  all  this  which  had  risen  so 
strangely  before  her  mind,  as  tonight, 
on  that  hotel  balcony,  she  had  begun 
to  ask  herself  how  much  she  really 
cared  for  Tom  Hammond,  and  what 
answer  she  would  have  given  him  had 
he  proposed  to  her  that  afternoon. 

"I  told  pastor,"  she  murmured,  "that 
night,  that  I  was  not  sure  of  myself. 
I  am  no  nearer  being  sure  of  myself 
now  than  I  was  then." 

The  scene  with  Hammond  rose  up 
before  her,  and  she  added:  "I  am  less 
sure,  I  think,  than  ever!" 

She  gazed  fixedly  where  the  double 
line  of  lamps  gleamed  on  the  near- 
distant  bridge.  For  a  moment  she  tried 
to  compare  the  two  lives — that  of  an 
American  Methodist  pastor's  wife, 
with  endless  possibilities  of  doing 
good,  and  that  of  the  wife  of  a  com- 
paratively wealthy  newspaper  editor- 
manager. 

"Should  I  like  to  marry  a  popular 
man?"  she  asked  herself.  "I  read 
somewhere  once  that  popular  men, 
like  popular  actors,  make  bad  hus- 
bands, that  they  cannot  endure  the 
tameness  of  an  audience  of  one." 

She  laughed  low,  and  a  little 
amusedly,  as  she  added,  "Oh  well, 
Tom  Hammond  has  not  asked  me  to 
marry  him.  Perhaps  he  never  will — 
and  well,  'sufficient  for  the  day  is  the 
evil  thereof.'  Pastor  once  preached 
from  that,  I  remember." 

The  night  had  grown  cooler.  She 
shivered  a  little  as  she  rose  and  passed 
into  the  lighted  room  beyond. 

Two  hours  later,  as  she  laid  her 
head  upon  the  pillow,  she  murmured, 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

We  are  so  glad  to  welcome  so  many 
new  members  into  our  Circle.  They 
are  coming  in  fast  and  we  may  have 
to  cut  some  of  them  in  order  to  get 
them  all  in.  Anyway,  I'll  try  to  get 
your  name  and  address  in  so  that  you 
may  write  to  each  other.  We  feel  sure 
that  we  are  going  to  have  a  lot  of 
happy  homes,  for  when  the  children 
get  to  living  right,  then  daddy  and 
mother  will  want  to  help  them,  of 
course.  The  Bible  says  a  little  child 
shall  lead  them.  Now  listen,  children, 
I  do  not  want  one  child  to  join  the 
Circle  in  order  to  see  his  letter  in 
print  or  to  get  your  name  and  address 
in  the  paper  so  someone  may  write  to 
you,  but  because  you  want  to  help 
make  your  home  happy.  You  may  fool 
me  but  you  can't  fool  God. 

Did  you  see  those  big  hands  on  our 
cover  page?  This  represents  friend- 
ship. The  little  girl  in  our  story 
needed  a  friend.  There  are  little  girls 
and  boys  in  your  neighborhood,  and 
who  come  to  your  Sunday  School,  who 
need  your  smile  and  friendly  spirit  to 
bring  them  to  Christ.  Don't  forget. 

Here  are  our  new  Circle  members: 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  am  eleven 
years  old  and  in  the  fifth  grade.  I  am 
glad  to  join  the  Happy  Home  Circle. 
Please  pray  for  me  that  I  may  grow 
stronger  in  the  Lord  and  become  a 
worker  for  the  Lord. — Naomi  Black- 
well,  1206  Indiana,  Joplin,  Mo. 

Note: — Naomi  was  one  of  my  little 
chums  when  she  lived  in  Cleveland.— 
Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  am  a  little 
girl  ten  years  old.  I  am  in  the  fifth 
grade  at  school.  I  want  to  be  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Happy  Home  Circle. 

I  was  saved  about  a  year  ago.  I  love 
the  Lord  and  want  to  do  something 
great  for  Him.  I  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway  every  month.  I  always  read 
the  Children's  Page.  Most  of  the  time 
I  read  letters  from  our  boys  in  Service. 
Pray  for  me  that  I  might  become  a 
worker  for  the  Lord. — Sadie  Murdock. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  am  ten 
years  old  and  in  the  fifth  grade.  My 
name  is  Mac  Ward  Symes.  I  enjoy 
reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  very 
much,  especially  the  Children's  Page. 
I  take  piano  lessons  every  Wednesday 
morning  at  7:30  a.  m. 

I  am  a  Christian  boy.  Daddy  pas- 
tors two  churches  in  the  mountains. 
Daddy  and  Mother  go  to  the  Church  of 
God  Bible  Training  School. 
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My  sister's  name  is  Clara  Jane 
Symes.  She  sells  five  rolls  of  Lighted 
Pathways  each  month. 

I  want  to  start  the  new  year  out  by 
joining  the  Happy  Home  Circle.  May 
God  bless  you  in  your  work  in  putting 
out  the  Lighted  Pathway.— Mac  Ward 
Symes,  c|o  B.T.  S.,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  am  a  lit- 
tle boy  nine  years  old.  I  am  in  the 
fourth  grade.  My  name  is  John  Phine- 
has  Symes.  I  like  to  read  your  message. 
I  received  a  Bible  for  Christmas.  I 
have  read  the  Book  of  Psalms  and 
read  forty-three  chapters  in  Genesis. 

I  take  piano  lessons  at  Bible  Train- 
ing School.  My  piano  teacher  is  Miss 
Blackwood.  I  want  to  join  the  Happy 
Home  Circle. — John  Phinehas  Symes, 
B.  T.  S.,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  am  a  girl 
ten  years  of  age.  I  am  in  the  fifth 
grade  at  school.  I  would  like  to  be  a 
member  of  the  Happy  Home  Circle.  I 
enjoy  reading  the  stories  of  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  May  God  wonder- 
fully bless  you  in  your  work. — 
Joyce  Thomas,  Box  805,  Lake  Worth, 
Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  am  a  little 
boy  eleven  years  old.  My  father  is  a 
minister  in  the  Church  of  God.  I  love 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  especially  the 
Children's  Page.  I  want  to  join  the 
Happy  Home  Circle.  May  God  bless 
you  in  your  work. — Eugene  Pace,  Rt. 
1,  Box  723,  Morenci,  Ariz. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  am  a  lit- 
tle girl  nine  years  old.  I  am  in  the 
third  grade  and  attend  school  at 
Campaign. 

I  like  the  Lighted  Pathway,  especial- 
ly the  Children's  Page.  I  read  it  each 
month.  I  would  like  to  be  a  member  of 
your  Happy  Home  Circle.  — Betty  Sue 
Blaylock,  Campaign,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: — I  want  to 
add  my  name  to  the  Happy  Home 
Circle  and  try  to  make  my  home  a  bet- 
ter one,  if  possible.  Pray  for  me  that 
I  might  be  a  help  to  some  lost  soul. 
God  bless  you  and  your  work. — Char- 
lotte Waldron,  De  Sota  City,  Fla. 


WHEN  OLGA  NEEDED  A  FRIEND 

Gladys  Melrose  Gearhart 

It  was  to  be  Olga's  first  day  at 
school.  She  had  come  with  her  parents 
from  Russia.     Now     her  father     had 


bought  a  farm  and  moved  his  family 
there.  Olga  loved  the  pretty  hills.  It 
was  springtime  and  she  found  great 
delight  in  hunting  the  first  wild 
flowers  of  the  season. 

However,  when  her  father  told  her 
she  must  start  to  school  a  great  fear 
began  to  grow  in  her  little  heart. 
There  would  not  be  a  single  familiar 
face  to  smile  at  her.  Perhaps  even  the 
strange  faces  would  not  smile.  Per- 
haps they  would  not  want  her  there. 
These  thoughts  were  terrible  enough 
to  make  little  Olga  shed  many  tears. 
Yet  she  knew  the  hardest  part  of  all 
would  be  that  she  could  not  say  a 
single  word  to  the  teacher  or  any  of 
the  boys  and  girls,  for  she  could  not 
speak  at  all  in  the  English  language. 

"Oh,  I  don't  want  to  go  to  school!" 
she  sobbed. 

The  mother  could  only  pat  little 
Olga's  shoulder  and  coax  her  not  to 
cry,  for  she  could  not  tell  her  English 
words  to  speak,  nor  could  she  promise 
that  the  American  children  would 
smile  at  her  and  want  her  to  be  with 
them. 

Now  this  first  morning  had  arrived! 
There  was  a  pain  in  Olga's  heart  as 
she  started  down  the  road  toward  the 
bars,  alone.  She  knew  the  way  to  the 
little  white  schoolhouse  that  stood  be- 
side a  small  happy  brook,  for  every 
day  since  she  had  lived  in  her  new 
home  she  had  picked  flowers  on  the 
top  of  the  high  hill  back  of  her  fa- 
ther's farm  where  she  could  look  down 
on  the  building  with  its  playgrounds. 

So  now  Olga  went  through  the  bars, 
down  the  lane,  then  climbed  the  hill 
through  the  fields.  She  was  afraid  to 
go  the  way  the  other  children  went, 
for  fear  someone  might  laugh  at  her. 

When  she  came  to  where  she  could 
look  down  at  the  schoolhouse  the  chil- 
dren were  all  out  playing  games. 
How  Olga  wished  she  could  be  as 
happy  as  they  were,  joining  in  their 
fun.  At  the  same  time  she  wished  that 
she  might  run  home  to  her  mother 
and  never  go  down  to  be  with  children 
to  whom  she  could  not  talk. 

Suddenly  an  idea  flashed  into  her 
mind.  She  could  tell  her  mother  every 
morning  that  she  was  going  to  school, 
and  then  only  come  this  far  and  stay 
until  others  went  home  at  night.  Yet 
a  queer  feeling  came  with  this 
thought.  She  had  always  told  her 
mother  the  truth.  Besides,  she  could 
not  go  home  and  tell  what  she  had 
learned  that  day  if  she  did  not  go  to 
school. 

At  that  moment  the  bell  on  top  of) 
(Continued  on  page  17> 


The  Lighted  Pathway! 


FATHER  and  MOTHER'S  PAGE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  felt  led  to  write  you  this  morning. 
My  heart  is  very  heavy.  I  have  just 
been  reading  the  February  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  was  reading  about  the 
"Home-Coming  of  Two  Heroes"  and  I 
couldn't  help  but  shed  tears  when  I 
read  it,  for  I  have  a  husband  I  feel  is 
a  hero  and  I  know  that  I  may  never 
get  to  see  him  again.  He  has  been 
"missing  in  action"  ever  since  Septem- 
ber 27. 

I  have  three  children,  the  oldest  one 
only  three  years  old  and  I  have  talked 
to  him  so  much  about  his  daddy  com- 
ing home  and  he  looks  forward  to  that 
time.  It  is  sad  to  think  that  it  may 
never  come. 

There  is  one  thing  that  I  can  re- 
joice about  and  be  thankful  for  and 
that  is  he  was  a  faithful  Christian.  He 
had  grown  much  closer  to  the  Lord 
since  he  went  in  service.  I  received  a 
letter  from  his  buddy  after  he  was 
missing  and  he  said  the  last  time  he 
saw  my  husband  that  he  still  had 
staunch  faith  in  the  Lord.  It  makes 
me  feel  good  to  know  that.  The  Lord 
has  been  with  me  in  all  of  my  troubles. 
He  has  always  been  near  to  comfort 
me  when  it  seemed  like  I  couldn't  bear 
it  any  longer.  I  surely  praise  and  thank 
Him  for  it  all. 

I  want  you  to  pray  concerning  my 
husband.  I  know  that  it  is  possible 
that  he  is  still  alive  and  will  get  to 
come  back  yet.  That  is  what  I  am 
praying  for.  I  know  that  we  have  a 
great  God  and  that  He  can  do  all 
things. 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way very  much.  I  have  been  reading 
it  ever  since  I  was  big  enough  to  read. 

Please  pray  for  me  that  I  will  do  the 
Lord's  will  at  all  times  and  that  I  can 
rear  my  children  to  live  for  the  Lord. 
I  know  I  have  a  great  responsibility 
and  know  that  I  need  the  Lord's  help. 
I  want  to  meet  my  husband  in  heaven 
if  I  never  get  to  see  him  on  this  earth. 

Encouragement  would  be  appreciat- 
ed. I  am  a  young  mother  and  that 
makes  it  so  much  harder  on  me,  for 
I  don't  understand  or  feel  able  to  bear 
the  responsibility  as  much  as  I  would 
if  I  were  older.  I  am  only  nineteen. — 
A  brokenhearted  wife  and  mother, 
Mrs.  F.  G.  Crews,  Hilliard,  Fla. 

NOTE:  What  are  you  doing  to  help 
these  little  mothers  left  to  battle 
ilone?  This  little  nineteen-year-old 
nother  says  she  does  not  feel  able  to 
aear  the  responsibility  alone.  If  she 


had  a  Mother's  Circle  in  her  commu- 
nity, would  it  not  be  a  great  encour- 
agement to  meet  with  other  mothers 
and  pray  together  and  study  how  to 
bring  up  these  little  darlings?  Associ- 
ation with  other  mothers  would  en- 
courage her,  I  am  sure.  There  are 
thousands  just  like  her. 

This  is  just  one  of  the  many  sad  let- 
ters we  receive  and  the  only  thing 
we  can  do  is  to  pout  out  our  tears 
before  the  Lord  and  pray  for  them, 
also  pray  that  God  will  lay  the  burden 
on  your  hearts  to  do  your  share.  A 
good  encouraging  letter  to  her  from 
you  might  help. 


DO  YOU  HAVE  A  FAMILY  ALTAR 
IN  YOUR  HOME? 

"The  father  to  the  children  shall 
make  known  thy  truth,"  Isa.  38:19. 

Richard  Baxter  was  one  of  Eng- 
land's greatest  ministers.  In  early  life, 
he  went  into  a  large  parish  and  a 
community  which  was  composed  al- 
most entirely  of  rich,  cultured  people. 
He  found  that  the  congregation  was 
cold,  and  all  was  not  as  he  had  ex- 
pected it  to  be  in  the  ministry.  He  was 
disappointed  and  disheartened.  The 
young  pastor  said,  "The  way  to  save 
the  church  and  this  community  is  to 
establish  religion  in  the  homes  of  the 
community,  to  build  the  family  altar." 
Thus  Baxter  spent  three  years  in  his 
visitation  and  in  his  determination  to 
establish  a  family  altar  in  every  home 
in  that  community.  He  succeeded 
amazingly,  and  this  condition  in  the 
homes  was  the  fountainhead  that 
filled  his  church  to  overflowing  and 
started  that  magnificent  ministry  and 
life.  Fundamentally,  religion  must  in- 
volve the  family  relationship.  You 
cannot  even  build  a  church  altar  that 
is   an   attractive   center   without   the 


WHAT  SHALL  WE  STUDY? 

"Mother's  Golden  Now,"  David  C. 
Cook  Publishing  Co.,  Elgin,  111.  Price, 
club  rate,  five  or  more  to  one  address, 
5c  each  per  quarter.  Single  yearly  sub- 
scriptions, four  quarterly  issues,  25c 
per  year.  In  Canada,  7c  per  copy  or  35c 
per  year. 

"Christian  Home  Life,"  price  10c  per 
copy  in  quantities,  or  50c  for  a  yearly 
subscription.  Order  from  Standard 
Publishing  Co.,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

Send  for  book,  "Child  Training  and 
Social  Evangelism."  Address,  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn.    Price  35c. 

Parents'  Magazine,  52  Vanderbilt 
Avenue,  New  York,  N.  Y.  $2.00  per 
year.  Please  send  your  subscription  for 
Parents'  Magazine  to  me  or  mention 
"The  Lighted  Pathway"  when  you  or- 
der direct  from  the  publishers.  Be 
sure  to  send  subscriptions  to  the  two 
first  named  magazines  to  the  address 
given.  Do  not  send  them  to  me. — Ed. 


family  altar.     Baxter  was  right  and 
proved  it. 

Now  I  will  take  you  to  the  opposite 
side.  Thomas  Boston  was  likewise  a 
great  minister,  but,  unlike  Baxter,  he 
spent  the  years  of  his  early  ministry 
in  the  slums  of  a  city  among  the  poor 
people.  There  he  discovered  the  same 
condition — the  church  was  cold  and 
empty.  He  had  no  influence.  He  was 
disneartened  and  discouraged.  He 
said  that  the  only  way  to  save  the 
church  is  to  save  the  family.  And  he 
went  all  through  that  poor  community 
and  established  family  altars  where 
they  worshipped  God  in  the  home  ev- 
ery day  in  the  week.  He  built  up  the 
altars,  and  he  says  he  spent  three 
years  doing  it.  And  then  Thomas  Bos- 
ton's church  started  to  revive,  and  the 
community  was  filled  with  spiritual 
power  and  influence. 

FAMILY  ALTARS  AND  MIS- 
SIONARIES 

One  of  the  noblest  of  missionaries 
was  John  G.  Paton.  No  marl  evidenced 
more  heroism  and  sacrifice  than  did 
that  kingly,  wonderful  soldier  of  the 
cross.  Read  the  biography  of  this  de- 
voted missionary.  You  will  find  on 
the  first  page  the  secret  of  that  life 
of  service,  the  one  memory  around 
which  all  the  rest  of  Paton's  ministry 
centers.  That  recollection  is  of  his  fa- 
ther with  his  old  family  Bible  twice  a 
day  at  the  family  altar,  children  all 
around  him  hearing  the  message  of 
God,  then  down  on  their  knees  to- 
gether. Paton  says  that  in  that  old 
home  his  father's  mighty  religious  in- 
fluence made  him  all  he  was  and  start- 
ed his  missionary  life  and  work.  As 
you  read  the  rest  of  his  biography, 
you  will  find  this  spiritual  influence 
in  operation  all  through  his  life. 

Henry  M.  Grady  visited  Washington, 
D.  C,  and  when  he  went  back  to  At- 
lanta, Ga.,  he  wrote  an  editorial  about 
the  Capitol  at  Washington,  described 
it  beautifully,  and  called  it  the  home 
of  this  great  nation,  the  center  around 
which  tne  nation  moves.  Some  months 
passed  by,  and  he  went  back  to  his 
old  home  in  Georgia.  And  then  when 
he  returned  to  Atlanta,  he  wrote  an- 
other editorial,  and  in  it  he  said  he 
had  made  a  tremendous  blunder  when 
he  wrote  that  first  editorial.  He  said 
that  the  center  of  this  country  is  not 
in  the  United  States  Capitol — it  is  in 
the  hovels  and  in  the  cottages  and  in 
the  old  farmhouses  and  in  every  home 
in  this  land  in  which  there  is  a  family 
altar.  The  Christian  home  is  the  cen- 
ter of  American  life  from  which  all 
the  rest  of  it  moves  and  radiates.  And 
Henry  M.  Grady  was  justified  in  apol- 
ogizing for  his  mistake. 

A  PRECIOUS  HERITAGE 

I  know  two  men  that  lived  in  a 
country  home  in  their  boyhood,  and 
they  became  rich  men  when  they  went 
away  from  home.  They  went  occa- 
sionally to  visit  their  father  and  moth- 
er living  in  the  old  home.  And  finally 
the  father  and  mother  went  to  heaven. 
The  sons  did  not  know  what  to  do  with 
this  old  home.  One  of  them  said  to 
the  other,  "If  you'll  sell  out  your  in- 
( Continued  on  page  17) 
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tests;    his   life    hunted 
enemy. 

So  it  is,  beloved,  with  the  tempted 
and  tried  soul!  Who  of  us  would  not 
rather  live  on  a  mountain  top?  Who 
of  us  would  not  rather  have  clear, 
sunny  skies  without  storms?  Who  of 
us  would  not  rather  pray  and  have 
that  sweet  fellowship  and  communion 
without  seeming  interruptions?  The 
tests,  trials  and  storms  for  a  little 
while  may  seem  to  make  God  distant, 
far  off;  but  we  know  He  is  not,  for  He 

.  .  That  the 


A  CHARTED  LIFE! 

Meredith  G.  Standley 

I  have  heard  so  many  people 
say  when  they  get  to  heaven,  first 
they  want  to  see  Jesus;  then  mother, 
father,  loved  ones,  this  old  friend  or 
that  old  friend! 

I  have  always  felt  that  after  I  see 
the  Lord,  I  do  not  want  to  see  the 
apostles,  or  anyone  else.  First,  I  would 
like  to  find  my  Charted  Life  and  let 
my    loved    ones,    redeemed    men    and 

angels  rejoice  with  me  over  the  mar-  is  everywhere  present! 
velous   dealings    of    God    and 
how  He  led  me  all  the  way! 

When  Job's  friends,  loved 
ones,  and  all  others  had  for- 
saken him,  even  his  wife 
charging  God  foolishly,  and 
those  who  should  have  been  a 
real  comfort  misunderstood 
him  and  only  helped  to  gen- 
erate the  fog  that  seemed  to 
envelope  him,  he  declared, 
"He  knoweth  the  way  that  I 
take:  when  he  hath  tried  me. 
I  shall  come  forth  as  gold!" 

We  are  prone  to  forget  that 
"as  many  as  are  led  by  the 
Spirit  of  God,  they  are  the 
sons  of  God." — Rom.  8:14. 
The  Holy  Spirit  that  led  Jesus 
into  the  wilderness  to  be 
tempted  by  the  devil  forty 
days  and  forty  nights  is  the 
same  Holy  Spirit  who  will  lead 
us  into  all  truth,  so  that  we 
may  pray  by  faith  the  Lord's 
prayer,  "Lead  us  not  into 
temptation."  Yes,  we  may  be 
"in  heaviness  through  mani- 
fold temptations."  The  Psalm- 
ist said,  "He  sent  a  man  be- 
fore them,  even  Joseph,  who 
was  sold  for  a  servant:  whose 
feet  they  hurt  with  fetters: 
he  was  laid  in  iron:  until  the 
time  that  his  word  came," 
Psa.  105:17-29.  No  wonder  the 
poet  sar><j: 

"He   kindles  for  my  profit, 

purely, 
Affliction's     glowing,     fiery 

brand; 
For  all  His  heaviest  blows 

are  surely 
Inflicted  by  a  Master  hand!" 

Joseph  would  have  pre- 
ferred to  stay  with  his  father; 
but  it  was  necessary  for  him 
to  go  through  the  bitter  tests, 
and  under  the  pressure  of 
those  long  years  in  Egypt  un- 
til God  brought  him  out  and 
made  him  the  savior  of  his 
family. 

David  would  have  preferred 
to  go  right  to  the  throne;  but 
it  was  necessary  for  him  to  go 
through  those  years  of  temp- 
tation   and    trial    and    severe 


MY   FATHER   KNOWS 

By  Rev.   Campbell  Coyle,   D.  D. 

My  Father  knows  what  is  best  for  me;  and  so  come  good  or  ill, 

I'll  walk  with  Him,  and  trust  in  Him,  as  I  climb  life's  rugged 

hill. 

Though  the  way  be  rough,  and  chasms  yawn,   and  dark   clouds 

fill  the  sky, 

I'll  count  all  things  good  that  come  to  me,  as  each  day  passes 

bv- 

I  dare  not  choose  the  way  to  go,  for  I  know  not  what  is  best. 
So  by  my  side,  and  my  hand  in  His,  I'll  leave  to  Him  the  rest. 

The  way  grows  clearer  as  I  go,  for  I  see  the  glow  of  dawn. 
And  ail  will  be  well  with  me,  I  know,  a  little  farther  on. 

My  Father  knows  what  is  best  for  me;  and  I  will  trust  in  Him, 
And  walk  in  the  way  that  He  appoints,  though  oft  the  way 
is  dim. 
The  way  may  lead  where  the  roses  grow,  or  through  some  desert 
drear, 
Where   parched  with  thirst  the  hot  sands  are,  and   never  a 
flow'r  to  cheer; 
Or  it  may  lead  into  mountain  heights,  where  tall  pine  banners 
wave. 
Or  to  some  quiet  and  sacred  spot  beside  a  dear  one's  grove — 
it  matters  not;  I  will  walk  with  Him,  and  trust  me  to  His  care; 
For  knowing  so  well  my  Father's  heart,  I'll  go  with  Him  any- 
where. 


trial  of  your  faith,  being  much  more 
precious  than  of  gold  that  perisheth, 
though  it  be  tried  with  fire,  might  be 
found  unto  praise  and  honor  and  glory 
at  the  appearing  of  Jesus  Christ," 
1  Pet.  1:7.  It  is  this  trial  of  faith  that 
proves  to  the  world  that  we  believe 
His  promise,  "I  will  never  leave  thee, 
nor  forsake  thee!" 

Peter  said,  "Beloved,  think  it  not 
strange  concerning  the  fiery  trial 
which  is  to  try  you,  as  though  some 
strange  thing  happened  unto  you." 
No!  It  is  to  try  us,  to  help  us  to  tri- 
umphantly sing: 

"Tempted  and  tried,  I  need  a 
great  Savior, 

One  who  can  help  my  bur- 
dens to  bear; 

I  must  tell  Jesus,.  I  must  tell 
Jesus; 

He  all  my  cares  and  sorrows 
will  share." 


Yes,  if  the  burdens  didn't 
come  upon  us,  there  would  be 
none  to  cast  upon  the  Lord. 
He  said,  "Cast  thy  burden  up- 
on the  Lord,  and  he  shall  sus- 
tain thee."  If  the  cares  did 
not  test  and  try  us,  there 
would  be  no  need  of  that 
promise:  "Casting  all  your 
care  upon  him,  for  he  careth 
for  you."  The  multiplicity  of 
things  that  crowd  in  upon  us 
are  only  to  teach  us  that  won- 
derful life  of  faith  and  abso- 
lute dependence  on  Him.  They 
reveal  our  weakness  and 
make  us  fly  to  the  strength 
of  God!  We  are  not  kept  by 
our  determination,  or  our  will 
power.  Peter  says  we  are 
"kept  by  the  power  of  God. 
We  have  nothing  to  boast  of; 
we  give  Him  all  the  glory! 

Paul  said,  "Who  maketh 
thee  to  differ  from  another? 
and  what  hast  thou  that  thou 
didst  not  receive?  now  if  thou 
didst  receive  it,  why  dost  thou 
glory,  as  if  thou  hadst  not  re- 
ceived it?"  1  Cor.  4:7.  In  oth- 
er words,  if  we  receive  every- 
thing from  God,  why  do  we 
boast?  Why  do  we  look  on 
anyone  as  though  we  had  not 
received  all  we  have?  May  we 
ever  have  that  unmovable 
stay  on  Him  so  that  we  can 
sing,  in  sunshine  or  storm, 
from  our  hearts: 

"I  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest] 

frame, 
But    wholly    lean    on    Jesus'! 

name!" 

Do    you    think    me    foolish] 

when  I  say  that  after  I  see 

Him  who  is  the  fairest  among 

ten   thousand,   and   the   One| 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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"And  they  that  be  wise  shall  shine 
as  the  brightness  of  the  firmament. 
And  they  that  turn  many  to  righteous- 
ness as  the  stars  for  ever  and  ever," 
Dan.  12:3. 

THE  SOUL  WINNER 
Of  course,  we  know  that  to  be  able 
to  lead  men  to  Christ,  we  must  know 
the  way  to  Him  ourselves.  We  must  be 
thorough  Christians,  filled  with  the 
Spirit,  living  a  life  of  prayer,  with  a 
burning  desire  in  our  hearts  to  see 
souls  saved.  Like  our  Master,  we  must 
love  people.  We  must  deny  ourselves, 
and  live  for  others. 

"Others,  Lord,  yes  others, 
Let  this  my  motto  be, 
Let  me  live  for  others, 
That  I  may  live  like  Thee." 

The  Christian  must  go  to  those  who 
need  him;  they  will  not  come  to  him. 
Earth's  byways  and  highways  are  alike 
filled  with  the  neglected  and  perish- 
ing. The  disciple,  like  his  Master,  has 
a  special  mission  to  them.  "As  the  Fa- 
ther hath  sent  me  into  the  world,  even 
so  send  I  you."  Like  our  blessed  Savior, 
we,  too,  must  seek  and  save  the  lost. 
We  are  ever  prone  to  turn  to  those 
who  have  not  gone  astray.  But  such 
was  not  our  Master.  We  find  Him 
working  among  people  in  all  walks  of 
life.  So  must  we.  Down  in  the  slums 
of  your  city  is  a  good  place  to  work  for 
the  Master.  Some  of  our  greatest 
preachers  have  arisen  from  the  slums 
of  some  large  city. 

God  has  in  these  last  days  brought 
all  the  ends  of  the  earth  together.  Be- 
fore the  war,  and  we  hope  after  the 
war,  the  earnest  worker  can  go  to 
almost  any  part  of  the  globe  without 
difficulty,  and  bring  in  the  wanderer 
and  the  outcast  to  the  royal  feast  of 
heaven.  With  hands  of  holy  violence 
and  yet  with  the  voice  of  love  and  the 
touch  of  gentleness,  we  should  go 
after  the  most  needy  and  neglected 
mes  of  earth,  in  the  assured  confi- 
dence that  God's  blessings  will  follow 
as,  and  that  our  labors  shall  not  be 
n  vain.  In  the  great  banqueting  house 
)f  heaven  may  it  be  ours  to  see  some 
imong  the  guests  who  shall  have  been 
gathered  in  by  our  faithful  obedience 
10  His  command. 

THE  MAIN  THING 

The  main  thing  in  every  Christian's 
ife  should  be  to  get  someone  else  to 
;aste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  good, 
["his  is  the  desire  of  every  true  Chris- 
lan's  heart.  Surely  the  coming  of  the 
jord  is  near.  The  day  is  far  spent, 
light  is  drawing  near.  We  must  work 
trtiile  it  is  yet  day.  We  should  never 
>e  too  busy  on  our  job  to  stop  long 
nough  to  speak  to  someone  about  his 
oul.  Some  think  that  just  so  they  live 
;ood  and  go  to  church  regularly  is 
nough.  But,  Christian,  whoever  you 
re,  and  how  insignificant  you  may 
eel  yourself  to  be,  responsibility  rests 
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upon  you  to  win  souls  for  Christ.  On 
your  job,  on  the  streets,  in  the  stores, 
and  wherever  you  may  be,  you  have 
opportunities  to  win  souls  for  Christ. 
You  do  not  have  to  force  opportuni- 
ties, but  one  who  makes  winning  souls 
the  main  thing  in  his  life  will  always 
find  time  for  a  good  deal  of  this  serv- 
ice. When  you  are  looking  for  it,  the 
opportunity  for  it  meets  you  at  every 
turn.  Try  it,  and  prove  this  for  your- 
self. 

TURNING  MEN  TO  CHRIST 

Have  you  ever  won  a  soul  for  Christ? 
If  you  haven't,  Christian,  you  don't 
know  how  really  happy  you  can  be. 
It  is  glorious,  there  is  nothing  like  it. 
The  winner  of  souls  works  with  the 
most  precious  raw  material — man- 
hood. He  has  the  greatest  co-worker — 
Christ.  The  results  are  the  most  re- 
markable —  the  transformation  of 
character.  The  rewards  are  the  rich- 
est— the  rest  prepared.  So  let's  be  soul- 
winners. 

A  humble,  hard-working  evangelist 
in  Wales  had  but  one  convert  about 
whom  he  was  confident.  This  latter, 


I  DID  THE  BEST  I  COULD 

"Whoa!  whoa!"  madly  shouted  the 
driver  as  he  jerked  at  the  reins,  try- 
ing to  check  the  runaway  team.  His 
covered  wagon  was  loaded  with  men, 
women  and  children.  As  they  ap- 
proached the  river  the  horrified  driv- 
er's heart  sank  within  him,  for  he 
saw  that  the  bridge  was  closed  for  re- 
pairs. The  horses  turned  aside  and 
rushed  on,  plunging  headlong  into  the 
swollen  waters  of  the  river.  The  death 
struggles  of  the  occupants  of  the  wag- 
on were  most  pitiful  as  they  battled 
against  the  overwhelming  odds  of 
the  rushing  torrent.  Only  a  few 
escaped. 

One  young  man,  an  excellent  swim- 
mer, as  he  battled  against  the  waters 
thought  of  his  mother  who  had  been 
with  him  in  the  wagon.  They,  for- 
tunately, had  been  extricated  from 
the  ruins  of  the  wagon.  She  was 
struggling  wildly  as  her  boy  came  to 
rescue  her.  In  her  frenzy  and  excite- 
ment the  woman  fought  and  strug- 
gled, and  do  what  he  could,  he  failed 
to  save  her. 

A  few  days  later  twelve  bodies  were 
laid  out  for  burial — a  heartbreaking 
occasion.  The  valiant  young  man  was 
standing  by  the  coffin  of  his  dear 
mother.  Suddenly,  in  a  pause  of  the 
service,  the  young  man  broke  out  in 
tears,  and  stooping  by  her  dead  body 
said,  "Dear  mother — dear  mother — I 
did  the  best  I  could  to  save  you,  but 
you  wouldn't  let  me." 

NOTE.  Boys  and  girls,  when  some- 
one dies  unsaved  in  your  community, 
we  hope  you,  too,  can  say,  "I  did  the 
best  I  could  to  save  you,  but  you  would 
not  let  me." — Editor. 


however,  was  William  of  Wern,  who  is 
said  to  have  brought  a  third  of  the 
principality  to  Christ. 

A  young  girl,  through  hearing  a 
missionary  sermon,  resolved  to  work 
for  missions,  and  this,  accordingly, 
she  at  once  proceeded  to  do.  In  after 
times  when  she  had  become  a  wife  and 
mother  she  so  interested  her  son  in 
the  cause  of  the  heathen  that  he  ulti- 
mately became  an  agent  of  the  church 
missionary  society  and  soon  after- 
wards was  widely  known  as  "Mackary 
of  Uganda." 

Young  mothers,  you  may  feel  like 
stepping  out  and  carrying  the  gospel. 
You  may  feel  like  being  a  missionary 
and  carrying  the  glad  tidings  to  the 
heathen  o'er  the  sea.  But  those  little 
ones  around  your  feet  hinder  you,  you 
feel.  Perhaps  God  is  only  leading  you 
to  do  personal  work  among  your 
friends  and  those  with  whom  you  come 
in  contact.  There  are  plenty  of  boys 
and  girls  in  your  neighborhood,  no 
doubt,  who  have  heard  very  little 
about  Jesus  and  His  power  to  save. 
Then,  there  are  your  own  little  chil- 
dren. When  you  are  training  them  up 
in  the  way  of  righteousness  you  are 
doing  a  great  work  for  the  Master. 
Your  son  or  your  daughter  may  be 
that  missionary  that  you  wanted  to  be. 
It  is  a  true  saying,  "The  hand  that 
rocks  the  cradle,  is  the  hand  that  rules 
the  world."  A  great  responsibility  rests 
upon  the  mothers  to  win  the  child  for 
Christ.  Remember,  mothers,  you  have 
saved  the  man  when  you've  saved  the 
child. 

THE  PERSONAL  TOUCH 
A  noted  evangelist  was  once  holding 
a  series  of  services  in  a  church  whose 
pastor  was  a  man  of  long  experience 
and  influence.  One  night  as  they  sat 
on  the  platform  together  the  pastor 
pointed  out  to  the  evangelist  a  man  in 
the  audience. 

"For  twelve  years,"  said  the  pastor, 
"I  have  tried  to  win  that  man  to 
Christ.  I  have  preached  to  him  so  long 
that  I  sometimes  find  myself  doing 
it  almost  unconsciously." 

"From  the  pulpit?"  asked  the  evan- 
gelist. 

"From  the  pulpit,  yes." 

"How  many  times  have  you  gone  to 
him  with  the  love  of  God  in  your  heart 
and  said,  'I  want  to  see  you  become  a 
child  of  God'?" 

"I  must  confess,"  said  the  pastor, 
"that  I  have  never  spoken  to  him  per- 
sonally and  directly  about  his  soul." 

"Then,"  said  the  evangelist,  "per- 
haps he  isn't  so  hard  after  all." 

That  night  the  evangelist,  after  the 
service,  caught  the  man  before  he  got 
to  the  door.  He  spoke  only  a  few  words, 
but  they  were  earnest  and  loving.  The 
next  evening  in  the  "after  service,"  in 
which  so  many  souls  have  found  last- 
ing peace  and  eternal  life,  the  man 
was  on  his  knees  with  the  tears 
streaming  down  his  cheeks.  There  he 
surrendered  all  and  accepted  Christ 
as  his  Savior.  It  was  a  personal  touch 
that  did  it. 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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A  CALL  TO  INDIA 

For  quite  a  few  weeks  I  was  bur- 
dened, but  I  didn't  know  the  meaning 
of  it.  I  knew  that  God  had  a  work  for 
me  to  do,  but  I  didn't  know  what  it 
was. 

I  am  a  great  lover  of  music  and  I 
desired  so  much  to  get  a  degree  in 
music  and  teach  here  at  B.T.S.,  be- 
cause I  felt  that  since  God  gave  me 
my  voice  that  He  wanted  me  to  use  it 
for  Him,  but  God  saw  differently. 

I  was  so  burdened  that  I  was  miser- 
able. On  Sunday,  November,  26,  at 
two  o'clock,  our  dramatics  class  pre- 
sented a  play,  "The  Silver  Trum- 
pet" by  Elliot  Field  and  it  was  so  real 
that  I  lived  with  the  characters. 
Another  thing  that  impressed  me  was 
that  each  of  the  actors  had  the  Holy 
Ghost.  The  play  made  the  sacrifice  of 
a  missionary  so  real  that  I  couldn't 
comprehend  why  anyone  would  be  a 
missionary  until  the  end;  it  showed 
what  great  happiness  could  come  from 
sacrifice.  Even  after  seeing  the  play 
I  never  thought  that  God  wanted  me 
to  be  a  missionary,  but  I  did  have  a 
strange  feeling  about  the  play.  I  felt 
strange  and  wanted  to  be  alone.  I  did 
not  talk  much  to  my  friends.  Finally, 
it  became  time  for  the  evening  service 
and  I  sat  almost  on  the  front  seat.  I 
was  determined  to  get  God's  will  in 
my  life.  I  went  to  the  altar  when  the 
call  was  given.  There  I  prayed  for 
quite  a  while,  but  I  couldn't  get  vic- 
tory. I  got  up  and  went  back  to  my 
seat,  but  I  saw  a  friend  in  the  altar 
who  was  burdened,  so  I  decided  to  go 
pray  with  him.  Finally  he  got  victory, 
but  I  still  felt  that  burden.  I  sat  down 
by  the  altar  for  fifteen  minutes  with- 
out saying  anything,  but  I  was  in  a 
deep  thought.  I  really  thought  God 
wanted  me  to  preach,  but  I  still 
wanted  to  be  a  teacher.  I  got  willing  to 
preach  and  I  still  didn't  have  victory. 
All  I  could  see  was  a  large  mass  of 
dark  faces  holding  their  hands  and 
screaming  for  the  gospel,  and  I  saw 
the  word  INDIA  written  over  them. 
When  I  first  came  to  myself  I  was 
screaming,  "Lord,  I  can't  go."  It 
seemed  impossible.  There  was  my 
musical  career  and  all  the  desires  of 
life  to  be  sacrificed.  I  looked  up  to  see 
if  everything  was  real.  I  couldn't  be- 
lieve that  God  counted  me  worthy  to 
carry  the  gospel  to  a  foreign  country, 
to  heathen  people  who  have  never 
heard  the  name  of  Jesus.  I  told  God, 
"I  can't  go  alone,  but  if  you  will  go 
with  me,  I  will  go."  As  soon  as  I  said 
that,  meaning  it  from  my  heart,  a 
deep-settled  peace  came  over  my  soul, 
and  that  burden  rolled  away.  Now  I 
can  see  that  God  has  been  directing 
my  life  from  the  beginning.  It  is  so 
sweet  to  have  God  solve  every  problem 
that  comes  up  in  life. 

I  am  longing  for  the  time  when  I 
can  say  good-bye  to  my  mother  and 
dad  and  all  of  my  dear  friends  and  go 
to  those  who  are  dying  without  God, 
those  whom  I  love,  and  tell  them  of 


Jesus.  I  don't  feel  now  that  I  am 
making  a  great  sacrifice,  but  only  do- 
.  ing  my  duty  as  a  Christian.  I  love  the 
Savior  and  I  want  to  sacrifice  more 
for  Him.  After  all,  He  died  for  me.  We 
have  only  a  short  time  to  stay  here, 
compared  with  eternity,  and  it  is  up 
to  us  to  win  every  soul  that  we  can 
while  we  are  here. 

Rev.  14:15,  "And  another  angel 
came  out  of  the  temple,  crying  in  a 
loud  voice  to  him  that  sat  on  the 
cloud,  Thrust  in  thy  sickle,  and  reap: 
for  the  time  is  coming  for  thee  to 
reap." 

The  harvest  is  truly  ripe  and  I  am 
happy  that  God  allowed  me  to  be  a 
harvester.  God  called  many  others  to 
foreign  fields  during  the  same  week 
that  I  received  my  call.  We  have  been 
having  a  sweet  time  in  the  Lord  here 
at  B.  T.  S.  this  year  and  I  wouldn't 
take  anything  for  the  years  I  have 
spent  here  because  they  have  meant 
so  much  to  me. 

To  those  who  have  not  found  God's 
will  in  your  life,  I  advise  you  to  pray 
through  to  victory  about  it.  Your  call 
may  not  be  to  preach  or  to  go  to  the 
mission  field,  but  God  has  something 
for  every  one  of  His  children  to  do.  It 
may  be  small,  but  if  it's  God's  will 
you  will  be  happy. 

May  I  say  to  you  ministers  and  laity 
of  the  Church  of  God,  "It  is  up  to  you 
to  back  up  the  missionaries."  They 
need  your  prayers  and  financial  aid. 
Never  be  afraid  to  give  liberally  to  the 
mission  fund,  because  it  is  being  put  to 
a  great  cause. 

In  closing  I  would  like  to  leave  with 
you  this  thought:  John  3:16,  "For 
God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he  gave 
his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever 
believeth  in  him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life." — Jarvis 
Hill. 


A  CALL  TO  JAPAN 

Ever  since  I  gave  my  heart  to  God 
I  have  had  a  burden  for  foreign  mis- 
sions and  a  desire  to  carry  the  gospel 
to  people  who  have  never  heard  of 
Christ.  I  always  felt  that  I  would  be 
a  foreign  missionary  or  do  work  per- 
taining to  missions,  and  that  is  one 
reason  I  came  to  Bible  Training 
School. 

I  wanted  to  know  so  badly  what  God 
wanted  me  to  do,  to  be  sure  about  my 
work,  and  to  learn  the  meaning  of  pa- 
tience; waiting  for  God  to  reveal  to 
me  what  He  would  have  me  do.  I 
thought  several  times  when  a  country 
would  come  to  my  mind  as  I  prayed, 
that  maybe  that  would  be  where  I 
would  go,  but  my  heart  was  never  sat- 
isfied and  I  know  now  that  God  was 
only  seeing  if  I  would  go  anywhere 
like  I  promised  Him  I  would.  I  finally 
became  so  hungry  to  know  His  will 
and  to  prepare  myself  for  a  work  that 
I  fasted  and  prayed  until  I  was  very 
weak. 

One  day  at  B.  T.  S.  God  began  to 
bless  the  students  and  several  were 


being  called  to  various  works  and 
fields.  I  watched  many  of  the  students 
as  God  blessed  them  and  carried  their 
in  visions  to  foreign  countries,  and  as 
I  heard  them  speaking  many  differenl 
languages  my  heart  became  so  hungrj 
to  have  an  experience  like  that  and 
to  know  what  God  would  have  me  tc 
do  that  it  seemed  I  could  hardlj 
stand  it. 

That  night  God  began  blessing  ir 
the  girls'  dormitory  and  He  satisfied 
me  completely  that  my  work  would  b( 
in  Japan.  I  was  so  happy  that  I  could 
not  praise  God  enough  for  His  good- 
ness in  letting  me  carry  the  gospel  tc 
those  people. 

I  am  trying  now  to  prepare  mysel: 
to  serve  Him  and  with  God's  heli 
some  day  I  will  be  doing  my  bit  for  mj 
Master  in  Japan. — June  Freeman. 


TYPEWRITERS   NEEDED 

Typing,  like  all  other  skills,  hold: 
an  important  place  in  the  lives  of  th< 
individuals  and  in  the  work  of  th< 
Lord.  Today  there  are  a  number  o 
students  who  would  like  to  tak< 
typing,  but  cannot  do  so  because 
we  do  not  have  enough  typewriter; 
for  them  to  use. 

Our  Commercial  Department  is  ex 
panding  each  semester.  About  thirt: 
students  wished  to  register  for  be- 
ginning typing  this  semester  but  coulc 
not  do  so  because  our  machines  an 
being  used  every  period  of  the  day— 
and  most  of  the  nights — by  the  stu 
dents  who  have  already  enrolled  ii 
typing  and  shorthand. 

If  anyone  who  reads  this  article  hat 
a  typewriter  that  he  could  rent  or  sel 
to  the  school,  we  would  appreciate  r 
if  he  would  let  us  know  as  soon  a. 
possible.  We  have  tried  to  get  a  num 
ber  of  typewriters  through  the  Wa 
Production  Board  but  have  had  thre< 
applications  turned  down.  If  it  is  im 
possible  to  send  us  a  typewriter  your 
self,  please  add  your  prayers  to  ours  ii 
this  plea  for  typewriters.  Thank  you 
—Mrs.  Hershell  Green,  Commercia 
Department. 

The  "Great  Light" 

In  his  "Pathways  to  Certainty,"  Di 
W.  A.  Brown  describes  the  beauty  o 
the  sunrise: 

"Just  after  dawn,  one  summer  day 
I  stood  on  the  hill  that  rises  abovi 
Lake  Chautauqua  and  watched  im 
sun  struggling  to  make  its  wa; 
through  the  clouds.  The  lake  was  cov 
ered  with  a  sea  of  golden  mist.  Om 
was  conscious  of  light  and  glow  ant 
warmth  and  motion.  But  as  the  mist 
rose  and  fell,  circled  and  returnee 
and  curved  themselves  into  fancifu 
and  graceful  shapes  that  were  neve 
twice  the  same,  the  sun  still  remainei 
hidden.  One  knew  that  it  was  then 
One  could  see  its  glow;  one  could  fee 
its  warmth;  one  rejoiced  in  the  beau 
ty  of  its  handiwork.  But  the  sun  it 
self  remained  hidden." 

Vivid  as  this  picture  is  the  prophe 
Isaiah  paints  an  even  more  radiar 
one  in  his  description  of  "a  gret 
light"  whose  glow  and  warmth  woul 
brighten  a  darkened  world — the  prom 
ised  Messiah. 
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"CHRIST  for  YOUTH  end  YOUTH 
for  CHRIST"  MOTTO  WINS! 

F.  W.  Lemons 

Rev.  C  O.  Johnson,  Jr.,  Associate 
Editor  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  was 
in  Cleveland,  February  6,  at  which 
time  he,  Sister  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
Brother  Cecil  Truesdell,  and  the  writ- 
er met  in  special  conference  for  the 
purpose  of  selecting  the  most  suitable 
motto  for  our  young  people's  depart- 
ment. 

The  idea  of  a  national  slogan  surely 
was  a  popular  one  among  our  young 
people,  judging  from  the  great  num- 
ber of  enthusiastic  letters  Brother 
Johnson  received  and  the  many  ex- 
cellent mottoes  recommended.  It  was 
really  a  difficult  job  to  select  the  best 
one,  for  every  one  was  worthy  of  con- 
sideration. We  read  them,  and  be- 
tween times  paused  to  commend  cer- 
tain ones,  to  express  personal  prefer- 
ences, and  to  comment  on  the  prac- 
ticality of  them.  It  was  gratifying  to 
see  how  interested  many  young  peo- 
ple were  in  this  matter.  I  wish  it  were 
possible  to  spread  them  all  out  here 
and  have  everyone  take  a  look  at 
them,  but  it  is  not.  The  spirit  of  these 
young  people,  which  prompted  their 
writings,  compels  me  to  believe  that 
they  have  a  mind  to  work  for  God. 
They  have  vision,  and  along  with  it 
holy  enthusiasm  which  makes  them 
want  to  do  things  that  will  count  in 
eternity  for  the  greatest  cause  on 
earth.  We  wish  it  were  possible  for  ev- 
eryone to  have  a  prize  for  their  in- 
terest in  this  contest,  but  since  it  is 
not,  in  compliance  with  the  rules  of 
the  contest,  we  are  pleased  to  an- 
nounce the  name  of  the  winner  and 
the  Associate  Editor  will  announce 
the  names  of  several  others  who  al- 
most won. 

The  winner  is  Miss  Ida  Erickson, 
Sanator,  S.  Dak.  A  check  of  ten  dol- 
lars, representing  the  amount  prom- 
ised as  an  award,  is  in  the  mail  to  her 
today.  Our  heartiest  congratulations 
to  Sister  Erickson  for  her  slogan, 
which  is  "Christ  for  youth  and  youth 
for  Christ."  There  was  another  one  al- 
most the  same,  sent  in  by  Miss  OUie 
May  Johann,  West  Point,  Miss.,  which 
was  "Christ  for  all,  and  all  for  Christ." 
But  since  the  motto  is  for  young  peo- 
ple, the  committee  chose  the  other 
one,  but  thanks,  everyone,  for  your  in- 
terest. 

And  now  let  us  whole-heartedly 
adopt  this  as  our  world-wide  slogan, 
"Christ  for  youth  and  youth  for 
Christ!"  We  are  in  debt  to  the  world. 
Not  that  the  world  has  done  so  much 
for  us,  but  Christ  has  saved  us  and 
"delivered  us  from  this  present  evil 
world,"   and   left   us   deeply  in   debt. 


C.  O.  JOHNSON,  JR.,  Associate  Editor 

We  are  in  debt  to>  Him.  We  can  never 
repay  Him  for  all  He  has  done  for  us. 
But  we  are  paying  an  that  debt  as  we 
present  Christ  to  the  world.  What 
greater  thing  can  anyone  do  than 
make  Christ  known  to  the  world?  He 
loves  the  world  notwithstanding  the 
rebellion,  effrontery  and  animosity 
which  the  world  daily  manifests 
against  Him.  And  surely  the  world 
needs  Him!  Has  humanity  ever  been 
in  greater  need  of  God  and  the  love 
of  a  Savior  than  in  these  tremendous 
days?  Look!  Across  the  stormy  seas 
on  far-flung  battle  lines  where  a  mil- 
lion brave  youths  lie  dying,  freezing, 
starving,  bleeding  in  mud  and  snow! 
Yonder  where  they  fight  their  way 
through  jungles,  sli;ep  in  fox  holes, 
and  lead  an  existence  that  is  more 
death  than  life!  Hear  the  hellish 
bombs  as  they  blast  ships  out  of  the 
sea  and  souls  into  eternity!  See  the 
whole  world,  sick,  and  tossing  itself  in 
perplexity  like  a  fevered  child!  What 
can  the  youth  of  our  day  expect?  And 
what  can  we  offer  them?  It  is  a  ring- 
ing challenge  to  every  young  Chris- 
tian! What  will  your  answer  be,  young 
Christian?  Let  th3  Y.P.E.  answer  from 
everywhere  and  with  clear,  stentorian, 
trumpet  voice,  until  it  reverberates 
around  the  globe,  CHRIST  FOR 
YOUTH!  He  will  satisfy  every  sad, 
aching,  disillusioned  heart  that  will 
receive  Him.  We  need  not  apologize 
for  our  message  if  it  is  "Christ  for 
youth!" 

All  of  us  who  have  come  to  Him 
and  found  His  love  so  precious  are 
conscious  of  our  heavy  indebtedness 
to  Him.  What  bettetr  can  we  do  than 
give  ourselves  to  Him?  Let  Him  have 
our  youth!  "THE  YOUTH  FOR 
CHRIST!" 

In  the  world  there  is  so  much  un- 
certainty today,  but  in  Him  there  is 
blessed  security  and  peace.  If  it  seems 
that  the  youth  of  your  community  are 
traveling  at  lightning  rapidity  toward 


DID  YOU   KNOW 

1.  Average  national  weekly 
Y.P.E.  attendance  is  60,000? 

2.  1,000  young  people  have 
been  saved  since  the  Assembly? 

3.  Average  national  Sunday 
School  attendance  weekly  is 
72,000? 

4.  $75,000  has  been  raised 
through  the  Y.P.E. 's  since  the 
Assembly? 

5.  $120,000  has  been  raised 
through  the  Sunday  Schools 
since  the  Assembly? 

THE  YOUTH  CAN  DO  IT! 


WHO'S  WHO 

Listed  below  are  the  ten  largest 
Church  of  God  Sunday  Schools  in  the 
nation,  according  to  the  reports  re- 
ceived in  January  for  December.  The 
attendance  recorded  is  the  average 
weekly  attendance: 

Greenville,  South  Carolina   573 

Kannapolis,  North  Carolina  535 

North  Cleveland,  Tennessee   432 

Atlanta,  Georgia  256 

Jacksonville,  Florida 248 

Cincinnati,  Ohio   225 

Hamilton,  Ohio    225 

Lakeland,  Florida  .._. 214 

Canton,  Ohio  206 

North  Chattanooga,  Tennessee 203 


MOTTO  HONOR  ROLL 

From  twenty-three  states  and  Can- 
ada suggestions  poured  in  for  a  Na- 
tional Youth  motto.  You  see  the  win- 
ning motto  at  the  bottom  of  this  page 
as  it  was  submitted  by  Miss  Ida  Erick- 
son, Sanator,  South  Dakota.  Outstand- 
ing among  the  other  mottoes  submit- 
ted are  the  following  suggestions. 
Maybe  you  can  build  a  Y.P.E.  program 
around  one  or  more  of  these  thoughts. 
Our  thanks  to  all  who  responded! 

"We  rise  by  the  steps  we  build," 
Odell  N.  Vanderburg,  Guthrie,  Okla. 

"Youth  joined  hand  in  hand,  offer- 
ing Christ  to  every  land,"  Exelma 
Holley,  Langley,  S.  C. 

"Saved  to  serve,"  Ida  W.  Sande, 
San  Pedro,  Calif. 

"Not  circumstances — but  Christ," 
Marvel  Low  Marson,  Waxahachie, 
Texas. 

"Victory  through  Christ;  whose  I 
am  and  whom  I  serve,"  Viola  Gal- 
braith,  Brooklyn,  New  York. 

"Save  our  youth  and  save  our  na- 
tion," Gracie  Elwood,  Key  West,  Flor- 
ida. 

"Lead  by  love — not  force,"  Mrs. 
Rubve  Holder,  Cochran,  Georgia. 

"Winning  souls  is  our  goal,"  Eliz- 
abeth Way,  Burlington,  N.  C. 

"We  strive  for  the  best  and  pray  for 
the  rest,"  Laverna  Harris,  Cumber- 
land, Ky. 

"Good,  better,  best;  never  let  it  rest 
until  our  good  is  better  and  our  better 
best,"  Margie  Hitte,  Marietta,  Ohio. 

destruction,  let  us  do  what  we  can  to 
win  them  for  Christ.  He  wants  them! 
Why  can  we  not  claim  in  His  jiame, 
for  our  churches  and  communities, 
the  youth  for  Christ? 

When  we  adopt  this  motto  in  the 
spirit  and  fervor  of  our  Master,  and 
make  it  the  high  purpose  of  our  lives, 
it  will  mean  the  salvation  of  many  of 
our  friends  and  associates,  and  we 
will  confer  everlasting  honor  upon 
them  by  our  doing  so. 


"Christ  for  Youth  and  Youth  for  Christ" 


$& 

*# 


March,  1945 
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REPORTS  OF  Y.P.E.U. 

I  was  glad  when  I  read  the  sugges- 
tion of  the  Y.P.E.U.  I  had  felt  deeply 
impressed  to  suggest  practically  this 
same  idea  and  would  talk  to  our  young 
people  along  this  line.  Immediately 
after  reading  the  article  we  suggested 
the  organization  to  our  local  Y.P.E. 
and  they  all  seemed  to  be  of  one  mind 
and  one  accord  about  it. 

Everyone  seemed  so  enthusiastic  we 
could  not  wait  for  our  books  to  arrive 
to  begin  our  work  and  we  organized 
prayer  groups.  We  instructed  them 
along  this  line,  that  the  study  of  the 
book  alone  would  not  make  them  soul- 
winners,  but  "he  that  winneth  souls  is 
wise,"  and  this  wisdom  must  come 
from  God  through  prayer  and  conse- 
cration. 

We  appointed  four  group  leaders 
and  under  these  leaders  the  rest  of 
the  Y.P.E.  works.  They  are  trying  to 
see  which  group  can  put  on  the  most 
interesting,  spiritual  and  far-reaching 
program.  Also,  we  are  having  two  ex- 
tra cottage  prayer  meetings  each  week 
under  the  leadership  of  these  differ- 
ent groups  and  new  ones  have  already 
been  saved.  These  groups  are  supposed 
to  visit  the  sick,  also  the  discouraged, 
and  pray  with  them  and  invite  new 
people  to  the  Y.P.E. 

In  the  first  service  when  we  intro- 
duced this  to  our  Y.P.E.  we  told  them 
that  it  seemed  that  since  Uncle  Sam 
had  called  so  many  of  our  young  men 
away  to  fight  for  our  religious  freedom 
that  the  young  girls  would  need  to 
heed  the  call  of  God  and  fight  for 
God  and  lost  souls.  Soon  the  altar  was 
filled  with  young  and  old,  crying  and 
praying  in  an  old-fashioned  way, 
young  people  consecrating  their  lives 
to  God  anew,  and  that  was  just  a  be- 
ginning. In  every  service  there  is 
great  manifestation  of  the  Spirit  and 
power  of  God. 

Some  of  our  young  people  were  al- 
ready feeling  their  call  to  mission 
work  and  they  seem  very  zealous  about 
it  now.  Somehow  we  feel  like  making 
an  earnest  appeal  to  our  youth  to  lis- 
ten and  prayerfully  heed  the  call  of 
God  today,  for  the  fields  are  white 
unto  harvest  and  the  laborers  are  few. 

Sister  Harrison,  since  receiving  your 
letter,  our  books  have  arrived  and  we 
will  begin  our  study  of  personal  soul- 
winning  next  week,  but  we  will  have  a 
night  for  that  alone,  separate  to  other 
services.  At  the  present  our  organiza- 
tion consists  of  director,  secretary, 
teacher  and  group  leaders.  Perhaps  we 
will  be  adding  something  new  and 
different  all  along. 

Yes,  we  have  launched  a  blitzkreig 
and  hope  to  invade  the  city  of  Val- 
dese  as  soon  as  Rev.  S.  C.  Chambers 
reaches  us  for  a  revival  in  the  near 
future. — Mrs.  P.  W.  Chesser,  Valdese, 
N.  C. 

The  organization  of  the  Youth  Per- 
sonal Evangelistic  Union,  or  Y.P.E.U., 


took  root  in  my  local  church  a  few 
weeks  ago.  After  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  asking  those  interested 
in  winning  souls  to  come  forward,  one 
Sunday  evening,  a  group  of  fourteen 
young  people  became  charter  members 
of  the  local  organization. 

We  immediately  chose  officers  and 
decided  on  a  meeting  time  each  week. 
An  order  was  sent  in  for  twelve  copies 
of  "Personal  Soul  Winning,"  by  Wil- 
liam Evans. 

A  suggestion  to  distribute  tracts  and 
Lighted  Pathways  was  followed  out 
and  we  increased  our  Lighted  Path- 
way circulation  from  ten  rolls  to 
twenty  rolls.  Two  young  ladies  and 
two  young  men  or  boys  gave  away 
Lighted  Pathways  marked  "free  copy" 
to  sales  ladies  and  others  in  every  store 
on  Main  Street  in  our  little  town.  Of 
course,  the  small  hospital  and  USO 
were  not  overlooked.  Sample  copies  of 
tracts  have  been  sent  for  and  some 
have  been  received.  Soon  an  order  will 
be  placed  for  tracts,  which  we  feel  like 
will  preach  the  message  we  want  the 
unsaved  to  know.  Members  of  the 
Y.P.E.U.  will  give  tracts  to  passersby 
each  week  on  the  business  streets  of 
our  town.  Through  contributions  we 
hope  to  buy  current  Lighted  Path- 
ways to  give  to  persons  not  now  read- 
ing them. 

Well,  the  fire  is  burning  and  the 
Lord  is  fanning  the  spark.  Much  good 
is  expected  by  these  determined  ef- 
forts to  sow  the  seed  of  the  Word 

Personally,  I  think  our  young  peo- 
ple should  be  mobilized  for  this  great 
work  of  personal  soul-winning.  For  a 
long  time  I  have  been  wanting  to  see 
something  started  like  this. — Harold 
F.  Douglas,  Winnsboro,  S.  C. 

As  secretary  of  the  new  Union  we 
have  started,  I  rejoice  to  tell  you  how 
the  Lord  has  blessed  us. 

We  organized  our  Union  after 
church  Sunday,  January  14.  There 
were  twelve  devout  Christians  present, 
with  hearts  burning  with  a  desire  to 
see  souls  saved,  and  before  the  week- 
end sixteen  others  had  joined. 

Brother  Ed  Joyner,  former  Baptist 
minister  and  now  principal  of  the 
grade  school  in  Concord,  N.  C,  was 
led  of  the  Lord  to  organize  our  Union. 
His  zeal  and  enthusiasm  caused  each 
of  us  to  realize  more  our  responsibility 
to  our  Lord  and  Church. 

Brother  Bill  Reynolds,  president  of 
our  Union,  is  choir  leader  and  member 
of  our  quartet.  His  sincerity  and  lead- 
ership inspires  us  to  give  our  all  in  all 
in  this  work  for  our  great  Leader. 

We  are  thankful  to  God  for  the  tal- 
ent we  already  have.  We  have  four 
active  musicians,  one  quartet,  two 
trios,  and  four  ministers. 

In  faith  we  had  our  first  street  serv- 
ice January  20,  6:00  p.  m.  Brother 
Charlie  Tilley  expounded  the  gospel  in 
the  power  and  anointing  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  The  public  showed  interest  and 


appreciation,  with  a  desire  to  know 
the  truth.  Our  efforts  are  not  in  vain, 
for  two  souls  made  peace  with  God 
through  our  street  meeting.  We  are  ex- 
pecting even  greater  things  of  God  in 
this  harvest  for  souls  here. 

We  need  ten  thousand  assorted 
tracts  as  soon  as  possible  and  any  oth- 
er literature  that  you  have  for  this 
cause.  Please  send  them  to  the  church. 

Our  motto  is:  "He  that  winneth 
souls  is  wise,"  Prov.  11:30b.  We  are 
praying  for  a  public  address  system. 
— Mrs.  Manorma  Willis,  Mary  Ella 
Hall,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

The  Church  of  God  in  Baltimore; 
Md.,  organized  its  Y.P.E.U.  Monday 
night,  January  8,  1945.  We  organized 
with  about  eighteen  members.  We 
have  had  two  classes  and  new  mem- 
bers  are  being  added  each  time.  Our 
books  on  "Personal  Soul  Winning" 
have  been  ordered.  In  the  meantime, 
we  are  studying  our  own  Minutes 
along  the  lines  of  salvation.  The  two 
classes  we  have  had  have  been  very 
interesting  and  inspirational.  Brother 
Marine,  our  pastor,  graciously  con- 
sented to  teach,  and  he  is  a  very  good 
teacher.  Lesson  one  was  on  Justifica- 
tion and  lesson  two  was  on  Regenera- 
tion or  the  New  Birth.  I  am  sure  our 
young  people  everywhere  are  going  to 
be  helped  spiritually  by  these  classes. 
I  truly  believe  the  leading  cause  for 
people  backsliding  today  is  the  fact 
they  are  not  educated  along  scriptural 
lines,  and  they  do  not  realize  what 
a  wonderful  and  precious  gift  this 
great  salvation  is.  I  am  praying  that 
we  might  be  able  to  win  those  who 
have  never  known  Jesus  as  their  per- 
sonal Savior,  and  also  those  young 
people  who  were  shouting  the  victory 
a  few  years  ago. 

We  will  be  glad  to  receive  any  infor- 
mation concerning  the  class  regula- 
tion, attendance,  grading  system,  or 
anything  that  will  help  us  in  our 
work.  The  young  people  seem  to  be 
very  interested;  we  will  be  moving  in- 
to our  new  church  soon  and  I  think 
the  interest  will  be  greater. 

Someone  has  asked  me  if  young 
people  of  other  churches  may  join  our 
class.  So  far,  I  have  asked  the  ques- 
tion, Are  they  Christians?  We  would 
like  for  you  to  help  us  clear  this  up. 
—Virginia  M.  Henning,  546  N.  Fulton 
Ave.,  Baltimore  23,  Md. 

NOTE:  Any  unsaved  young  person 
who  is  willing  to  study  the  Word  of 
God  should  be  allowed  to  join,  but 
they  should  be  required  to  study  and 
pass  the  examination  just  as  all  the 
others  do.  This  will  be  a  very  good 
way  to  get  them  saved.  Most  certainly 
members  of  other  churches  should  be 
welcome.  Anyone  desiring  to  join  for 
just  social  purposes,  that  is,  just  to 
iook  on,  should  not  be  received  as  they 
will  hinder.  However,  you  should  con- 
sult your  pastor. — Editor. 


See  Instructions  How  To  Teach  on  page  16 


[Page  10] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  your  letter  telling  me  my 
subscription  had  expired.  I  was  won- 
dering why  I  hadn't  received  the  reg- 
ular copies  of  the  paper.  I  would  like 
to  have  the  paper  come  to  me  regu- 
larly, for  I  do  like  to  read  it.  It  has 
many  words  of  comfort  and  encour- 
agement for  me  and  that  is  what  I 
need. 

We  have  very  good  services  at  our 
chapel  here.  We  have  a  good  man  for 
a  chaplain.  He  really  preaches  the 
true  Word  of  God  and  I  like  that  too, 
for  I  want  to  be  a  follower  of  Jesus, 
one  on  whom  He  can  depend  to  carry 
the  Word  to  other  people. 

In  this  letter,  I  am  enclosing  a 
money  order  for  which  to  carry  on  the 
distribution  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
It  isn't  much,  but  God  has  put  it  on 
my  heart  to  send  it  to  you. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  and  the 
work  you  are  doing. — Pfc.  Hugh  Sum- 
merfield. 

NOTE:  This  young  man  sent  $10  for 
the  Soldier  Fund.  That  looks  like  he 
believes  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  for 
the  men  in  Service,  doesn't  it? 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  take  this  opportunity  to  thank 
you  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  For 
several  years  I  have  been  a  reader  of 
this  paper  and,  honest,  I  enjoy  each 
copy.  Each  one  seems  to  be  better  than 
the  one  before.  In  the  lonely  hours 
when  bombs  are  falling  and  shells  are 
screaming,  I  find  peace  by  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  May  God  bless  you 
in  your  work. 

Sister  Harrison,  before  Uncle  Sam 
called  me  I  was  a  student  in  B.  T.  S. 
I  am  not  only  a  soldier  for  God,  but 
for  my  country  too.  I  shall  never  for- 
get my  stay  at  B.  T.  S.  and  I  hope  to 
return  when  this  war  is  over.  Thanks 
to  the  Church  for  having  sucn  a  won- 
derful school. — Cpl.  Harold  C.  Turner. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

I  received  the  roll  of  Lighted  Path- 
ways today  at  mail  call  and  immedi- 
ately passed  them  out  for  the  boys  to 
read.  I  told  them  that  they  all  ought 
to  read  it,  for  it  contained  messages 
good  for  the  soul.  One  boy  came  to 
me  and  asked  me  how  often  the  pa- 
per came  and  I  told  him  once  a 
month.  He  said  he  would  like  to  get 
one  next  month  if  he  was  still  here. 
He  is  a  sinner,  but  he  said  the  paper 
was  good  to  read.  I  surely  hope  and 
pray  that  he  will  give  his  heart  to 
Jesus  as  he  reads  the  paper. 

The  Editor's  Message  this  month 
was  surely  a  blessing  to  me  and  I  know 
it  was  to  others  too.  I  enjoy  reading  all 
the  paper,  for  it  helps  me  and  blesses 
my  soul. 

Oh,  I  am  so  glad  I  have  Jesus  in  my 
heart  and  that  He  is  with  me  wher- 
ever I  go.  I  thank  God  that  He  looked 
down  on  a  poor  sinner  like  me  and 
picked  me  up  and  set  my  feet  on  that 
solid  rock,  which  is  Christ  Jesus.  I 
praise  God  that  I  am  filled  with  the 


Holy  Ghost,  something  to  comfort  my 
heart.  If  people  say  they  can't  live  for 
Jesus  in  civilian  life,  how  do  they 
think  the  soldiers  live  for  Him  in  the 
army?  It  is  a  hard  job  to  trust  Jesus 
here,  but  thank  God,  He  has  given  me 
power  and  strength  to  trust  in  Him. 
God  surely  has  kept  me  safe  here  in 
the  service,  and  by  His  help  I  mean 
to  go  through  with  Him.  My  heart's 
desire  is  to  trust  Jesus  until  I  reach 
that  golden  shore.  I  desire  your 
prayers,  and  may  God  richly  bless 
you.— Pvt.  Donald  O.  Shenk,  33493494, 
Tng.  Co.  No.  3,  Ft.  F.  E.  Warren,  Wyo. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  happy  on  receiving  your  most 
welcomed  letter,  which  has  been  very 
much  delayed  because  of  changes  of 
organizations  and  stations. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  most  cer- 


OUR  PLEDGE  TO  OUR  ARMED 
FORCES 

While    you    defend    the    Stars    and 

Stripes, 
On  land  or  sea,  or  in  the  air; 
And  for  our  freedom  give  your  all, 
We'll  breathe  your  name  in  prayer. 

Although  the  roaring  din  of  war, 
May  challenge  courage  rare; 
The  folks  back  home  remember  you, 
And  breathe  your  name  in  prayer. 

Don't  falter  in  the  darkest  hour, 

Remember,  God  does  care; 

And  He  is  close  beside  you, 

When  we  breathe  your  name  in  prayer. 

When  treasured  freedom  has  been  re- 
deemed, 
And  you've  come  home  to  stay; 
With  gratitude  we'll  worship  God, 
Who  listens  while  we  pray. 

— By  Mrs.  John  D.  Seal, 
Hoffman,  Okla. 


tainly  food  for  the  soul!  I  enjoy  its 
pages  from  front  to  back — everything 
has  some  blessings,  and  it  helps  to  fill 
the  gap  in  services  here  and  those  at 
home.  Services  in  the  army  are  good, 
but  so  different  from  our  home  church 
services. 

When  we  are  troubled  we  always 
have  Christ  to  turn  to  for  comfort  and 
peace.  He  has  never  failed  me  yet 
and  I  know  that  He  never  will,  for  He 
is  the  same  yesterday,  today  and  for- 


ever. Oh,  it  is  so  wonderful  to  be  serv- 
ing a  God  who  hears  us  when  we 
pray!    I  am  happy  in  His  care. 

I  am  beginning  my  twelfth  month 
overseas,  but  find  that  my  trust  in. 
the  Lord  has  been  a  decided  factor  in 
my  contentment.  During  the  nights 
when  the  enemy  was  over  us  and  the 
sky  ablaze  with  gunfire,  my  soul  has 
felt  no  fear.  But  why  should  I  be 
afraid?  when  God's  Word  says,  "The 
angels  of  the  Lord  encampeth  round 
about  them  that  fear  Him,"  and  again, 
"If  God  be  for  us,  who  can  be  against 
us?  All  things  work  together  for  good 
to  those  who  love  the  Lord." 

I  thank  you  for  the  wonderful  work 
you  have  done  for  the  young  people  of 
America  and  wish  you  the  most  suc- 
cessful year  for  the  Lighted  Pathway 
that  you  have  ever  had. — Sgt.  Ruff  L. 
Gentry. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  enjoyed  the  Lighted  Pathway 
immensely  when  I  have  received  it.  It 
has  been  an  inspiration  and  encour- 
agement to  me;  many  blessings  have 
I  received  from  its  sacred  pages.  It's 
impossible  to  describe  the  good  that 
has  been  derived  from  reading  the 
different  pages  of  love,  cheer  and 
comfort. 

Now  I  am  overseas  and  do  not 
know  whether  I  can  receive  it  over 
here.  There  isn't  even  a  church  to  go 
to  here,  but  I  praise  God  that  He  does 
not  dwell  in  buildings  but  we  can  have 
Him  in  our  heart  wherever  we  may 
go,  even  in  the  midst  of  battle  or  in 
the  army  camps. 

Truly  the  prayers  of  the  people  back 
home  are  needed  more  than  ever,  so 
please  hold  on  to  God  for  us  boys,  for 
we  can't  tell  you  what  we  are  going 
through.  It's  far  different  from  home 
where  it  is  easy  to  become  lax,  so  don't 
let  us  down.  Hardly  any  of  the  boys 
have  ever  prayed  a  prayer  before. 
Many  good  people  of  God  write  me 
saying  they  are  on  their  knees  in 
prayer  in  behalf  of  this  cruel  war. 

I  have  an  allotment  going  to  a  bank 
in  New  York.  I  hope  to  use  the  money 
to  attend  Bible  School  after  this  war. 
I  have  received  word  of  many  revivals 
in  the  States;  yet  I  have  not  been 
privileged  to  attend  one  for  nearly  a 
year.  What  would  you  do  if  you  were 
in  such  a  place  where  you  could  not 
be  nourished  from  any  other  source 
except  printed  matter  that  you  receive 
occasionally?  Truly  we  must  walk  by 
faith  and  hope.  You  don  t  know  how 
my  heart  aches  to  hear  the  Word  of 
God  in  its  fulness.  No  wonder  there 
are  so  many  backsliders  in  the  armed 
services,  and  so  few  with  a  lasting 
salvation. 

Thanks  to  all  of  you  for  what  you 
have  done  for  me.  I  love  that  little 
verse  in  the  December  issue:  "When 
thou  passest  through  the  waters  .  .  ." 
Isaiah  43:2.  Truly  we  have  and  are 
still  passing  through  the  waters. 

God  bless  you  till  we  meet  again. — 
Pfc.  Earl  Wilkerson. 


March,  1945 
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Lighted  Pathway  Becomes  a  Foreign  Missionary 


The  following  letter  speaks  for  itself: 


Sinai 


Norville   Memorial   Church  of  Mt. 
144  James  Street,   Albouystown, 
British    Guiana,    S.    A. 
24th   October,    1944 

Alda  B.  Harrison,  Editor,  The  Lighted  Pathway 
Church  of  God  Publishing   House, 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

Dear  Editor: 

We  have  read  the  Lighted  Pathway  of  your  denomination,  the 
Church  of  God,  and  being  led  by  the  blessed  Holy  Spirit,  we  have 
written  to  you  this  welcome  missive. 

We  would  be  glad  to  have  our  work  affiliated  with  your  Board, 
if  our  doctrines  are  quite  in  harmony  with  yours.  There  are  a  few 
of  our  ministers  who  are  governmentally  recognized  under  the  super- 
intendent of  the  undersigned.  In  the  Deeds  Registry  of  British  Guiana 
our  work  is  registered.  All  we  need  is  your  cooperation  and  financial 
help  to  carry  forward  the  work  on  a  larger  scale.  We  sincerely  trust 
that  we  will  be  considered  by  your  board.  We  shall  wait  your  urgent 
reply. 

Yours  in  wondrous  grace, 

Rev.   Francis  Isaac  Bunthorne,.  General  Supt., 
Mrs.    Florence   Stanton,  Church   Secretary 


Ubium  Group  School 
Ikot  Oquot,   Eket  District 
S.  Nigeria,  W.  Africa 
16th  November,   1944 


Dear  Sister   Harrison: 


It  moved  me  greatly  in  my  spirit  to  write  you  and  to  request  of 
the  society,  i.  e.,  the  Young  People's  Endeavor.  I  should  like  to  be 
a  member  in  that  society  so  that  I  may  be  always  lighted  in  the 
pathway  of  God,  and  I  should  like  to  form  the  society  here  under 
my  own  leader,  if  you  will  be  glad  to  permit  me. 

I  am  a  teacher  in  the  Ubium  Group  School  and  wish  to  show  the 
people  the  light  of  God  to  my  best  uttermost.  I  will  be  greatly  pleased 
if  you  will  give  me  the  implements  of  God  to  work  with,  i.  e.,  either 
monthly  or  quarterly  supply  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

Please,  Sister,  give  me  all  particulars  about  the  Y.  P.  E.  When  I 
consider  your  kindness  over  all  the  world,  so  Jehovah  will  always  be 
in  your  bedroom  and  in  your  heart  to  help  you  live  long  to  clean 
His  paths  for  those  sitting  in  darkness  like  we  are. 

I  am  eager  to  see  your  photograph  so  as  to  show  to  my  companions, 
describing  to  them  how  kind  you  are  to  the  world  to  lead  people  to 
God. 

Will  you  introduce  me  to  your  friends  there  who  can  also  help 
me  with  the  old  or  secondhand  books  of  Scripture  and  the  Bible 
headings,  even  the  chain  reference  Bible  (if  secondhand,  etc.)  to 
work  in  the  garden  of  God?  Thanks,  Sister.  May  the  Lord  take  care 
of  thee. 

U.  A.   Idems. 
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"LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ" 

(Answers  to  last  month's  questions) 
C.  M.  Truesdell 

Question  1.  Is  there  a  scripture 
which  suggests  that  the  order  of  King 
Solomon's  court  was  breathtaking? 

Answer:  There  really  is!  1  Kings 
10:45  reads,  "And  when  the  queen  of 
Sheba  had  seen  all  Solomon's  wisdom, 
and  the  house  that  he  had  built,  and 
the  meat  of  his  table,  and  the  sitting 
of  his  servants  and  the  attendance 
of  his  ministers  and  their  apparel,  and 
his  cupbearers,  and  his  ascent  by 
which  he  went  up  into  the  house  of 
the  Lord;  there  was  no  more  spirit 
in  her." 

The  queen  had  heard,  what  she  sup- 
posed to  be,  fabulous  tales  about  the 
wisdom  and  riches  of  Solomon,  and 
the  grandeur  of  his  court.  However, 
the  reports  became  so  numerous  that 
she  resolved  to  find  out  whether  they 
were  true  or  false  by  paying  him  a 
visit.  During  the  visit  she  saw  these 
sights  of  splendor  and  magnificence  in 
such  rapid  succession  that  "there  was 
no  more  spirit  in  her."  Or  "it  took 
away  her  breath,"  for  the  Hebrew 
word  "ruwach,"  translated  "spirit," 
also  means  "breath." 

Question  2.  What  did  Paul  mean  in 
his  address  to  the  Ephesians  when  he 
said:  "See  that  ye  walk  circumspect- 
ly," Eph.  5:15? 

Answer:  The  contracted  Latin 
words,  "circum"  meaning  "around," 
and  "specere"  meaning  "look  at,"  gave 
this  substance  to  Paul's  exhortation, 
"See  that  you  walk  looking  all  around 
you."  In  other  words,  he  admonished 
them  to  be  sober,  watchful  and  vigi- 
lant, ever  on  the  alert  to  the  things 
which  were  happening  in  their  midst, 
and  to  know  and  do  God's  will. 

Question  3.  Were  the  Midianites  a 
Canaanite  tribe?  If  not,  of  what 
race  were  they? 

Answer:  They  were  not  Canaanites, 
and  not  even  of  Hamitic  stock,  but 
were  descendants  of  Shem  or  Sem 
through  Abraham.  The  founder  of 
their  nation  was  Midian,  the  son  of 
Abraham  by  Keturah,  Gen.  25:1,  2.  The 
Kenites,  some  of  whom  accompanied 
Moses  to  Canaan,  seem  to  have  been 
one  of  the  tribes  of  Midian,  Judges 
1:16.  W 

Question  4.  Was  the  Hebrew  lan- 
guage commonly  used  by  the  Pales- 
tinian Jews  in  the  time  of  Christ,  and 
what  language  did  He  commonly 
speak? 

Answer:  During  Christ's  earthly 
stay  He  spoke  Aramaic,  which  is  also 
sometimes  called  Syriac.  It  was  the 
language  of  the  Syrians,  who  were 
descended  from  Aram,  Gen.  10:22; 
28:5,  and  had  replaced  Hebrew  as  the 
common  language  of  Palestine  some- 
time after  the  dissolution  of  Alex- 
ander's Empire.  It  was  a  commonly 
used  language  among  most  Semitic 
people — as  Syrians,  Syrophenicians, 
Jews  and  Edomites — at  this  time. 
Christ's  cry  of  anguish  from  the  cross 
was  one  of  the  very  few  Hebrew 
phrases  which  He  ever  uttered.  Al- 
(Continued  on  page  17) 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


BIBLE   LESSONS 


Program  Outline 


Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear    this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son    Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians   who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar   of    prayer   and   accept   Jesus. 

HUMILITY 

Scripture  lesson,  Deut.  8:1-20 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Our  scripture  lesson  shows  us  the 
importance  of  being  humble.  Some- 
how there  is  such  a  sweetness  in  the 
voice  of  God  in  this  scripture  lesson. 
How  He  pleads  with  His  children  to 
be  humble.  It  is  humility  that  brings 
us  into  the  place  we  can  feel  God's 
presence  in  our  lives.  Nothing  short 
of  it  can  be  blessed  of  God.  There  are 
no  beautiful  promises  for  anyone  but 
the  humble  in  spirit. 

Let  us  study  this  scripture  lesson 
over  and  over  and  see  what  wonderful 
things  God  promised  the  children  of 
Israel,  and  remember,  Jesus  Christ  is 
the  same  yesterday,  today  and  for- 
ever. He  will  do  just  as  great  things 
for  us  if  we  keep  humble. 

HE  HEARETH  THEIR  CRY 

"Sing  praises  to  the  Lord,  which 
dwelleth  in  Zion;  declare  among  the 
people  his  doings.  When  he  maketh 
inquisition  for  blood,  he  remembereth 
them:  he  forgetteth  not  the  cry  of  the 
humble,"  Psa.  9:11,12. 

There  will  come  a  time  when  you 
and  I  will  need  to  cry  unto  the  Lord 
for  help,  and  if  we  are  humble,  He 
says  He  forgetteth  not  the  cry  of  the 
humble,  and  we  can  count  on  Him  in 
time  of  need. 

HUMILITY  BRINGS  GLADNESS 

"My  soul  shall  make  her  boast  in 
ttie  Lord;  the  humble  shall  hear  peo- 
ple say,  I  am  not  boasting  in  myself 
but  in  the  Lord."  When  we  get  to  the 


place  where  we  can  tell  of  the  won- 
derful things  God  has  done  without 
bringing  ourselves  into  the  limelight, 
then  we  are  in  the  place  where  we  can 
claim  the  last  part  of  this  verse  and 
God  can  bless  us  and  fill  our  hearts 
with  joy  and  gladness. 

GRACE  IS  PROMISED 

"But  he  giveth  more  grace,  where- 
fore he  saith,  God  resisteth  the  proud, 
but  giveth  grace  unto  the  humble," 
Jas.  4:6. 

"Likewise  ye  younger  submit  your- 
selves unto  the  elder,  yea  all  of  you 
be  subject  one  to  another  and  be 
clothed  with  humility,  for  God  resist- 
eth the  proud  and  giveth  grace  to  the 
humble." 

When  trials  and  temptations  come 
down  like  an  avalanche  upon  us  we 
often  cry,  "O  God,  give  me  grace  to 
stand."  He  has  told  us  plainly  who 
can  have  this  grace  and  we  should 
have  a  good  supply  on  hand  so  we 
will  be  ready  when  the  enemy  comes 
in  like  a  flood  upon  us.  Humility 
brings  this  grace. 

HUMBLING  OURSELVES 

"Humble  yourselves  under  the 
mighty  hand  of  God,  that  he  may  ex- 
alt you  in  due  time,"  1  Peter  5:6. 

If  we  could  only  realize  in  time  that 
if  we  would  humble  ourselves,  God 
would  not  have  to  take  us  through 
so  many  hard  places  to  humble  us.  If 
the  children  of  Israel  had  been 
willing  to  humble  themselves,  God 
would  not  have  had  to  turn  them  back 
into  the  wilderness  to  wander  forty 
years  and  finally  miss  the  promised 
land.  Many  of  us  are  missing  God's 
best  for  us  because  we  do  not  humble 
ourselves  under  His  mighty  hand. 

JESUS   HUMBLED   HIMSELF 
FOR  US 

"Let  this  mind  be  in  you,  which  was 
also  in  Christ  Jesus:  Who,  being  in  the 
form  of  God,  thought  it  not  robbery 
to  be  equal  with  God;  But  made  him- 
self of  no  reputation,  and  took  upon 
him  the  form  of  a  servant,  and  was 
made  in  the  likeness  of  men;  and  be- 
ing found  in  fashion  as  a  man,  he 
humbled  himself  and  became  obedient 
unto  death,  even  the  death  of  the 
cross,"  Phil.  2:5-8. 

If  Jesus  was  willing  to  do  all  of  this 
for  us,  then  how  can  we  expect  Him 
to  bless  us  and  give  us  the  desires  of 
our  hearts  if  we  are  unwilling  to  hum- 
ble ourselves  under  His  mighty  hand? 
We  may  not  be  called  upon  to 
die  a  natural  death  for  Him,  but  we 
are  called  upon  to  die  to  the  things 
of  this  world  so  that  He  can  have 
right  of  way  in  our  lives.  We  are  called 
upon  to  die  to  what  people  think  of  us 
when  we  are  doing  our  best  to  serve 
Him  and  stand  for  the  wonderful 
truths  of  the  gospel,  and  make  our  de- 
cision to  follow  the  lowly  Nazarene. 

NOTE:  Please  don't  depend  too 
much  on  my  comments,  but  search 
and  pray  for  some  beautiful  thoughts 
of  your  own.  You  may  have  seen  the 


time  when  you  decided  that  you  knew 
something  or  when  you  thought  you 
could  do  something  better  than  some- 
one else  and  God  had  to  let  you  make 
a  complete  failure  to  humble  you. 

Bring  in  your  own  personal  experi- 
ences. This  will  make  the  meeting 
more  interesting. 

Let  not  only  your  talks  be  on  this 
all  important  topic,  but  have  a  season 
of  special  prayer  that  God  may  hum- 
ble you  before  Him  so  you  may  have 
His  power  and  blessings  on  your  life. 

Memorize  a  verse  of  scripture  which 
contains  the  word  "power." 

//  you   would  have   the   dear  Savior 

from  heaven 
Walk  by  your  side  from  the  morn  till 

the  evening, 
He  will  come  nigh  if  you  meet  the 

condition, 
Humble  thyself  to  walk  with  God. 

THE  PRICE  OF  VOLUNTARY 
CHRISTIAN  SERVICE 

Scripture:  Luke  9:57-62 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Jesus  on  His  way  to  Jerusalem  was 
marching  to  His  death  and  knew  it. 
Could  this  man  follow  Him  in  that? 
V.  57. 

More  is  needed  than  a  resolution. 
Self-denial  is  essential.  V.  58. 

This  man  was  cautious.  Jesus  urges 
that  in  the  conflict  of  duties  the 
spiritual  must  be  placed  first.    V.  60. 

We  cannot  give  our  best  service  if 
our  hearts  are  preoccupied  with  other 
cares.  Jesus  calls  for  our  all. 
Suggestive  Thoughts 

Study  is  needed.  To  serve  Christ 
well  we  must  know  Him.  Any  kind  of 
work  will  not  do. 

Time  is  needed,  not  the  fag  ends, 
when  we  have  nothing  else  to  do,  but 
the  time  when  we  are  fresh  and  vigor- 
ous. Why  not  tithe  time  and  give  Him 
the  best? 

Sacrifice  is  needed.  We  must  not 
look  for  pay,  not  even  for  expenses. 
We  must  learn  to  serve  for  the  joy  of 
knowing  that  we  are  helping  to  ad- 
vance the  Kingdom. 

Prayer  is  needed.  Activity  of  any 
kind  without  prayer  beforehand  is  like 
an  electric  motor  without  electricity. 
To  serve  well  we  must  give  time  to 
prayer. 

A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

One  endeavorer  has  a  consecrated 
auto,  which  he  uses  week  ends  in  vis- 
iting outlying  societies  or  places  where 
there  is  no  preacher.  Many  might  fol- 
low this  example. 

Most  of  the  good  done  in  the  world 
is  done  without  pay;  that  is,  it  is  vol- 
untary service.  There  is  real  happi- 
ness in  doing  good  of  whatever  kind. 

Most  of  us  wait  until  somebody  asks 
us  to  do  something  for  the  Kingdom. 
We  should  rather  seek  out  tasks  and 
do  them  without  being  asked,  even  if 
it  costs  ease  and  comfort. 

Blessed  are  they  that  see  things  that 
ought  to  be  done  and  do  them.  Christ 
saw  that  the  disciples'  feet  needed  to 
be  washed.  No  one  else  thought  of  it 
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or  cared.  Have  we  eyes  to  see? 

SOME  QUESTIONS 

What  voluntary  service  can  we  ren- 
der? 
What  service  does  the  church  need? 
Why  pay  for  any  service? 

SOME  QUOTATIONS 

Service  that  springs  from  love  is  al- 
ways better  than  service  rendered  for 
profit.  A  mother's  care  for  her  child 
is  better  than  a  nurse's. — Andrews. 

The  price  of  raising  a  crop  is  study, 
understanding,  thought,  planning,  and 
labor.  All  these  things  enter  into  our 
work  for  Christ.  No  forethought,  no 
worthy  results. — Braid. 

There  is  too  much  slack  and  care- 
less service  in  our  churches.  We  do 
things  if  it  is  convenient.  We  do  not 
concentrate.  We  have  our  eyes  on  ev- 
erything except  the  furrow  we  are 
plowing. — Moreland. 

Self-discipline  is  essential  if  we 
wish  to  influence  others.  We  cannot 
do  much  unless  people  feel  that  we 
are  thoroughly  consecrated. — Person. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 
Self-denial.  Rom.  15:1-3. 
Loss  of  comfort.  Luke  9:57-62. 
Friends  misunderstand.  John  16:1-3. 
Sacrifice  of  time.  1  Tim.  4:13-15. 
Sacrifice  of  money.  2  Cor.  9:1-8. 
Sacrifice  of  friends.  Phil.  4:1-9. 

THE  WONDER  OF  THE  BIBLE 

Scripture,  Matt.  5:17-19;  2  Peter  1: 
19-21. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

The  Bible  contains  the  thoughts  of 
God  and  the  purposes  of  God  so  that 
we  may  know  them  and  ally  ourselves 
with  them,  v.  8. 

What  God  says  goes,  because  it  is  in 
line  with  the  forces  of  the  universe. 
That  is  why  the  Word  accomplishes  its 
purpose,  v.  11. 

The  Word  of  God  is  a  progressive 
revelation.  Abraham  knew  less  about 
God  than  did  Paul.  Every  age  should 
step  beyond  the  previous  age,  v.  17. 

Inspiration  is  a  miracle — the  mind 
of  the  other  world  flowing  into  this 
world.  This  alone  makes  the  Bible  a 
wonderful  book,  vs.  19-21. 

Suggestive  Thoughts 

Take  the  wonder  of  God  speaking  to 
man  at  all.  Without  His  voice  to  di- 
rect us  we  should  be  in  fearful  dark- 
ness. 

The  wonder  of  the  Bible's  preserva- 
tion. It  is  probably  the  oldest  book  in 
existence  and  the  most  carefully  pre- 
served. 

The  wonder  of  its  message,  the  love 
of  God.  For  that  is  its  central  theme. 
Without  it  who  would  have  dared  to 
say,  "God  is  love"?  That  declaration 
is  revolutionary. 

The  wonder  of  its  effects  on  man. 
The  man  who  reads  the  Word  humbly 
and  sincerely  is  transformed.  Contact 
with  heaven  produces  heavenly  char- 

'  A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 
When  dying,  Sir  Walter  Scott  asked 
his  son-in-law  to  read  something  out 


of  the  Book.  "What  book?"  he  was 
asked.  He  replied,  "There  is  only  one 
book,  the  Bible." 

The  Bible  is  a  library  of  sixty-six 
books,  written  in  different  countries 
over  a  period  of  centuries,  yet  it  makes 
one  book  and  contains  one  message. 
This  is  a  literary  miracle.  There  is 
nothing  else  like  it  in  the  world. 

Take  the  wonder  of  its  age.  It  is 
alive,  vital,  up-to-date,  the  world's 
"best  seller."  Books  written  only  a 
few  years  ago  are  forgotten.  Why  is 
this  one  remembered?  It  is  divine. 

Take  the  wonder  of  its  interest.  It 
interests  all  ages  from  childhood  to 
old  age.  Children  love  its  stories;  age 
relies  on  its  comfort  and  promises. 

ASK  THESE  QUESTIONS 

What  strikes  you  as  wonderful  in 
the  Bible? 

How  does  the  Bible  affect  our  lives? 

What  has  the  Bible  done  for  civili- 
zation? 

SOME  QUOTATIONS 

The  authors  of  the  Bible  were  all 
Jews,  all  narrow-minded  men  at  first, 
some  of  them  ignorant;  yet  they  pro- 
duced a  book  which  is  universal  in  its 
appeal.  Only  divine  inspiration  can 
account  for  that. — D.  Hague. 

The  Bible  is  a  source  of  inexhausti- 
ble power.  Age  after  age  supplies  mo- 
tive for  human  advancement.  This  al- 
so is  unique. — Anon. 

It  is  those  who  know  the  Bible  best 
who  are  surest  that  it  is  the  Word 
of  God.  It  proves  its  own  truthful- 
ness as  the  sun  proves  it  is  the  sun. — 
Andrews. 

The  book  is  so  wonderful  that  it 
cannot  be  improved.  No  one  has  ever 
attempted  to  write  a  new  Bible. — 
Murray. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

A  Psalmist's  wonder.   Psa.  19:7-14. 
Wonderful  food.   Matt.  4:4. 
An  inspired  Book.  2  Tim.  3 :  16. 
A  Book  of  light.   2  Pet.  1:19. 
A  Book  of  power.   Heb.  4:12. 
A  purposeful  Book.    John  20:31. 

LIFE   UNENDING 

Scripture,  John  14:1-3 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Belief  in  eternal  life  depends  on 
faith  in  God  and  in  Christ.  No  one  can 
prove  it  with  absolute  certainty. 

Jesus'  word  about  the  future  is  to 
be  believed  because  He  was  an  expert 
in  spiritual  things.  He  had  spiritual 
insight  in  a  very  wonderful  degree. 

Jesus  assures  us  that  there  is  a  spe- 
cial place  in  heaven  for  His  people. 
That  is  a  tremendous  and  suggestive 
idea. 

Believers  will  be  "with  Christ" 
wherever  He  is  in  the  Beyond.  To 
know  that  is  enough. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Jesus  never  for  a  moment  doubted 
the  fact  that  men  live  after  they  die. 
In  fact,  He  assures  us  that  they  do 
not  really  die  at  all,  John  11:26. 

"God  is  not  the  God  of  the  dead, 


but  of  the  living,"  Mark  12:26,27,  is  a 
convincing  saying.  God  is  life;  He 
does  not  create  man  to  die. 

Jesus'  words,  "I  am  the  resurrection 
and  the  life,"  show  that  He  knew  His 
power  and  believed  it.  He  proved  it  by 
raising  the  dead.  Allied  with  Him  we 
not  only  live  eternally,  but  live  sub- 
limely and  beautifully. 

Jesus  tells  us  that  those  who  kill 
the  body  cannot  kill  the  soul.  The  body 
is  not  the  man,  but  the  house  in 
which  he  lives. 

A  FEW  ILLUSTRATIONS 

In  dying  Jesus  committed  His  spirit 
unto  His  Father.  He  knew  He  was  not 
dying,  but  entering  into  life.  "To  die," 
cried  a  saint,  "is  a  great  adventure." 

The  emigrant  leaves  his  own  coun- 
try and  starts  on  a  voyage  across  an 
unknown  sea  to  an  unknown  land  and 
a  new  experience.  That  is  like  death. 
We  go  on  to  a  new  life. 

The  ego  persists.  Our  bodies  change, 
but  not  the  mind  which  inhabits  the 
body.  I  am  the  same  "I"  today  as  I 
was  twenty  years  ago. 

Man  is  a  bigger  piece  of  work  than 
can  be  completed  in  time.  It  will  need 
eternity  to  perfect  it.  We  should  not 
educate  our  children  if  we  believe  that 
school  meant  their  end. 

ASK  THESE  QUESTIONS 

What  word  of  Jesus  about  death 
seems  helpful  to  us? 

Why  should  we  believe  what  Jesus 
says  about  death? 

Why  should  we  distinguish  between 
body  and  soul? 

SOME  QUOTATIONS 

If  death  were  but  a  dumping  place, 
God  could  not  look  humanity  in  the 
face.  If  you  assume  God  at  all,  you 
assume  immortality. — F.  W.  Adams. 

Immaterial  things  are  as  real  as 
material  things.  Nothing  ceases  to  ex- 
ist. One  day  I  shall  have  used  up  my 
body,  worn  it  out,  and  I  shall  lay  it 
aside.  I  am  something  else. — Harold 
Bell  Wright. 

A  few  who  have  watched  me  sail  away 
Will  miss  my  craft  from  the  busy  bay; 
Some  friendly  bark  that  was  anchored 

near, 
Some  loving  soul  that  my  heart  held 

dear 
In  silent  sorrow  will  drop  a  tear; 
But  I  shall  have  peacefully  furled  my 

sail 
In  moorings  sheltered  from  storm  and 

gale, 
And   greeted   the    friends   that   have 

sailed  before 
O'er  the  unknown  sea  to  the  unknown 

shore.  — Anon. 

In  the  earth  are  broken  arcs;  in 
heaven  is  the  perfect  round. — Anon. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

A  Bible  hint.  Luke  20:35-38. 
Himself  the  life.  John  6:47-50. 
The  soul  immortal.   Matt.  10:28. 
The  way  to  life.   John  8:51. 
Treasures  above.  Matt.  6:20. 
Today,  after  death,  Paradise.   Luke 
23:42. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
"I  don't  see  how  I  could  marry  the 
pastor!   Why,  I  haven't  'got  religion' 
yet.  I  am  not    'converted,'    as    these 
Britishers  would  say!" 

Tom  Hammond  paused  before  the 
house  that  bore  the  number  at  the 
head  of  Mrs.  Joyce's  letter.  It  was  in 
a  mean  street,  and  his  soul  went  out 
in  pity  towards  the  unfortunate  wom- 
an, who,  with  all  her  refinment,  was 
compelled  to  live  amid  such  squalid 
surroundings. 

"And  heart-starved,  too,"  he  mused, 
pityingly.  "Heart-starved  for  the  want 
of  love,  of  sympathy,  of  the  sense  of 
soul-union  that  makes  life  with  a 
married  partner  at  all  bearable." 

"Yus,  sir;  Mrs.  Joss  lives  yere.  Top 
floor,  lef  'and  side.  Yer  kin  go  hup!" 

A  child  had  opened  the  door  in  re- 
sponse to  his  knock.  Following  the 
directions  given,  Tom  Hammond 
climbed  the  dirty  stairs.  On  the  top 
landing  were  two  doors.  The  one  on 
the  right  was  fast  shut;  that  on  the 
left  was  ajar  a  few  inches.  His  ap- 
proach did  not  seem  to  have  been 
heard.  Mrs.  Joyce,  the  only  occupant 
of  the  room,  was  seated  at  a  bare  deal 
table,  sewing  briskly. 

He  stretched  out  his  hand  to  tap  at 
the  door,  but  some  impulse  checked 
him  for  a  moment.  He  had  the  oppor- 
tunity to  observe  her  closely,  and  he 
did  so. 

She  sat  facing  the  window;  the 
light  shone  full  upon  her.  She  was 
dressed  in  a  well-worn  but  well-fitting 
black  gown.  Round  her  throat — how 
pure  and  white  the  skin  was! — she 
wore  a  white  turnover  collar  like  a 
nurse,  white  cuffs  at  her  wrists  com- 
pleting the  nurse  idea.  Her  hair — 
she  had  loosened  it  earlier  because 
of  a  slight  headache — hung  in  clus- 
tering waves  on  her  neck,  and 
was  held  back  behind  her  ears  with  a 
comb  on  either  side.  There  was  a  rare 
softness  and  refinement  in  the  pale 
face  that  drooped  over  her  sewing. 
Seen  as  Tom  Hammond  saw  her  then, 
Mrs.  Joyce  was  a  really  beautiful 
woman. 

He  gazed  for  a  few  moments  at  the 
picture,  amazed  at  the  rapidity  of  her 
sewing  movements. 

"The  tradegy  of  Tom  Hood's  'Song 
of  the  Shirt,' "  he  muttered,  as  he 
watched  the  gleam  of  the  flying 
needle. 

"Oh,  men  with  sisters  dear! 
Oh,  men  with  mothers  and  wives! 

It  is  not  linen  you're  wearing  out, 
But  human  creatures'  lives! 

Stitch,  stitch,  stitch, 
In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt, 

Sewing  at  once,    with    a    doubled 
thread, 
A  shroud  as  well  as  a  shirt." 

Under  the  magnetic  constraint  of 
his  fixed  gaze  the  woman  looked  to- 
ward the  door.  She  recognized  her 
visitor,  and  with  a  little  glad  cry 
started  to  her  feet.  Tom  Hammond 
pushed  the  door  open  and  entered  the 
room.  She  sprang  to  meet  him. 

Now  that  he  saw  her,  he  realized  the 
expression  of  her  face  had  changed. 


Heaven — all  the  heaven  of  God's  in- 
dwelling pardon,  love,  peace,  had  come 
to  dwell  with  her.  All  that  she  had 
said  in  her  letter  of  her  new-found 
joy,  was  fully  confirmed  by  her  looks. 

"How  good  of  you  to  come  to  see  me, 
Mr.  Hammond!''  she  cried,  as  she  felt 
the  clasp  of  his  hand. 

"How  good  of  you  to  write  me  of 
your  new-found  happiness!"  He 
smiled  back  into  her  glad,  eager  eyes. 

He  took  the  chair  she  offered,  and 
with  a  question  or  two  sought  to  lead 
her  on  to  talk  of  the  subject  about 
which  he  had  come  to  see  her. 

"The  very  title  of  the  subject," 
Hammond  explained,  "is  perfectly 
foreign  to  me." 

"It  was  ail  so,  so  foreign  to  me,"  she 
returned.  Then,  as  swift  tears  flooded 
her  eyes,  she  turned  to  him  with  a  lit- 
tle rapturous  cry,  saying, — 

"And  it  would  all  have  been  foreign 
to  me  for  ever,  but  for  you,  Mr.  Ham- 
mond. I  never,  never  can  forget  that 
but  for  you  my  soul  would  have  been 
in  a  suicide's  hell,  where  hope  and 
mercy  could  never  have  reached  me. 
As  long  as  I  shall  live  I  shall  never 
forget  the  awful  rush  of  soul-accu- 
sation that  swept  over  me,  when  my 
body  touched  the  foul  waters  of  that 
muddy  river  that  night.  The  chill  and 
shock  of  the  waters  I  did  not  feel,  but 
the  chill  of  eternal  condemnation  for 
my  madness  and  sin  I  did  feel. 

"I  saw  all  my  life  as  in  a  flash.  All 
the  gracious  warnings  and  pleadings 
that  ever,  in  my  hearing,  fell  from  my 
sainted  father's  lips  as  he  besought 
men  and  women  to  be  reconciled  to 
God,  seemed  to  swoop  down  upon  me, 
condemning  me  for  my  unbelief  and 
sin.  Then — then  you  came  to  my  res- 
cue— and — " 

Her  tears  were  dropping  thick  and 
fast  now. 

"And — my  soul — had  respite  given 
in  which  to — to — -seek  God —  because 
— you  saved  my  body." 

Overcome  with  her  emotion,  she 
turned  her  head  to  wipe  away  the 
grateful  tears.  When  next  she  faced 
him,  her  voice  was  low  and  tender, 
her  eyes  glowed  with  a  light  that  Tom 
Hammond  had  never  seen  in  a  human 
face  before. 

"Now,  if  my  Lord  come,"  she  said 
softly,  rapturously,  "whether  at  morn- 
ing, at  noontide  at  midnight,  or  cock- 
crowning,  I  shall  be  ready  to  meet  Him 
in  the  air. 

"I  used  to  think  that  if  ever  I  was 
converted,  I  should  meet  my  dear 
father  and  mother  at  the  last  day,  at 
the  great  final  end  of  all  things. 

"But  now  I  know  that  if  Jesus  came 
for  His  people  today,  that  I  should 
meet  my  dear  ones  today.  For  when 
'the  Lord  himself  shall  descend  from 
heaven  .  .  .  the  dead  in  Christ  shall 
rise  first:  then  we  which  are  alive  and 
remain  shall  be  caught  up  together 
with  them  in  the  clouds,  to  meet  the 
Lord  in  the  air:  and  so  shall  we  ever 
be  with  the  Lord.' " 

Tom  Hammond  gazed  at  the  speaker 
in  wonder.  The  glory  that  filled  her 
face,  the  triumph  and  rapture  that 
rang  in  her  voice,  were  a  strange  re- 
velation to  him. 


"A  starvation  wage  for  making  slop- 
shirts,"  he  mused,  "yet  more  than 
triumphing  over  every  discomfort  of 
poverty  by  the  force  of  the  divine  hope 
that  dominates  her!  What  is  this 
hope?" 

"Tell  me  of  this  wondrous  thing, 
Mrs.  Joyce,"  he  said,  aloud,  "that  can 
transmute  your  poverty  and  suffering 
to  triumph  and  rapture,  and  your 
comfortless  garret  to  a  heaven  on 
earth." 

"Before  I  begin,"  she  replied,  "tell 
me,  Mr.  Hammond,  have  ever  you  seen 
this?" 

From  the  window-shelf  she  reached 
a  tiny  envelope  booklet. 

"Long  Odds!"  he  said,  reading  the 
boldly-printed  title  of  the  book.  "No; 
I  have  never  seen  this.  It  sounds 
sporting,  rather." 

"Take  it,  Mr.  Hammond,"  she  went 
on;  "if  it  does  nothing  else,  it  will 
awaken  your  interest  in  this  wonder- 
ful subject." 

He  slipped  the  book  into  his  breast- 
pocket. She  opened  her  mouth  to 
speak  again,  when  a  sound  from  out- 
side caught  her  ear.  She  started  to  her 
feet;  her  face  turned  deadly  pale.  The 
next  instant  the  door  was  flung  noisily 
open,  and  her  husband  entered  the 
room. 

The  blear-eyed,  drunken  scoundrel 
glared  at  the  two  seated  figures,  then 
laughed  evilly  as  he  cried, — 

"Turned  religious?  Oho!  oho!  Like 
all  the  rest  of  your  religious  people, 
make  a  mantle— a  regular  down-to- 
your-feet  ulster — of  your  religion  to 
cover  every  blackness  and  filthiness 
of  life." 

"Silence,  you  foul-mouthed  black- 
guard!" 

Tom  Hammond's  lips  were  white 
with  the  indignation  that  filled  him, 
as  he  flung  his  command  to  the  man. 

"Silence  yourself,  Tom  Hammond!" 
bellowed  the  drunken  scoundrel.  "I 
know  you,"  he  went  on.  "You're  a  big 
bug  now!  Think  no  end  of  yourself, 
and  of  your  messing  paper.  Perhaps 
you'll  say  you  came  to  invite  me  to 
join  your  staff,  now  that  I've  caught 
you  here?" 

His  sneering  tone  changed  to  one  of 
bitterest  hate,  as  he  turned  to  the 
white,  trembling  woman. 

"You're  a  beauty,  ain't  you?  Profess 
to  turn  saint;  then,  when  you  think 
I'm  clear  away,  you  receive  visits  from 
fine  gentlemen!  Gentlemen?  bah! 
they're — " 

"Silence,  you  drunken,  foul-mouthed 
beast!"  again  interrupted  Tom  Ham- 
mond. 

There  was  something  amazing  in  the 
command  that  rang  in  the  indignant 
tones  of  his  voice. 

"Unless,"  he  went  on,  "you  want  to 
find  yourself  in  the  grip  of  the  law." 

For  a  moment  or  two  Joyce  was  ut- 
terly cowed!  then  the  devil  in  him 
reared  its  head  again,  and  he  hissed, 

"You  clear  out  of  here,  and  remem- 
ber this,  if  I  have  to  keep  sober  for  a 
year  to  do  it,  I'll  ruin  you,  Tom  Ham- 
mond, I  will!" 

He  laughed  with  an  almost  demon- 
iacal glee,  as  he  went  on: 

"I  can  write  a  par  yet,  you  know 
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I'll  dip  my  pen  in  the  acid  of  hate — 
hate,  the  hate  of  devils,  my  beauty — 
and  then  get  Fletcher  to  put  them  in- 
to his  paper.  He's  not  in  love  with  the 
'Courier,'  or  with  Tom  Hammond,  the 
Editor." 

"You  scurrilous  wretch!"  It  was  all 
that  Hammond  deigned  to  reply. 

"Good  day,  Mrs.  Joyce!"  he  bowed 
to  the  white-faced  woman. 

For  her  sake  he  did  not  offer  to 
shake  hands,  but  moved  away  down 
the  stairs. 

(To  be  continued) 

OH,  BUILD  ME  A  CHURCH  AT 
THE  SIDE  OF  THE  ROAD 

Marion  Maclean  Bates 

Oh,  build  me  a  church  at  the  side  of 

the  road, 
Let  me  sing  to  the  passers-by, 
Let  my  song  be  one  that  will  cheer 

the  heart 
Of  a  soul  about  to  die. 

Let  my  words  ring  earnest  and  full  of 

love, 
Coming  to  me  from  on  high; 
Oh,  make  me  a  Paul  at  the  side  of  the 

road, 
Let  me  preach  to  the  passers-by. 

May    prayers    float    out    through    an 

open  door 
And  ring  as  a  simple  lay, 
Full  of  love  and  faith  and  hope  for 

man 
Beyond  this  pall  of  gray. 

An  old-fashioned  church  at  the  side 

of  the  road  % 

That  will  welcome  all  races  of  men, 
Filling  the  hearts  of  all  mankind 
With  the  faith  of  their  fathers  again. 

Let  its  creeds,  its  doctrines,  and  dog- 
mas be  love, 

Let  love  be  its  staff  and  its  rod, 

Then  build  me  a  church  at  the  side 
of  the  road 

That  is  built  as  a  temple  of  God. 


HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

A  CHARTED  LIFE! 

altogether  lovely,  then  I  want  to  go 
off  somewhere  and  look  over  my 
Charted  Life  and  show  redeemed  men 
and  angels  how  faithful  He  was  to 
me,  and  how  He  brought  me  out? 
When  I  see  that  I  can  triumphantly 
declare,  Now  I  understand  why  He 
led  me  in  ways  that  I  knew  not! 
There  I  will  see  the  detours  in  my 
life  and  realize  the  adverse  winds  that 
drove  my  little  human  bark  into  un- 
known channels  were  designed  by  His 
Almighty  Power  to  deliver  me  from 
the  snare  of  the  fowler!  Joshua  told 
the  children  of  Israel:  "There  jailed 
not  ought  of  any  good  thing  which 
the  Lord  had  spoken  unto  the  house 
of  Israel;  all  came  to  pass,"  Joshua 
21:45.  Yes,  all  He  speaks  comes  to 
pass!  He  is  your  Teacher,  Instructor, 
and  your  heavenly  Father  and  He  can 


Instructions  How  To  Teach 


"Personal  Soul  Winning,"  by  William 
Evans,  can  be  successfully  taught  in 
fifty  lessons,  giving,  on  an  average, 
four  pages  a  lesson. 

The  course  has  a  threefold  aim:  To 
prompt,  encourage,  and  equip  indi- 
vidual Christians  to  do  personal 
work. 

Accomplish  this  aim  by: 

I.  Giving  the  first  lesson  on  the 
importance  of  personal  work  to  the 
individual  and  to  the  church. 

Giving  them  instructions  for  making 
a  memory  notebook.  Use  a  small  size 
book  and  write  the  location  of  the 
verse  on  the  right-hand  sheet  and  the 
quotation  of  it  on  the  back.  Then  the 
verses  will  always  be  handy  for  re- 
view. 

Memorize  a  class  motto:  Prov.  11: 
30b. 

Choose  a  class  song  as  they  suggest. 

The  second  lesson  should  begin  with 
a  study  of  "How  To  Memorize,"  page 
49  in  the  text.  Insist  on  location,  ac- 
curacy, review,  and  practice. 

II.  The  students  will  be  encouraged 
to  do  personal  work  throughout  the 
course,  but  especially  so  in  the  second 
and  third  chapters.  Give  them  a  mem- 


ory verse  with  each  element  and  quali- 
fication. 

III.  Beginning  with  Chapter  IV  your 
chief  aim  will  be  to  equip  them.  Al- 
ways make  a  practical  application  of 
each  lesson. 

There  will  be  from  seventy  to  eighty 
scriptures  in  your  memory  book  when 
you  finish.  These  may  be  chosen  from 
the  author's  suggestions  in  each  les- 
son. From  Chapter  XIII  on  we  do  not 
memorize  scripture,  but  learn  loca- 
tions. 

Every  third  or  fourth  lesson  should 
include  a  review  of  all  memory  work. 
This  may  be  done  orally  by  dividing 
the  class  and  having  a  contest. 

The  new  scriptures  (two  or  three) 
should  be  quoted  in  unison  and  also 
written.  A  grade  should  be  taken  on 
the  written  work  and  then  all  grades 
averaged  together  for  a  final.  To  en- 
courage accuracy,  count  off  the  full 
amount  for  a  verse  if  one  or  more 
words  are  missed,  pr  if  the  location  is 
wrong. 

Teachers,  your  course  will  be  suc- 
cessful if  you  can  instill  within  the 
students  a  burning  desire  to  be  a  per- 
sonal soul  winner! — Correspondence 
Department,  Bible  Training  School. 


be  fully  and  implicitly  trusted!  Let  us 
say  with  Isaiah,  "/  will  trust,  and  not 
be  afraid." 

No  one  can  explain;  neither  is  it 
necessary  for  us  to  explain;  all  there 
is  for  us  to  do  is  to  trust  our  little  bark 
to  the  Divine  Pilot!  It  may  be  yours 
to  suffer  loss  of  all  things  while  oth- 
ers seem  to  be  blessed  and  prospered. 
It  may  be  yours  to  travel  the  rugged 
roads  alone,  while  others  seem  to  have 
flowery  beds  of  ease,  but  you  can  tri- 
umphantly sing: 

"Some    through    the    waters,    some 

through  the  flood, 
Some    through    the    fire,    but    all 

through  the  blood!" 

Who  can  explain  God's  permitting 
the  faithful  James  to  fall  by  the  hand 
of  Herod,  and  Peter,  his  companion  in 
the  faith,  to  be  delivered?  Who  can 
understand  the  stoning  of  Stephen? 
Yet  Paul,  who  encouraged  and  wit- 
nessed the  same,  was  permitted  to 
crawl  out  from  under  the  stones  that 
were  heaped  upon  him  when  he  was 
left  as  dead,  and  go  forward  to  preach 
the  gospel.  We  don't  need  to  explain; 
all  we  need  to  do  is  to  trust  Him,  yes, 
"Consider  him  that  endured  such 
contradiction  of  sinners  against  him- 
self, lest  ye  be  wearied  and  faint  in 
your  minds,"  Heb.  12:3.  When  we  con- 
sider Him,  we  can  sing  with  the  poet: 

"Not  now,  but  in  the  coming  years, 
It  may  be  in  the  better  land; 
We  will  read  the  meaning  of  our  tears, 
And    there,    sometime,    we'll    under- 
stand." 


PERSONAL  SOUL  WINNING 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

Yes,  our  pastors  and  evangelists 
must  be  personal  workers,  as  well  as 
preachers  from  the  pulpit.  The  ser- 
mon is  effective  with  many.  Music 
has  brought  many  to  Christ,  but  in 
thousands  and  thousands  of  cases  it. 
is  the  personal  touch  that  wins. 

QUESTIONS  ANSWERED 

Question:  How  often  should  these 
meetings  be  held? 

Answer:    At  least  once  each  week. 

Question:  What  should  be  the  open- 
ing order  of  each  meeting? 

Answer:  A  short  song  service  and 
prayer. 

Question:  Who  will  formulate  and 
submit  the  questions  to  be  answered 
in  the  examination,  mentioned  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  in  order  to  get  a 
certificate? 

Answer:    This  will  be  decided  later. 

Question:  When  will  the  certificate 
be  awarded  and  by  whom? 

Answer:  Each  union  teacher  will 
award  the  certificates  to  those  who 
have  successfully  finished  the  course. 

Other  questions  will  be  answered 
from  time  to  time  on  this  page. 


Send  for  a  copy  of  "Without  Ex- 
cuse." Fine  for  you  to  carry  in  your 
pocket  for  your  evangelistic  work. 
Order  from  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


''Little  Adventures   in   the    Land 
of  Quiz" 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
though  Hebrew  was  not  the  chief 
language  in  Palestine  then,  it  was 
understood  by  most  Jews,  and  learned 
Jews  sometimes  spoke  it  publicly.  Acts 
21:37-40. 

QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  When  the  twelve  tribes  divided 
and  became  two  kingdoms,  Judah  and 
Israel,  with  which  kingdom  did  the 
tribe  of  Levi  go? 

2.  Was  all  flesh  made  from  the 
earth? 

3.  Why  was  Mephibosheth  a  crip- 
ple? 

4.  Did  David  and  Bathsheba  have 
another  son  after  Solomon? 


name  she  ever  heard. — The  Brethren 
Evangelist. 


WHEN  OLGA  NEEDED  A  FRIEND 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
the  building  began  to  ring.  Instantly 
the  children  left  their  play.  Olga 
watched  them  form  in  a  line.  As  they 
marched  in  she  noticed  that  one 
girl  about  her  own  age  stayed  outside 
with  the  teacher  after  the  others  had 
disappeared.  It  looked  to  Olga  as  if  this 
girl  was  pointing  up  toward  the  hill. 
Then  almost  at  once  the  girl  ran  down 
to  the  brook  and  disappeared  in  a 
clump  of  bushes  that  grew  beside  it  at 
the  foot  of  the  hill. 

What  should  she  do?  Oh,  she  knew 
she  must  go  down!  She  would  have 
to  go  in  the  room  all  by  herself!  And 
she  couldn't  say  a  word!  Because  she 
felt  so  bad  Olga  sat  down  on  the 
ground  that  was  covered  with  spring 
violets  and  began  to  cry;  in  fact  she 
sobbed  so  loud  that  she  did  not  hear 
the  footsteps  of  someone  coming  until 
they  were  very  close.  Then  all  at  once 
she  lifted  her  tear-stained  face  to 
look  up  at  the  girl  who  a  few  minutes 
before  had  been  pointing  up  at  the 
hill. 

The  girl  was  smiling  at  her.  Olga's 
heart  began  to  flutter  in  a  strange, 
happy  way.  The  girl  was  talking,  too. 
But  Olga  could  not  understand  a  word 
she  said.  So  she  shook  her  head  sadly. 

Then  much  to  Olga's  surprise  this 
girl  stooped  and  kissed  her  right  on 
her  tear-stained  cheek.  Olga's  heart 
began  to  beat  so  rapidly;  little  tin- 
gling thrills  swept  through  her.  The 
next  moment  this  girl  was  helping  her 
to  her  feet  and  pointing  to  the  little 
white  building  below  them,  then  at 
once  she  started  leading  her  down  the 
hill. 

When  they  came  to  the  schoolhouse 
the  girl  paused.  She  pointed  to  her- 
self and  said  over  and  over,  "Laura." 

At  first  Olga  could  not  understand. 
Then  all  at  once  it  flashed  on  her  that 
the  girl  was  saying  her  own  name.  So 
Olga  repeated  the  single  word,  "Lau- 
ra." Immediately  the  idea  came  to  her 
to  do  the  same. 

Right  away  after  the  other  girl  re- 
peated the  name  after  her,  "Olga." 
Then  she  laughed  merrily.  And  be- 
cause there  was  not  the  tiniest  bit  of 
pain  in  Olga's  heart  now  she  laughed 
too.  What  fun  she  was  going  to  have! 
But  best  of  all  she  had  already  found 
a  friend.  And  Laura,  she  told  her 
mother  that  night,  was  the  prettiest 


FATHER  AND   MOTHER'S   PAGE 
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terest  to  me,  I'll  tear  down  the  house 
and  I'll  build  a  summer  home  there, 
and  let  you  come  out  to  it  when  you 
want  to."  Accordingly,  they  took  a  trip 
out  to  the  old  homestead  to  tear  it 
down.  Around  that  spot  there  swept 
many  sacred  memories. 

Then  these  two  brothers,  past  mid- 
dle life  and  rich,  went  into  the  house 
and  looked  around  through  it.  One 
walked  up  and  down  in  front  of  the 
old  fireplace,  and  the  other  sat  down. 
Finally  one  said  to  the  other: 

"You  know,  Bob,  what  I'm  thinking 
about?  I've  changed  my  mind  since 
I've  been  here.  We're  not  going  to  tear 
down  this  old  house.  This  house  is  go- 
ing to  stand  here:  it's  not  going  to 
be  torn  down." 

"That  is  a  strange  thing,"  the  other 
brother  said,  "because  when  I  was 
walking  up  and  down  in  front  of  the 
fireplace,  that  is  the  same  thing  I  was 
thinking  about."  He  looked  over  at 
the  chair  in  which  his  father  used  to 
sit.  "Here  is  the  old  chair  that  father 
sat  in  when  he  read  the  Bible,  when 
we  had  family  vvorship — the  chair 
around  which  we  knelt  as  father  lift- 
ed our  hearts  to  God." 

They  stayed  there  two  hours  to  talk 
things  over.  They  both  got  down  on 
their  knees  by  the  old  chair,  repented, 
and  wept  their  hearts  out  before  God. 
They  went  back  saved  men,  and  gave 
their  money  to  God  and  lived  for  God. 

And  the  old  house  stands.  Not  a 
single  thing  was  moved  out.  It  was  too 
sacred  to  touch,  because  the  family 
altar  had  stood  there.  It  is  a  great 
thing  to  go  back  to  the  old  house.  If 
you  cannot  go  back  any  way  but  in 
memory,  go  back. 

I  can  make  such  a  journey  tonight. 
I  am  back  there  now,  on  the  banks  of 
the  Hudson  River,  in  that  old  farm- 
house, in  that  old  kitchen,  around 
that  great  fireplace — father,  mother, 
twelve  children,  twice  a  day,  the  old 
family  Bible,  and  the  wonderful 
prayer  lifted  to  God!  I  am  remem- 
bering that  old  house,  that  old  center, 
that  marvelous  influence. 

Do  not  be  surprised  when  I  tell  you 
that  every  one  of  those  children  was 
saved  by  the  grace  of  God.  Four  of 
them  became  ministers  of  Jesus 
Christ,  all  the  rest  of  them  Sunday 
School  teachers  and  God's  chosen  men 
and  women.  And  they  all  found  that 
inspiration  and  life  at  the  family  altar 
when  father  opened  the  Bible  and 
then  lifted  his  heart  to  God.  That  is 
the  greatest  heritage  in  this  world. 

The  greatest  inheritance  is  the  in- 
fluence of  Christian  blood  and  life, 
moral  character,  a  spiritual  uplifting 
power.  Now  if  your  old  home  gave 
you  that,  you  do  not  have  to  have  a 
dollar.  My  father  and  mother  never 
left  me  a  dollar,  but  they  left  me 
the  greatest  riches  in  the  world. — 
(Selected  from  a  sermon  by  Courtland 
Myers.) 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
the  thought  to  us  that  humanity 
needs  the  touch  of  the  Master's  hand 
to  heal  the  troubled  and  perplexed 
people  who  are  everywhere  today,  but 
let  us  remember  that: 

Christ  has  no  hands,  but  our  hands, 

To  do  His  work  today, 

He  has  no  feet,  but  our  feet, 

To  lead  men  in  the  way. 


A   Letter  That  Should  Touch  Your 
Heart  and  You  Should  Write 

Dear  Christian  Friend: 

I  am  a  reader  of  your  fine  paper, 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  since  some 
Christian  friend  so  kindly  subscribed 
for  me.  The  friend  is  Rev.  T.  F.  Black- 
well,  Alvin,  111. 

I  know  you  must  be  a  very  busy 
person  and,  best  of  all,  I  know  you 
are  in.  the  most  blessed  work  for  our 
Lord  and  Savior.  So  I  believe  you  will 
be  glad  to  read  my  word  of  praise 
for  Jesus  who  came  into  my  life  about 
one  and  one-half  years  ago  here  in 
this  penitentiary.  This  proves  that 
God  is  no  respecter  of  persons,  which 
I  know  is  correct,  when  He  chose  to 
turn  my  steps  from  death  to  life. 

I  do  not  just  guess  at  the  change 
that  has  come  into  my  life,  but  truly 
I  have  been  born  again.  The  former 
things  have  passed  away  and  all 
things  have  become  new.  As  Paul  says, 
I  press  onward  toward  the  high  call- 
ing with  all  my  trust  and  faith  in  God, 
ruler  of  heaven  and  earth. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  am  much  in  need 
of  Christian  letters.  I  think  that  you 
might  be  able  to  influence  some  Chris- 
tian people  to  bring  that  light  to  me 
in  this  place  so  darkened  by  sin.  I  as- 
sure you  that  all  letters  will  be  wel- 
comed and  highly  respected  and  in  re- 
turn I  promise  to  tell  the  wonderful 
story  of  Jesus  and  His  love.  Best 
wishes  for  you  and  success  for  your 
work. — John  R.  Gant. 

Tempting  the  Devil 

Satan  gets  credit  for  a  good  many 
things  that  are  not  his  fault.  A  good 
many  men  really  tempt  the  devil.  He 
can  have  no  power  over  a  heart  that 
refuses  to  be  controlled  by  him.  The 
story  is  told  of  a  little  fellow  who  had 
got  into  a  good  deal  of  trouble  by  some 
naughtiness  and  was  told  to  go  to  his 
room  and  pray  for  deliverance.  His 
auntie  offered  to  go  with  him,  but  he 
said,  "No,  auntie,  you  pray  in  your 
room  and  I  will  pray  in  mine."  After 
she  had  finished  she  was  tempted  to 
look  through  a  crack  in  the  door  as 
she  overheard  the  little  fellow  still 
fighting  his  great  battle  with  the 
enemy.  He  was  kneeling  by  the  bed 
and  striking  his  little  fist  down  upon 
the  cover  like  a  real  soldier,  and  cry- 
ing out,  "O  God,  make  me  a  good  lit- 
tle boy  and  drive  the  old  devil  out 
of  me,  and  hitch  him  up  to  some 
other  little  boy  who  wants  to  be  bad." 
This  is  really  where  the  devil  belongs 
— with  the  people  who  want  to  be 
bad — and  if  it  is  our  purpose  to  serve 
the  Lord,  we  have  no  need  to  be  both- 
ered with  him. — Selected. 


Marc^  1945 
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POINTS  IN  THE  NATIONAL  Y.P.E. 

AND  SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

CONTESTS 

RULES   FOR  AWARDING   THE   NA- 
TIONAL Y.P.E.  BANNERS,   1944-45: 

1.  Largest  percentage  of  increase 

in  average  attendance 30  points 

2.  Largest  number  saved  under 
thirty-five  years  of  age 10  points 

3.  Largest  number  sanctified  10  points 

4.  Largest   number    baptized 

with  the  Holy  Ghost 10  points 

5.  Largest  percentage  of  inerease 

in  sale  of  Lighted  Pathway  10  points 

6.  Largest  percentage  of  increase 

in  Y.P.E.  offerings  10  points 

7.  Largest  percentage  report- 
ing   10  points 

8.  Largest  number  students  in 
Bible  Training  School  and 
College,  Sevierville,  Tennes- 
see, 1945-46  term  10  points 

RULES    FOR   AWARDING    THE    NA- 
TIONAL SUNDAY  SCHOOL  BAN- 
NERS,  1944-45: 
,.  Largest  percentage  of  increase 
in  average  attendance 20  points 

2.  Largest  percentage  of  increase 

in  Sunday  School  offerings  10  points 

3.  Largest  percentage  of  increase 
in  weekly  march  and  birth- 
day orphanage  offerings ...  10  points 

4.  Largest  average  attendance 
of  teachers  compared  with 
average  Sunday  School  at- 
tendance   10  points 

5.  Largest  percentage  of  Sunday 
Schools  having  weekly  teach- 
ers' meetings 10  points 

6.  Largest  amount  of  money 
raised  for  the  orphanage  by 
coupons  (Note:  for  states  in 
which  coupons  are  not  avail- 
able, No.  6  in  these  rules  will 
be  eliminated,  and  5  points 
added  to  No.  5  and  No.  7)  .10  points 

7.  Largest  percentage  of  Sunday 
Schools  reporting  10  points 

8.  Largest  percentage  of  increase 
in  state  convention  orphanage 
offering    10  points 

9.  Largest   average   Teachers' 
Quarterlies  used  10  points 


LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to 
the  Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  January. 

Illinois  ..$141 .80 

Alabama   58.35 

Florida    53.00 

South  Carolina 24.93 

Georgia    24.70 


Please  clear  up  your  ac- 
count. If  accounts  are  allowed 
to  run  more  than  two  months 
without  payment,  further 
credit  for  papers  will  not  be 
granted. — The  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House. 


California  .... .......... 23.70 

Texas    22.90 

Kentucky    18.90 

Missouri    . 18.50 

Tennessee  9.00 

Pennsylvania     8.35 

North  Carolina  7.00 

Virginia  7.00 

South  Dakota   5.00 

Ohio   4.50 

Michigan  2.75 

Washington,  D.  C,  2.10 

New  York    _.__  2.00 

West  Virginia 2.00 

Louisiana    2.00 

Maryland    :_  2.00 

Oregon  2.00 

Indiana   2.00 

Mississippi    2.00 

Delaware  1.00 

North  Dakota    1.00 


$448.48 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  Feb.  Total 

Alabama  6,511  20,637 

Alaska  11  73 

Arizona    289  1,741 

Arkansas    510  3,595 

California    1,811  8,149 

Canada  405  1,941 

Colorado    _     52  316 

Connecticut 4  169 

Delaware    152  1,268 

Florida    3,476  18,982 

Foreign 1,049  3,373 

Georgia  .....6,065  33,580 

Idaho    341  1,319 

Illinois    3,544  16,902 

Indiana    633  5,163 

Iowa    281  1,515 

Kansas    934  2,973 

Kentucky  2,477  12,982 

Louisiana  574  4,028 

Maine    647  2,422 

Massachusetts    40  192 

Maryland     1,497  8,807 

Michigan    1,489  10,623 

Minnesota    82  491 

Mississippi  1,027  5,184 

Missouri    ....1,734  9,677 

Montana    143  1,036 

Nebraska    219  764 

New  Hampshire 14  42 

New  Jersey 232  1,509 

New  Mexico    .._ 290  1,888 

New   York 152  824 

Nevada   8  108 

North  Carolina 5,643  37,188 

North   Dakota   201  1,272 

Ohio  4,107  25,952 

Oklahoma 383  2,683 

Oregon    134  1,125 

Pennsylvania 1,247  6,910 

Rhode  Island 5 

South  Carolina  ....10,916  59,520 

South  Dakota  382  1,705 

Tennessee    __1 3,722  22,373 

Texas  2,208  12,601 

Utah    3  24 

Virginia    1,959  10,500 

Washington    394  2,508 

Washington,  D.  C.      127  1,125 

West  Virginia  3,367  19,989 

Wisconsin    74  338 

Wyoming    51  405 

71,620  388,496 


Notice  of  Addresses 

When  sending  in  the  address  of  a 
soldier,  be  sure  to  send  us  the  full  ad- 
dress. So  many  fail  to  do  this,  espe- 
cially when  sending  addresses  of  sol- 
diers overseas.  Many  of  our  subscrip- 
tions are  failing  to  reach  the  soldiers 
because  of  this.  Please  cooperate  with 
us  concerning  this  matter. — Editor. 


Notice  to  Gideons 

If  your  name  is  already  on  the  Gid- 
eon book,  please  do  not  write  for  your 
papers  unless  you  want  an  extra  or- 
der. If  this  is  observed,  it  will  help  the 
bookkeepers. 


January  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 

The  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  on 
time  is  the  20th  of  each  month;  for 
instance,  February  payments  must  be 
in  by  February  20. 

January  Honor  Roll 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Edwin   Mortenson,  Columbia,   S.   C. 
Mrs.  Lee  Mullins,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 
Rev.  W.  J.  Hodges,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 


TRACTS 

Evangelistic  unions  desiring  tracts 
may  write  to  the  addresses  below  for 
samples: 

Rev.  C.  A.  Cooper,  Director  of  World- 
wide Monthly  Tract  Club,  Box  1,  Spo- 
kane 1,  Wash. 

Mrs.  John  F.  Thames,  Rt.  5,  Box  21, 
Fayetteville,  N.  C. 


Notices 

Please  get  your  order  to  us  by  the 
8th  of  the  month  if  you  want  the  next 
issue.  This  will  insure  your  getting 
the  paper,  thus  preventing  disappoint- 
ment. This  month,  February,  we  have 
been  turning  down  orders  since  the 
30th  of  January.  If  we  could  have  had 
your  orders  by  the  8th,  we  would  have 
known  how  many  more  to  have  print- 
ed. Also,  if  you  want  the  special  issues 
with  the  State  News,  we  must  have 
the  order  by  the  8th  of  each  month, 
that  is  the  extra  orders  besides  the 
regular  standing  order.  We  can't  guar- 
antee sending  any  specials  if  your 
order  comes  in  after  the  8th. — Lighted 
Pathway  Department. 


Order  "Our  Junior  Jewels" 
today,  a  paper  published  espe- 
cially for  Junior  boys  and  girls. 
No  Sunday  School  should  be 
without  this  little  paper.  Price 
per  quarter,  of  thirteen  issues, 
10c.  Order  from  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 


[Page  18] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


■»; 


«se 


•;«  •:«  •:♦;  <&:  -:♦;  •;« 


•:-©•;  •;»  •:*;• 


•:<*;  •;«>;  v>:  ««•  •:♦:•  •:<»»  *®  •:<£•  •»  *»  <«•  *»  <♦-   •»-    «*; 


.♦ 


GLINTS    OF  KNOWLEDGE 


The  Big  Boss 

There  might  be  more  truth  than 
fiction  in  the  story  that  is  going  the 
rounds  about  a  conversation  between 
Churchill,  Roosevelt,  and  Stalin.  Said 
Roosevelt:  "I  dreamed  a  dream  last 
night  that  I  was  made  president  of 
the  world."  Churchill  remarked: 
"That's  queer.  I  dreamed  that  I  was 
made  prime  minister  of  the  nations." 
Whereupon  Stalin  said,  "I  had  a 
dream  last  night,  too,  but  I  don't  re- 
member appointing  either  of  you  gen- 
tlemen to  those  jobs." — Prophecy 
Monthly. 

As  Usual 

It  has  been  agreed  among  the  Allies 
that  Russia  is  to  hold  the  Baltic, 
Great  Britain  is  to  hold  the  Mediter- 
ranean— and  the  U.  S.  is  to  hold  the 
sack. —  Walter  Winchel. 

It  has  been  estimated  that  if  Sun- 
day School  attendance  continues  to 
decrease  at  the  present  rate,  there 
will  be  no  Sunday  Schools  in  thirty 
years.  Do  you  go  to  Sunday  School? 
Do  you  take  your  children  there? 

Gideon   Plans 

According  to  "Christian  Century," 
the  Gideons  at  their  forty-fifth  an- 
nual convention,  held  recently  in 
Denver,  made  plans  to  distribute  the 
New  Testament  and  Psalms  to  all 
children  in  the  public  schools  who  will 
accept  them,  regardless  of  faith,  and 
to  place  a  Bible  on  the  desk  of  every 
teacher. — Gospel  Herald. 

Hundred  Greatest  Men 

The  editor  of  an  English  magazine 
sent  out  a  questionnaire  to  "the  hun- 
dred greatest  men  in  Great  Britain," 
asking  them,  "If  for  any  reason  you 
were  to  spend  a  year  absolutely  alone, 
in  a  prison,  for  instance,  and  could 
select  from  your  library  three  volumes 
as  your  companions  during  retire- 
ment, please  to  inform  us  what  those 
three  books  would  be."  In  the  answers 
it  was  found  that  ninety-eight  of  the 
hundred  named  "The  Bible"  first  in 
the  list  of  three  books  to  be  chosen. — 
Selected. 

Tithing 

It  has  been  estimated  by  a  man 
skillful  with  figures  that  if  the  tith- 
ing process  were  in  operation  it  would 
give  the  churches  of  this  country 
$4,000,000,000  a  year.— Gospel  Minister. 

American   Spending 

"We  Americans  spend  half  as  much 
for  ice  cream  as  we  do  for  churches 
and  benevolences,"  declares  the  Re- 
ligious Digest.  "For  personal  adorn- 
ment we  expend  about  the  same 
amount  as  we  give  to  religious  work; 
for  theaters,  movies,  dance  halls,  and 


the  like,  one  and  a  half  times  as  much 
as  for  religious  work;  for  smokes,  two 
and  a  half  times  as  much  as  to  the 
church;  for  candy  and  cosmetics,  four 
times  as  much." — Religious  Digest. 

Iliicit  Drugs 

"Ninety  per  cent  of  all  the  illicit 
drugs  of  the  world  are  distributed  by 
Japan.  Japanese  aggression  here  is  as 
dangerous  as  its  militarism.  The  result 
is  the  pouring  of  opium  into  China 
and  the  Far  East. 

"The  story  of  Japan's  effort  to  de- 
moralize the  whole  Far  East  is  in- 
credible. Its  whole  economy  is  direct- 
ed to  flooding  the  world  with  a  drug 
which  will  undermine  the  resistance 
of  its  victims.  No  more  deadly  threat 
exists  today  in  a  world  full  of  deadly 
evils.  To  stamp  this  traffic  out  should 
be  one  of  the  first  duties  of  the  Allied 
nations." — Gospel  Minister. 

British  homes  to  the  number  of 
4,500,000  have  been  destroyed  by 
bombing  during  the  war,  which  is 
about  one  home  in  every  three. — 
Selected. 

Gangs   of    Boys 

The  New  York  Times  recently  pub- 
lished an  article  to  the  effect  that 
there  are  in  New  York  City  more  than 
500  conflict  gangs  of  boys,  boys  band- 
ed together  to  fight  other  gangs. 
Some  of  these  gangs  have  girls'  or- 
ganizations as  auxiliaries.  About  every 
day  some  of  these  gangs  fight  and 
sometimes  boys  are  killed  in  their 
street  battles. 

There  are  eighty-one  foreign- 
speaking  Methodist  churches  in  the 
United  States,  with  a  total  member- 
ship of  41,000. — The  Gospel  Minister. 

An  unpopular  meeting  of  English- 
men in  London,  to  plead  for  easier 
terms  to  be  extended  to  the  Germans, 
was  hit  by  a  robot  bomb,  which  had 
no  eyes  and  did  not  know  a  friend 
from  an  enemy. — John  Paul. 

Snake  Cultists 

There  are  in  the  South  several  con- 
gregations of  people  who  demonstrate 
their  faith  by  letting  poisonous  snakes 
bite  them.  Recently  one  of  their 
preachers  died  as  a  result  of  snake 
bite,  and  it  is  reported  that  30,000 
members  of  what  is  called  "Holiness 
Faith  Healers"  met  together  to  hold  a 
memorial  service  for  him,  considering 
him  a  martyr  to  the  faith. — Selected. 

Catholics  Condemn   Millenarianism 

The  doctrine  that  Christ  will  ap- 
pear on  earth  before  the  final  judg- 
ment has  been  condemned  by  a  com- 
mission of  cardinals.— The  Gospel 
Minister. 


Palestine,  it  has  been  estimated, 
could  support  an  additional  4,000,000 
Jews. 

Five  hundred  German  submarines 
have  been  sunk  during  the  war,  it  is 
estimated. 

School  teachers  to  the  number  of 
217,000  have  left  their  profession.  Only 
63,000  have  been  trained  to  take  their 
places,  leaving  154,000  vacancies. 

Wheat  production  this  year  has 
been  estimated  at  1,132,105,000  bush- 
els, the  largest  wheat  crop  in  history. 
The  corn  estimate  is  a  little  below 
1943. 

Bank  Devotions 

First  National  Bank  of  Pikeville, 
Ky.,  starts  the  day  with  a  half  hour 
of  devotional  exercises. 

The  opium  habit,  definitely  pro- 
moted in  China  by  the  Japanese  for 
purposes  of  profit,  has  hit  the  Japa- 
nese army,  a  portion  of  which  has 
fallen  victim  to  the  curse.  The  French- 
man who  invented  the  guillotine  with 
which  to  behead  people  was  behead- 
ed by  one  of  his  machines. — John 
Paul. 

A  generous  Chinese  has  agreed  to 
contribute  $100,000  toward  the  trans- 
portation cost  on  Bibles  to  China  this 
year. 

The  Parent  Secret  Order 

According  to  the  "Cyclopedia  of 
Fraternities,"  there  are  some  three 
hundred  different  brotherhoods  and 
sisterhoods  in  the  United  States.  As 
to  their  origin,  it  says:  "Few,  who  are 
well  informed  on  the  subject,  will 
deny  that  the  Masonic  fraternity  is 
directly  or  indirectly  the  parent  or- 
ganization of  all  modern  secret  soci- 
eties."— Chris.  Cyn. 

"Old  Hundredth"  is  said  to  be  the 
oldest  hymn  in  the  English  language 
that  is  still  sung. — History. 

What  Will  They  Do? 

What  about  the  mannish  women  in 
slacks  and  cigarettes  at  work  on  war 
jobs?  Does  any  one  think  they  are 
going  back  to  the  kitchen? — Moody 
Monthly. 

Japan  is  reputed  to  be  the  only  na- 
tion in  the  world  that  has  more  di- 
vorces than  the  United  States. 

Japanese  Using  Rats 

A  China  Inland  Mission  writes:  "We 
hear  that  the  Japanese  are  ordering 
1,500  live  rats  to  be  caught  in  a  capit- 
ulated town,  and  all  know  that  they 
want  to  infect  them  with  the  bubonic 
plague  and  then  drop  them  in  Chinese 
territory." — Selected. 
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Crowded  Ways  of  Life 

Walter  S.  Gresham 

(Written  in  reply  to  "The  House  by  the  Side  of  the  Road,"  by  Sam  Walter  Foss) 


Tis  only  a  half  truth  the  poet  has  sung 

Of  the  "house  by  the  side  of  the  way." 
Our  Master  had  neither  a  house  nor  a  home, 

But  He  walked  with  the  crowd  day  by  day. 
And  I  think,  when  I  read  of  the  poet's  desire, 

That  a  house  by  the  road  would  be  good; 
But  service  is  found  in  its  tenderest  form 

When  we  walk  with  the  crowd  in  the  road. 


Then   tell    me  no   more   of   the   house   by   the 
road; 

There  is  only  one  place  I  can  live — 
It's  there  with  the  men  who  are  toiling  along, 

Who  are  needing  the  cheer  I  can  give. 
It  is  pleasant  to  live  in  the  house  by  the  way 

And  be  a  friend,  as  the  poet  has  said; 
But  the  Master  is  bidding  us:  "Bear  ye  their 
load, 

For  your  rest  waiteth  yonder  ahead." 


Out  there  in  the  road  that  goes  by  the  house, 

Where  the  poet  is  singing  his  song, 
I'll  walk  and  I'll  work  'midst  the  heat  of  the 
day, 

And   I'll  help  falling  brothers  along — 
Too  busy  to  live  in  the  house  by  the  way, 

Too  happy  for  such  an  abode. 
And  my  heart  sings  its  praise  to  the  Master 
of  all, 

Who  is  helping  me  serve   in   the  road. 


So  I  say,  Let  me  walk  with  the  men  in  the  road, 

Let  me  seek  out  the  burdens  that  crush, 
Let  me  speak  a   kind  word  of  good  cheer  to 
the  weak 
Who  are  falling  behind   in   the  rush. 
There   are   wounds    to    be    healed,    there    are 
breaks  we  must  mend, 
There's  a  cup  of  cold  water  to  give; 
And  the  man   in  the  road  by  the  side  of  his 
friend 
Is  the  man  who  has  learned  to  live. 


I   could  not  remain  in  the  house  by  the  road 

And  watch  as  the  toilers  go  on, 
Their  faces  beclouded  with  pain  and  with  sin, 

So  burdened  their  strength  nearly  gone. 
I'll  go  to  their  side,   I'll  speak  in  good  cheer, 

I'll  help  them  to  carry  their  load; 
And  I'll  smile  at  the  man  in  the  house  by  the 
way, 

As  I  walk  with  the  crowd  in  the  road. 


-Best  Loved  Poems. 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

On  our  cover  page  we  see  two  young  people  looking  out 
into  the  darkness  and  praying  for  light.  This  picture  rep- 
resents the  youth  today.  It  is  no  wonder  that  the  world 
looks  dark  to  our  young  people,  as  the  human  eye  looks 
at  the  awful  tragedy  that  is  being  committed  in  this  world 
of  ours. 

It  was  dark  as  night  to  the  little 
band  that  Jesus  had  called  to  follow 
Him  that  day  when  they  nailed  Him 
to  the  cross.  All  their  hopes  and  as- 
pirations were  gone. 

I  can  imagine  when  that  little 
company  of  followers  saw  Jesus  fall 
beneath  His  cross,  as  He  marched 
up  Calvary's  mountain,  that  this  al- 
so discouraged  them,  for  without  a 
doubt  they  had  believed  Him  able 
to  overcome  anything.  Now  He  had 
fallen,  and  then  a  little  later  on  He 
yielded  Himself  to  the  hands  of  men 
and  was  crucified.  It  looked  like 
failure  to  them,  and  so  today  it  may 
look  like  He  has  failed  us,  but  wait 
and  see  what  God  brings  out  of  all  this  confusion  and  suf- 
fering we  are  having  to  pass  through. 

After  the  nails  were  driven  through  His  hands  and  feet, 
and  He  had  cried,  "My  God,  my  God,  why  hast  thou  for- 
saken me?"  it  was  not  long  until  He  was  gone.  Everything 
the  disciples  had  hoped  for  in  Him  was  gone,  and  they 
turned  away  from  the  cross  with  sad,  discouraged  hearts. 
Yes,  truly,  they  were  looking  out  into  a  dark  future.  But 
wait  a  moment,  the  darkness  did  not  last  long,  just  three 
days! 

I  imagine  that  old  rugged  cross  was  despised  that  day 
by  those  who  loved  Him.  They  couldn't  bear  the  thought 
of  it,  but  three  days  later  that  old  wooden  cross  turned  to 
gold.  My,  how  wonderful!  And  so  on  this  cover  page  we  are 
trying  to  help  you  to  see  that  your  cross,  too,  will  turn  to 
gold  sometime,  if  you  love  Him  and  are  doing  your  best  to 
serve  Him. 

But  you  say,  "How  can  I  ever  believe  that  my  cross  will 
turn  to  gold  when  my  son,  my  husband,  my  brother,  or  my 
loved  one  has  had  to  give  his  life  in  this  terrible  conflict?" 

We  notice  the  beautiful  golden  cross  is  standing  near 
our  two  young  people  who  are  looking  out  into  the  dark- 
ness. If  they  would  only  lift  their  eyes  and  turn  away  from 
the  darkness  they  could  see  the  light  beaming  out  from 
the  golden  cross.  And  so  it  is  in  each  of  our  lives,  if  we 
would  lift  our  eyes  unto  the  hills  from  whence  cometh  our 
help  the  darkness  would  disappear  and  peace  would  at 
last  reign  in  our  hearts,  even  though  the  world  is  full  of 
sadness. 

Not  long  ago  I  was  going 
through  some  discourage- 
ments, and  the  cross  was 
heavy  and  rugged.  I  was  sick 
and  discouraged.  But  I  hear 
you  say,  "Can  it  be  that  you 
ever  get  like  that?"  Yes,  if  I 
had  never  been  discouraged 
I  would  not  know  how  to  help 
you  in  your  discouragement. 
At  this  special  time  I  thought 
I  would  just  lay  down  my 
work,  give  up  and  quit.  As  I 
sat  there  at  my  desk,  I  no- 
ticed one  of  my  favorite 
magazines  which  had  just 
come  in  the  mail.  A  poem  al- 
ways attracts  my  attention,  so 
I  picked  it  up  and  read  the 
front  cover  page  poem,  and 
am  giving  it  to  you  so  that  it 
may  help  you  too. 


WHEN  THE  OLD  WOODEN  CROSS   TURNED   TO   GOLD 

By  Herbert  Buffum 

All  my  childhood  I  hated  the  old  wooden  cross, 

As  an  emblem  of  torture  untold, 

'Til  I   learned  that  my  sins  there  with  Jesus  were  nailed, 

Then  that  old  wooden  cross  changed  to  gold. 


Long  I  looked  through  the  law  at  the  cross  on  the  hill. 

As  it  stood  in  the  darkness  and  cold, 

But  when   grace  reached   my  heart  and   new   life  came  to  me. 

Then  the  old  wooden  cross  changed  to  gold. 

For   that    old    knotted    tree    which    meant   suffering    and    death, 
Resurrection   it  helped   to  unfold; 

And  the  blood  that  was  shed  by  the  dear  Lamb  of  God 
Made  the  old  wooden  cross  seem  as  gold. 


/  ivant  to  let  go,  but  I  won't  let  go. 

There  are  battles  to  fight 
By  day  and  by  night  for  God  and  the  right, 

And  I'll  never  let  go. 

I  icant  to  let  go,  but  I  won't  let  go. 

I  am  sick,  it  is  true, 
Worried  and  blue — loom  through  and  through, 

But  I  will  not  let  go. 

I  want  to  let  go,  but  I  ivon't  let  go. 

I  will  never  yield!  What? 
Lie  down  on  the  field,  surrender  my  shield? 

No!  I'll  never  let  go. 

I  want  to  let  go,  but  I  won't  let  go. 

And  may  this  be  my  song 
'Gainst  legions  of  wrong:  O  God,  keep  me  strong, 

That  I  may  never  let  go. 

So,  dear  ones,  if  you  are  discouraged  and  the  world  looks 
dark  to  you,  don't  give  up,  but  press  on  'til  your  cross  turns 
to  gold. 

I'd  like  to  think  of  something  to  say  to  our  boys  and  girls 
in  Service  to  help  them  yield  their  lives  to  the  Lord. 

There  is  a  teaching  going  about  that  our  boys  will  be 
saved  because  they  have  given  their  lives  to  their  country. 
I'd  like  to  be  able  to  comfort  you  with  that  thought.  It 
would  help  to  brush  away  the  tears  of  many  fathers  and 
mothers,  and  loved  ones  who  have  given  up  their  precious 
ones  in  this  war,  but  such  is  not  the  case.  Nothing  but  the 
blood  of  Christ,  which  was  shed  on  the  old  rugged  cross, 
will  suffice. 

I  believe  I  do  have  a  little  thought  here  that  will  help 
those  whose  boys  have  fallen  in  this  terrible  conflict.  They 
may  have  left  home  unsaved.  They  may  never  have  had 
the  opportunity  to  let  you  know,  but  down  there  in  that 
foxhole  or  dropping  from  that  plane  in  their  parachute 
they  may  have  called  on  the  Lord  and  have  been  saved. 

The  thief  on  the  cross  cried,  "Lord,  remember  me  when 
thou  comest  into  thy  kingdom."  And  Jesus  replied,  "Today 
thou  shalt  be  with  me  in  paradise."  And  as  He  heard  the 
thief  on  the  cross,  He  may  have  heard  your  boy,  and  that 
old  rugged  cross  that  you  are  bearing  today  may  turn  to 
gold  on  that  great  resurrection  morning  when  he  comes 
forth  from  the  grave  to  meet  the  saints  in  the  air. 

Boys,  I  wouldn't  want  to  risk  waiting  'til  the  last  mo- 
ment. It  is  dangerous.  Wouldn't  you  like  to  turn  the  old 
rugged  cross  that  father  and  mother,  sister  or  brother,  or 
that  little  wife  is  carrying  for  you  today  into  gold,  by  ac- 
cepting the  Christ  of  Calvary?  Why  let  them  stand  gaz- 
ing out  into  the  darkness  when  you  can  turn  that  dark- 
ness into  light? 
The  thought  that  you  may  never  return  home  is  a  heavy 

cross,  but  not  so  heavy  as  to 
think  that  there  is  no  hope  of 
a  happy  meeting  on  the  great 
resurrection  morning.  The 
thought  that  some  day,  in 
another  world,  they  shall 
again  clasp  their  boy  in  their 
bosom  and  tell  him  how  they 
love  him  can  turn  their  cross 
to  gold. 


I   am  glad,  now,  for  all  that  old  wooden  cross  brought. 
And  for  years  I   the  story  have  told. 

How   that  life  came   from  death   through  the   blood   Jesus  shed 

When    He  turned   Calvary's  tree-cross  to  gold. 


"For  the  Lord  himself  shall 
descend  from  heaven  with  a 
shout,  with  the  voice  of  the 
archangel,  and  with  the  trump 
of  God:  and  the  dead  in 
Christ  shall  rise  first:  Then 
we  which  are  alive  and  re- 
main shall  be  caught  up  to- 
gether with  them  in  the 
clouds,  to  meet  the  Lord  in 
the  air:  and  so  shall  we  ever 
be  with  the  Lord." 


In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

He  caught  a  nansom  a  few  moments 
after  leaving  the  mean  street.  He  had 
purposed,  when  he  started  out  that 
morning,  to  hunt  up  his  other  corre- 
spondent, the  Jew,  Abraham  Cohen. 
But  after  the  scene  he  had  just  wit- 
nessed, he  felt  quite  unwilling  to  in- 
terview a  stranger. 

"I  wish,"  he  mused,  as  he  sat  back 
in  the  hansom,  "I  had  not  gone  near 
that  poor  soul.  I  am  afraid  my  visit 
may  make  it  awkward  for  her." 

His  eyes  darkened  as  he  added: 
"And  even  for  myself.  It  will  be  very 
awkward  if  that  drunken  brute  puts 
his  threat  into  execution — and  he  will, 
I  believe.  Innuendo  is  a  glass  stiletto, 
which,  driven  into  the  victim's  char- 
acter, into  his  heart  and  then  snapped 
off  from  the  hilt,  leaves  no  clue  to  the 
striker  of  the  blow.  And  a  demon  like 
that  Joyce,  playing  into  the  hands  of 
a  cur  like  Fletcher,  may  slay  a  fellow 
by  a  printed  innuendo,  and  yet  the 
pair  may  keep  outside  the  reach  of  the 
law  of  libel." 

For  the  first  time  since  the  floating 
of  the  "Courier,"  his  spirits  became 
clouded. 

"Then,  too,"  he  muttered,  "there  is 
this  sudden  breakdown  of  Marsden, 
and,  for  the  life  of  me,  I  don't  know 
where  to  look  for  a  fellow,  whom  I 
could  secure  at  short  notice,  who  is  at 
all  fit  for  the  'Courier's'  second." 

His  face  had  grown  moody.  His  eyes 
were  full  of  an  unwonted  depression. 

"If  only,"  he  went  on,  "Bastin  had 
been  in  England,  and  were  to  be  got — " 
He  sighed.  There  was  perplexity  in  the 

"Where  on  earth  can  Ralph  be  all 
these  years?"  he  muttered. 

He  glanced  out  of  the  cab  to  ascer- 
tain his  own  whereabouts.  In  two  min- 
utes more  he  would  be  at  the  office. 
*     *     * 

As  Tom  Hammond's  cab  drew  up  at 
the  office  another  hansom  drew  up  a 
yard  ahead  of  his.  The  occupant 
alighted  at  the  same  instant  as  did 
Hammond,  and  glanced  in  his  direc- 
tion. Both  men  leaped  forward,  their 
hands  were  clasped  in  a  grip  that  told 
of  a  very  warm  friendship.  Like  simul- 
taneous pistol  shots  there  leaped  from 
their  separate  lips — 

"Tom  Hammond!" 

"Ralph  Bastin!" 

The  friends  presently  passed  into 
the  great  building,  arm  linked  in  arm, 
laughing  and  talking  like  holiday 
schoolboys. 


"Not  three  minutes  ago,  as  I  drove 
along  in  my  cab,  I  was  saying,  'Oh! 
if  only  I  could  lay  my  hand  on 
Ralph!' " 

They  were  seated  by  this  time  in 
Tom  Hammond's  room. 

"Why?  What  did  you  want,  Tom — 
anything  special?"  the  bronzed,  trav- 
elled Bastin  asked. 

"Rather,  Ralph!  My  second,  poor 
Frank  Marsden,  has  broken  down  sud- 
denly; it's  serious,  may  even  prove 
fatal,  the  doctors  say.  Anyway,  he 
won't  be  fit  (if  he  recovers  at  all)  for 
a  year  or  more." 

He  leaned  eagerly  towards  his  friend 


HE  iS  COMING  IN  THE  MORNING 

William  Luff 

He  is  coming  in  the  morning, 

We  have  seen  His  herald  star; 
And  away  toward  the  Eastward, 

There  are  gleamings  from  afar. 
He  is  coming,  surely  coming, 

For  the  night  has  lasted  long; 
We  have  heard  the  waking  hope  bird 

At  our  window  sing  his  song. 

He  is  coming  in  the  morning 

To  awaken  all  who  sleep, 
All  His  servants  who  are  resting 

In  the  earth  and  mighty  deep. 
He  is  coming,  shortly  coming, 

When  the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise, 
And  in  resurrection  garments 

Go  to  meet  Him  in  the  skies. 

He  is  coming!   Who  is  coming? 

Jesus — just  the  very  same: 
Who  was  here,  and  went  to  glory, 

He  who  once  in  meekness  came. 
He  is  coming  in  the  morning! 

Oh,  the  brightness  of  that  hour! 
And  the  glory  of  His  person 

As  He  comes  in  royal  power! 

— Sel. 


as  he  spoke  and  asked, 

"Are  you  open  to  lay  hold  of  the 
post?" 

"Yes." 

"When?" 

"Tomorrow,  if  you  like!" 

"Good!" 

Hammond  stretched  his  hand  out. 
Bastin  grasped  it.  Then  they  talked 
over  terms,  duties,  etc. 

"But  you,  man?"  said  Hammond, 
when  the  last  bit  of  shop  had  been 
talked.  "Where  have  you  been?  What 
have  you  been  doing?" 

"Busy  for  an  hour,  Tom?"  Bastin 
asked,  by  way  of  reply. 

"No!" 

"Come  round  to  my  diggings,  then; 
not  far — Bloomsbury.  We  can  talk  as 
we  go.  I  shall  have  time  to  give  you 
a  skeleton  of  my  adventures,  to  be 
filled  in  later.  Then,  when  we  get  to 
my  hang-out,  I  can  tell  you,  when  you 
have  seen  her,  the  story  of  my  chief 
adventure,  for  it  concerns  her." 

"Her!"  he  said;  "are  you  married, 
then?" 

"No,"  laughed  Bastin,  "but  I've 
adopted  a  child.    But  come  on,  man!" 

The  pair  left  the  office.  In  the  cab, 


talking  very  rapidly,  Bastin  gave  the 
skeleton  sketch  of  his  wanderings,  but 
said  no  word  of  the  promised  great 
adventure. 

Tom  Hammond  never  forgot  the 
first  sight  of  his  friend's  adopted 
child.  There  was  a  low  grate  in  the 
room,  a  blazing  fire  of  leaping,  flam- 
ing coals  in  the  grate.  Curled  up  in  a 
deep  saddle-bag  armchair  was  the 
loveliest  girl-child  Hammond  had  ever 
seen. 

She  must  have  been  half  asleep,  or 
in  a  deep  reverie,  but  as  the  two 
men  advanced  into  the  room  she 
sprang  from  the  chair,  and,  with  eyes 
gleaming  with  delight,  bounded  to 
meet  Bastin.  Wreathing  her  arms 
about  his  neck,  she  crooned  softly 
over  him  some  tongue  of  her  own. 

She  was  loveliness  incarnated.  Her 
eyes,  black  as  sloes,  were  big,  round, 
and  wide  in  their  staring  wonder  at 
Hammond's  appearance.  Her  hair  was 
a  mass  of  short  curls.  She  was  dark 
of  skin  as  some  Spanish  beauty. 

Her  costume  lent  extra  charm  to 
her  appearance;  for  she  wore  a  long, 
Grecian-like  robe  of  some  light,  dia- 
phanous ivory-cream  fabric,  engirdled 
at  the  waist  with  a  belt  composed  of 
some  sort  of  glistening  peacock-green 
shells,  buckled  with  frosted  silver. 
The  simple  but  exquisite  garment  had 
only  short  shoulder-sleeves,  and  was 
cut  low  round  the  throat  and  neck, 
and  finished  there — as  were  the  edges 
of  the  shoulder-sleeves — with  a  two- 
inch  wide  band  of  sheeny  silk  of  the 
same  color  as  the  shells  of  her  belt. 
The  opening  at  the  neck  of  the  robe 
was  fastened  with  a  brooch  of  frosted 
silver  of  the  same  pattern,  only  small- 
er, as  the  buckle  of  the  belt. 

From  beneath  the  silk-bound  hem 
of  her  robe  there  peeped  bronze  slip- 
pers, encasing  the  daintiest  little 
crimsoned-stockinged  feet  ever  used 
for  pedalling  this  rough  eld  earth's 
crust. 

Bastin   introduced   the   child.     She 
gave   Tom  her  hand,  and  lifted  her 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


THE     LIGHTED     PATHWAY 

Devoted    to   the    general    welfare    and 

spiritual   uplift  of  our  young 

people  everywhere 

Published  monthly  at  the 

Church  of  God  Publishing  House 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

F.  W.   LEMONS,  Editor-in-Chief  of 
Youth  Literature 

ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

Editor,  The  Lighted  Pathway 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

C.  0.  JOHNSON,  Associate  Editor 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 
Single  subscription,  per  year____  $1.00 


Rolls  of    14 


_     1 .00 


Entered  as  2nd  class  mail   matter  at 
Post  Office,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


April,  1945 


[Page  3] 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

I'm  glad  we  have  some  new  mem- 
bers for  our  Circle,  and  I  think  the 
first  thing  I  want  to  do  is  to  tell  you 
a  little  true  story  that  happened  right 
here  at  my  house. 

A  few  days  ago  I  walked  out  on  my 
front  steps  and  there  lay  twenty- 
three  circulars  from  a  certain  grocery 
store  in  town.  I  began  to  wonder  why 
so  many  had  been  left  for  me.  Then 
I  thought,  "Well,  I  imagine  some  little 
boy  had  decided  he  would  distribute 
his  number  in  a  hurry."  Then  I 
thought,  "Now  that  boy  is  on  the 
wrong  road.  He  will  go  back  to  the 
merchant  and  get  his  money  and  the 
merchant  will  never  know."  So  I  called 
the  merchant  and  told  him  the  story 
and  told  him  to  tell  the  boy  what  a 
bad  foundation  he  was  laying  for  his 
future  life.  The  merchant  had  him  go 
over  the  ground  again  and  gather  up 
those  he  had  wasted  and  return  them 
to  him.  Little  acts  of  deception  like 
this  will  soon  lead  on  to  greater  evils. 
Of  course,  one  of  our  Happy  Home 
Circle  Children  could  not  do  this,  be- 
cause if  daddy  and  mother  should  find 
it  out  they  would  be  very  unhappy, 
and  you  could  not  have  a  Happy  Home 
Circle.  If  you  want  to  be  good,  hon- 
est men  and  women  after  awhile  and 
be  a  blessing  to  the  world,  do  not  let 
a  particle  of  deception  and  dishon- 
esty enter  into  your  life  now. 

We  hope  that  you  will  enjoy  this 
Easter  story  that  we  are  giving  you 
this  month. 

We  are  very  sorry  to  leave  out  the 
letters  of  our  boys  and  girls  because 
of  lack  of  space.  Here  are  the  names 
and  addresses  of  those  who  joined  the 
Circle: 

Jeriel  Parker,  Rt.  4,  Cullman,  Ala. 

Betty  Collinsworth,  Rt.  1,  LaFollette, 
Tenn. 

Lottie  Belle  Mickel,  Rt.  4,  Cleveland, 
Tenn. 

Mae  Dean  Werner,  Box  28,  Honea 
Path,  S.  C. 

Pauline  Cowart,  Leaf,  Miss. 

Ellis  and  Thomas  Kendall,  908  Un- 
ion St.,  Natchez,  Miss. 

Shirley  Ann  Gilbert,  Evarts,  Ky. 

Mildred  Gibson,  Murphy,  N.  C. 

Billie  Gore,  Piedmont,  Ala. 

Ella  Mae  Fowler,  Liggett,  Ky. 

Betty  Jo  Smith,  Quinwood,  W.  Va. 

Welcome,  new  members,  to  our 
Circle! 


JESUS  LIVES! 

"Oh-oo,  how  could  they  do  it!" 
sobbed  Alice.  And  with  tears  stream- 
ing down  her  cheeks,  she  hurried  from 
the  classroom  up  the  steps  to  her 
own  room  in  the  dormitory. 

Miss  Rae  and  the  other  children  in 
the  Bible  class  were  quite  unprepared 
for  this  sudden  outburst  of  emotion. 
True,  the  class  was  reading  the  story 
that  should  touch  every  heart — the 
story  of  our  Lord's  suffering  and 
death  on  the  cross.  But  though  it  was 
being  read  thoughtfully  and  prayer- 
fully, there  were  no  tears  in  the  eyes 
of  a  single  boy  or  girl,  save  one  child, 
and  that  was  Alice.  Could  it  be  that 
the  story  had  grown  a  bit  too  fa- 
miliar to  these  boys  and  girls?  Alice 
was  hearing  it  for  the  very  first  time. 

Alice  had  spent  most  of  her  early 
life  on  a  large  ranch  in  a  Western 
state.  There  had  been  no  neighbors 
for  miles  around,  and  she  had  spent 
her  early  childhood  days  practically 
alone.  When  she  was  still  quite  young, 
both  her  father  and  mother  died.  Be- 
cause Alice  was  left  alone  in  the 
world,  kind  friends  had  sent  her  to 
a  Christian  school  where  she  could 
learn  not  only  the  things  that  every 
boy  and  girl  learn  at  school,  but  also 
about  the  Lord  Jesus,  who  loves  boys 
and  girls. 

What  a  strange  experience  school 
life  was  for  Alice!  At  first  she  was 
quite  shy,  but  as  the  days  passed  by, 
she  began  to  enter  into  the  happy  life 
of  the  other  boys  and  girls  in  the 
school,  and  soon  she  seemed  quite  at 
home  in  this  large  school  family. 

She  loved  the  songs  the  children 
sang,  and  learned  them  very  quickly. 
Often  she  could  be  heard  humming 
the  tunes  as  she  played  or  worked 
around  the  school.  There  was  one  she 
seemed  to  like  best  of  all,  though  at 
first  she  hardly  realized  its  meaning: 

"Jesus  the  Saviour  is 
Of  boys  and  girls; 
None  other  ever  could 
Save  boys  and  girls." 

Then  one  day  Alice  heard  the  story 
of  Jesus  and  of  His  love  for  her,  and 
she  gladly  and  eagerly  responded  by 
receiving  Him  as  her  own  Savior.  She 
believed  the  words  of  John  1:12,  "But 
as  many  as  received  him,  to  them 
gave  he  power  to  become  the  sons 
("children,"  R.  V.)  of  God  .  .  ."  Soon 
with  new  interest  she  was  singing  the 
songs  she  had  learned.  A  favorite  was 


one  that  every  Sunday  School  pupil 
knows: 

"Jesus  loves  me!  this  I  know, 
For  the  Bible  tells  me  so." 

But  Alice  had  never  realized  how 
much  the  Lord  Jesus  suffered  for  her, 
until  on  this  particular  day  she  heard 
for  the  first  time  the  story  of  the  cru- 
cifixion. Her  heart  was  broken  at  the 
thought  that  cruel  thorns  had  rested 
on  His  head,  and  that  nails  had 
pierced  the  hands  that  had  blessed 
little  children. 

Of  course,  Miss  Rae  hurried  up  to 
Alice's  room  in  the  dormitory  at  the 
close  of  the  class.  She  found  her  still 
sobbing  as  she  lay  on  her  bed.  "Oh, 
how  could  they  treat  Him  so?"  Alice 
cried  between  her  sobs. 

"It  ivas  a  sad,  sad  story,  Alice,  but 
you  did  not  wait  to  hear  how  it 
ended." 

"Oh,  don't  tell  me  any  more,  Miss 
Rae.  I  can't  bear  to  hear  any  more," 
she  pleaded. 

"But  the  last  part  will  make  you 
happy,  Alice,  dear;  you  will  love  this 
part,"  Miss  Rae  continued,  not  heeding 
Alice's  request.  "The  Lord  Jesus  did 
die  on  the  cross  and  was  buried  in  a 
new  tomb  in  a  garden.  But,  Alice,  He 
lay  in  that  tomb  only  three  days  and 
three  nights,  for  He  arose — and  is  liv- 
ing today!  An  angel  rolled  the  stone 
away  from  the  door  of  the  tomb  and 
proclaimed  the  glad  news  to  the  sad 
friends  of  the  Lord  Jesus:  'He  is 
risen.' " 

"He  is — oh — I'm  so  glad!"  By  now 
Alice  was  sitting  up  on  the  side  of  her 
bed,  her  face  alight  with  interest. 
"How  did  it  happen,  Miss  Rae?  Do  tell 
me  all  about  it." 

And  Miss  Rae  began  reading  from 
her  New  Testament  the  sweet  story 
of  that  glad  resurrection  day:  "Now 
upon  the  first  day  of  the  week,  .  .  . 
they  came  unto  the  sepulchre  .... 
And  they  found  the  stone  rolled  away 
from  the  sepulchre  .  .  .  ." 

And  when  the  story  was  finished, 
both  sat  silent  for  a  moment,  and 
then  Alice  exclaimed  out  of  the  full- 
ness of  her  heart,  "Isn't  He  wonderful, 
Miss  Rae?  I  do  love  Him." 

And  Miss  Rae  kissed  the  tear-stained 
cheeks  and  whispered  softly,  "Yes, 
dear,  we  do  love  Him,  and  some  day 
we  shall  see  Him  and  be  with  Him 
forever."— M.  S.  H. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE  PAGE 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle: 

Last  week  we  had  the  pleasure  of 
visiting  B.  T.  S.  and  College  and 
speaking  to  the  Young  Mothers'  Class. 
Of  course,  you  can  guess  what  our 
subject  was.  Well,  it  was  organizing 
a  Happy  Home  Circle.  We  found  some 
very  fine  enthusiastic  mothers  there, 
and  they  were  from  several  different 
states.  Now  we  thought,  how  grand  it 
would  be  to  send  these  mothers  back 
from  Bible  School,  into  their  own 
communities,  to  carry  on  this  great 
work.  We  are  looking  for  a  fine  group 
to  be  organized  in  the  near  future  at 
B.  T.  S. 

We  are  very  glad  that  our  Happy 
Home  Circle  has  reached  our  mission- 
aries on  the  field  and  that  we  are  add- 
ing Brother  and  Sister  Furman  and 
the  baby,  of  Guatemala,  C.  A.,  on  our 
list.  We  give  them  a  hearty  welcome. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  desired  to  write  to  you  for 
a  long  time,  and  I  decided  to  write 
this  morning  before  starting  in  on 
the  day's  work. 

We  have  received  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  more  than  three  years  now.  I 
read  it  from  start  to  finish,  use  it  in 
our  young  people's  service.  It  has  been 
a  real  blessing  to  us. 

I  have  always  had  a  deep  interest 
in  the  "Happy  Home  Circle  Page,"  for 
there  is  so  much  to  help  fathers  and 
mothers  in  rearing  their  little  ones 
to  love  the  ways  of  the  Lord  and  the 
Church  of  God.  I  am  far  away  from 
you  all,  but  I  have  some  good  news  to 
impart  to  you. 

A  dear  little  baby  girl  came  to  live 
at  our  home  about  three  months  ago, 
Carol  Evelyn.  Her  mother  died  before 
she  was  one  month  old.  On  her  death- 
bed she  told  her  grandmother  if  she 
did  not  get  well,  she  wanted  her  lit- 
tle baby  girl  to  be  given  to  Furman 
and  me.  So  one  day  they  came,  put 
the  baby  in  my  arms  and  said,  "It's 
yours."  I  wish  the  mothers  at  home 
could  have  seen  her.  She  looked  like  a 
little  old  wrinkled  woman,  did  not 
weigh  more  than  four  pounds,  just 
skin  and  bones.  We  said,  "If  this  child 
lives  two  weeks  it  will  be  a  miracle." 
We  began  to  pray,  then  to  do  all  we 
could  for  the  little  one.  That  was  three 
months  ago  and  Carol  is  still  with  us, 
praise  the  Lord,  fat  as  a  roll  of  butter, 
smiling  day  and  night.  She  is  the  joy 
of  our  hearts  in  the  home. 

We  wrap  her  up  in  a  blanket,  take 


her  to  Sunday  School  and  church.  I 
lay  her  on  a  bench  until  the  song 
service  is  over,  as  I  play  the  organ 
when  the  organist  is  not  present.  She 
has  been  so  good,  never  has  bothered 
in  one  service.  Our  believers  love  her. 

We  feel  that  God  sent  her  to  our 
home,  so  we  want  to  ask  all  the  moth- 
ers and  fathers  of  the  Happy  Home 
Circle  to  pray  for  us  and  little  Carol. 
We  want  to  rear  her  so  that  she  will 
love  and  serve  the  Lord,  also  her  peo- 
ple in  Guatemala.  We  have  adopted 
her  according  to  the  laws  of  Guate- 
mala. She  is  our  own  little  daughter. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been 
such  a  blessing  to  me.  I  want  to  send 
it  to  some  young  folk  who  have  given 
their  hearts  to  the  Lord  recently. 

May  God  bless  you  and  give  you  a 
double  portion  of  health  and  strength 
for  the  wonderful  work  you  are  do- 
ing for  Him. — Carrie  E.  Furman, 
Guatemala,  Central  America. 

PATTERNED  AFTER  THE   DIVINE 

J.  C.  Massee,  D.D.,  LL.  D. 

There  was  in  my  neighbor's  yard  a 
rosebush  which  bore  one  perfect  blos- 
som. My  eyes  had  seen  no  flower  of 
such  exquisite  beauty  and  perfection. 
As  I  looked  upon  it  there  came  to  me 
an  earnest  desire  to  produce  one  blos- 
som like  that.  If  I  would  accomplish 
that  desire,  then  surely  I  must  have 
a  cutting  from  that  bush.  In  answer 
to  my  request  for  such  a  cutting,  my 
neighbor  most  graciously  consented  to 
root  me  a  bush.  This  promise  she  later 
fulfilled.  Taking  the  little  rooted  bush 
into  my  hands  tenderly,  I  went  to  my 
garden.  I  carefully  prepared  the  soil 
and  enriched  it,  and  tucked  the  baby 
roots  in  as  tenderly  as  any  mother 
ever  tucked  a  baby  into  its  downy 
couch.  As  I  planted  it  I  sought  help 
for  its  growth  and  its  blossoming.  The 
soil  promised  to  give  of  its  fatness  to 
the  roots  thus  intrusted  to  its  care. 
The  sun  agreed  to  keep  the  air  warm 
and  sweet  and  grant  life  to  tease  fast- 
er growth.  The  clouds  in  the  heavens 
were  quite  willing  to  rain  and  keep  the 
earth  moist  and  pure.  The  passing 
breeze  quickly  consented  to  keep  the 
air  clean  and  sweet  and  pure.  The  boy 
who  shared  with  me  the  planting  said 
that  he  would  keep  the  weeds  from 
around  the  roots  and  stir  the  soil  so 
that  it  would  be  loamy  and  fresh. 
Blithely  we  went  our  way.  Weeks 
passed.  We  again  came  to  find  the 
cutting  grown  into  a  sturdy  rosebush 
and  on  one  of  its  branches  a  beautiful 
stem  with  a  calyxed  rosebud  waiting 
to  open.  With  joyous  anticipation  we 
expected  in  a  few  days  to  find  the 
full  bloom  and  fragrant  flower,  but 
alas,  only  disappointment  waited.  The 
bud  did  not  open,  save  one  petal,  and 
all  we  had  for  our  pains  was  a  twisted, 
unsightly  knot  of  petals  without 
beauty  or  fragrance. 

Impatiently  I  charged  the  sun,  the 
air,  the  clouds  and  the  soil  with  fail- 
ing to  help.  They  indignantly  denied 
their  failure  and  I  was  reminded  that 


each  had  made  the  contribution  prom- 
ised. The  boy  showed  me  the  soil  free 
from  weeds  and  freshly  dug,  but  sud- 
denly, with  tears,  he  said  he  had  for- 
gotten to  watch  against  the  worm  that 
gnawed  its  way  into  the  heart  of  the 
rose  and  spoiled  its  beauty. 

My  parable  is  a  simple  one.  I  saw  a 
life  in  the  garden  of  God,  radiant 
with  the  perfection  of  both  God  and 
man.  I  sought  to  grow  a  life  like  it. 
A  heavenly  desire  flamed  within  my 
soul  to  see  one  little  life  produce  the 
beauty  and  the  fragrance  of  that  Per- 
fect Man.  I  engaged  the  help  of  the 
state  for  an  orderly  government;  safe 
streets  protected  virtue.  I  appealed  to 
the  schools  to  train  his  mind  and  the 
library  to  provide  the  wisdom  and  the 
lore  of  the  ages.  The  art  galleries 
agreed  to  furnish  beauty.  Every  ap- 
pliance of  modern  civilization  eagerly 
consented  to  make  its  contribution  to 
the  perfect  life.  I  asked  the  church  to 
help  and  it  agreed  to  make  its  own 
gifts  toward  the  desired  goal,  by  pro- 
viding fellowship,  instruction  and 
knowledge  of  truth. 

Alas,  the  perfect  life  was  spoiled.  It 
did  not  flower  according  to  pattern 
and  in  the  bitterness  of  disappoint- 
ment at  the  failure  of  the  life  com- 
mitted to  my  guidance  for  develop- 
ment toward  perfection,  I  charged  the 
school,  the  state,  the  library,  the  art 
galleries  and  the  civilization  with 
failure.  Justly  they  denied  their 
failure.  They  had  done  all  they  could. 
Where  then  put  the  blame?  Whose 
was  the  fault?  Somebody  forgot  to 
guard  against  the  worm  of  sin  which 
gnaws  its  way  into  the  heart,  mars 
the  image  of  God  and  destroys  the 
expectations  of  faith.  Oh,  child  of 
God,  guard  yourself  and  your  little 
ones  from  sin,  for  when  sin  enters,  all 
disappointments  come. — The  Watch- 
man-Examiner. 

PRAISE  THE  LORD 

The  story  is  told  of  a  beautiful  cus- 
tom among  the  herdsmen  in  the  Alps. 
The  shepherds  use  a  horn  to  call  their 
sheep,  but  this  horn  has  another  pur- 
pose, solemn  and  religious.  The  in- 
stant the  sun  disappears,  and  while 
its  last  rays  are  still  glimmering  on 
the  summits  of  the  mountains,  the 
herdsman  who  lives  highest  up  the 
mountain  takes  his  horn  and  trum- 
pets forth,  "Praise  the  Lord!" 

Neighboring  herdsmen  take  their 
horns  and  repeat  the  words,  "Praise 
the  Lord!"  This  continues  for  some 
time  while  on  all  sides  the  mountains 
echo  the  praises  of  God.  Then  there 
is  a  solemn  stillness  while  everyone 
offers  a  silent  prayer  on  bended  knee. 
By  this  time  it  is  dark  and  the  herds- 
man on  the  loftiest  height  peals  forth 
his  musical  "Good  night"  and  "Good 
night."  This  is  repeated  on  all  the 
mountains  from  the  horns  of  the 
herdsmen  and  the  clefts  of  the  rocks. 

As  mothers  we  have  a  far  more  im- 
portant task  than  the  shepherds  of 
the  mountains.  We,  too,  have  the 
watchful  care  of  the  same  great  God. 
Through  the  long,  trying  day  we  have 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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HELPS    FOR   TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 


STRENGTH  TO  STAND 

"He  giveth  power  to  the  faint;  and 
to  them  that  have  no  might  he  in- 
creaseth  strength.  .  .  .  But  they  that 
wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  renew  their 
strength;  they  shall  mount  up  with 
wings  as  eagles;  they  shall  run,  and 
not  be  weary;  and  they  shall  walk, 
and  not  faint,"  Isa.  40:29,31. 

How  wonderful  to  know  that  God 
takes  notice  of  us  and  that  He  gives 
power  to  the  faint  when  we  are  weak, 
and  when  we  are  at  wit's  end  corner, 
and  do  not  know  what  to  do,  having 
done  our  best.  When  we  "let  go  and 
let  God,"  how  He  does  pour  in  strength 
and  wisdom  just  when  we  need  it.  He 
gives  strength  as  our  day.  But  they 
that  wait  shall  renew  their  strength. 
If  we  hold  still  and  wait  and  see  God 
working  in  our  lives,  we  shall  receive 
a  reward.  But  many  think  waiting 
time  seems  long  and  they  begin  to 
murmur  and  complain  and 
think  their  lot  is  so  hard,  just 
as  the  children  of  Israel  did. 
But  God  said  to  Moses,  the 
meekest  man,  "Thus  shalt 
thou  say  to  the  house  of 
Jacob,  and  tell  the  children 
of  Israel;  Ye  have  seen  what 
I  did  unto  the  Egyptians,  and 
how  I  bare  you  on  eagles' 
wings,  and  brought  you  unto 
myself,"  Exod.  19:3,4. 

If  we  obey  God  He  will  lift 
us  above  the  things  of  this 
world,  just  as  the  eagle  soars 
real  high.  Then  the  peace  and 
the  joy  will  not  be  disturbed 
by  the  trifling  things  down 
here,  for  when  we  live  in  the 
heavenlies  the  things  of  this 
life  look  so  very  small,  and 
then  how  we  do  mount  up  and 
run — for  we  are  in  a  warfare. 
We  also  cut  the  shore  lines, 
launching  out  into  the  deep, 
and  have  a  good  swim  in  the 
ocean  of  God's  love. 

When  we  get  on  the  mount 
with  God,  how  happy  we  are. 
We  think,  Must  we  go  down 
there,  when  we  had  such  a 
good  mountain  experience? 
But  God  says  to  the  children 
of  Israel,  "Obey  my  voice  in- 
deed, .  .  .  then  ye  shall  be  a 
peculiar  treasure  unto  me." 

Some  one  said,  "My,  how  I 
did  enjoy  your  testimony  to- 
night," and  he  prayed,  "Lord, 
don't  let  me  get  puffed  up!" 
Then  some  time  later  some- 
one else  said  to  him,  "If  I 
could  not  testify  any  better,  I 
would  keep  my  seat."  Then 
he  prayed,  "Lord,  do  not  let 
me  get  puffed  down."  Oh,  for 
an  even  life  that  is  hid  with 


Christ  in  God,  where  we  will  not  be 
moved,  but  stand  fast  in  the  Lord. 
Then  we  will  not  run  ahead  of  Him 
nor  lag  behind,  but  we  will  walk  with 
Him. 

A  certain  pastor  said  he  used  to 
shout  and  skip  like  the  little  lambs, 
but  now  he  is  learning  to  walk  with 
Him,  and  he  is  still  walking.  "Oh,  how 
sweet  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the 
Savior,  stepping  in  the  light."  That  is 
the  secret  of  abiding  in  the  Lord,  that 
we  shall  not  faint,  for  "if  thou  faint  in 
the  day  of  adversity,  thy  strength  is 
small,"  Prov.  24:10. — Gospel  Herald. 

A  LIGHT  IN  A  DARK  PLACE 

Joseph  Neden 

It  is  when  the  darkness  of  night 
has  come  on  and  we  cannot  see  our 
way  that  we  are  made  to  appreciate  a 
light. 

When  a  boy  at  home  we  lived  on 


COMMIT   TO    HIM 

William  Luff 


Commit!  and,  when  committed,  trust  His  Word! 

Has  He  not  said  that  He  will  bring  thee  through? 
Trust  His  strong  arm;  and  when  wild  storms  are  heard, 

Believe  He  holds  them  still 

By  His  strong  will, 
Trust  Him,  the  Wise,  the  Faithful,  and  the  True. 

Trust  Him  to  manage  all  that  thou  dost  now 
Commit  to  Him — the  ship,  the  sails,  the  sea, 

The  sailors — thy  strange  crew.  And  ask  not  how 
He  will  do  ail  for  thee, 
But  trustful  be. 

Lie  down  and  rest,  from  anxious  worry  free. 


the  prairies  of  Western  Canada.  When 
it  became  necessary  for  my  stepfather 
or  any  of  the  boys  to  be  out  late  at 
night,  mother  never  failed  to  have  a 
light  setting  in  the  window  to  guide 
us  homeward  across  those  prairies. 
We  did  not  have  roads  but  just  wagon 
tracks  across  the  fields,  and  some- 
times when  afoot  we  took  a  short  cut 
across  the  field  with  our  eyes  fixed 
on  the  light  in  the  window. 

How  well  I  remember  mother  as 
she  would  stand  at  the  open  window, 
bent  over  to  see  if  she  could  hear  the 
sound  of  the  buggy  or  the  wagon  com- 
ing, and  when  we  would  try  to  tell  her 
that  the  boys  were  all  right  and  would 
be  home  soon,  she  would  answer,  "But 
I  am  afraid  something  has  happened, 
or  they  have  gotten  lost."  Her  love  for 
her  children  prompted  her  to  do  ev- 
erything in  her  power  to  assist  them 
in  their  return  home.  The  darker  the 
night,  the  brighter  the  old  oil  lamp 
seemed  to  burn  in  the  win- 
dow. 

May  I  add  here,  boys  and 
girls,  you  may  not  appreciate 
that  kind  hand  and  anxious 
heart  of  your  mother  who 
anxiously  watches  over  you 
and  always  seeks  to  help  you 
to  go  right,  but  when  mother 
is  old  and  gray  and  can  no 
longer  help  and  care  for  you, 
or  is  far  away — and  on  the 
bed  of  affliction,  or  if  she  has 
gone  on  to  another  world,  you 
will  know  better  how  to  ap- 
preciate those  kind,  toil-worn 
hands  which  have  labored  for 
your  comfort;  and  that  heart 
which  has  longed  to  see  you 
go  to  the  right  way;  who  with 
kind  rebukes  and  loving  coun- 
sel and  much  prayer  has 
sought  to  guide  your  feet 
aright  across  the  rough  prai- 
ries of  life. 

You  may  consider  mother 
too  strict  and  careful  con- 
cerning your  conduct  now, 
but  remember,  all  her  correc- 
tion is  not  as  that  of  an  on- 
looking  world  which  criticizes 
every  mistake,  but  because  of 
her  great  love  for  you  and  her 
interest  in  your  future,  she 
insists  on  a  straight,  clean  life 
for  God. 


Beloved,  we  are  set  as  lights 
in  this  dark  world  to  shine 
forth  from  the  dark  places,  to 
light  the  way  and  help  guide 
our  fellow  men  across  the 
great  plains  of  sin  into  a  place 
of  safety  under  the  all-cleans- 
ing blood. 

The  great  question  is:  Are 
we  shining  for  the  Master  as 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Spring  Mas  Come 


An  Easter  Story 

PEARL  PARKS 


Marcia  Webster's  step  was  quick  and 
light  as  she  walked  through  the  gate- 
way to  the  old  cemetery.  In  her  arm 
she  carried  a  large  bouquet  of  daf- 
fodils. The  sun  was  shining  brightly 
and  a  soft  spring  breeze  was  purring 
gently. 

Pausing  a  moment,  Marcia  lifted  her 
head  and  took  a  few  deep  breaths  of 
the  pure  air.  Then  with  the  same 
quick  step,  she  walked  along  the  path 
that  led  to  the  nearest  corner.  As  she 
wound  in  and  out  among  the  graves, 
Marcia  dropped  a  daffodil  here  and 
there  by  an  old  friend's  marker. 

In  the  corner  of  the  graveyard  was 
a  small  mound  marked  by  a  low  gray 
slab.  On  top  the  marble  symbol  of 
a  young  lamb  rested.  Here  Marcia 
stopped  and  laid  down  her  flowers. 

"Spring  has  come,  little  lamb," 
Marcia  said  touching  the  lamb's  head. 
"Winter  is  tone,  and  I'm  back  again." 

Then  she  set  to  work  about  the 
grave  to  clear  away  leaves,  replace 
shells  in  their  border  and  fill  in  sunk- 
en places  in  the  sod.  As  she  polished 
the  gray  slab,  Marcia  recalled  the 
words  she  had  spoken  to  the  lamb. 
"Well,"  she  said  to  herself,  "those 
words  describe  me  in  a  figure." 

Just  a  year  ago — the  memory  was 
painful— Marcia  was  wrapped  in  win- 
try-like gloom  and  bitterness.  A  year 
before  that,  a  little  babe  had  been 
taken  from  her.  During  the  days  the 
little  girl  had  suffered  so  much, 
Marcia  was  too  busy  to  look  ahead. 
Then  during  the  short  time  the  small 
form  had  lain  in  the  room,  she  was 
too  stunned  to  think.  But  when  the 
casket  was  lowered  into  the  ground  the 
full  realization  of  what  had  happened 
burst  upon  her.  In  her  misery  and 
grief,  she  became  bitter.  "God  hasn't 
been  fair,"  she  reasoned.  "Why  did  He 
take  the  only  one  I  had  to  live  for 
from  me?  She  was  healthy  and  happy. 
Why  didn't  He  pick  some  under- 
privileged, sickly  child?  He  isn't  fair, 
that's  all." 

So  Marcia  closed  her  ears  to  all 
words  of  comfort.  She  shut  herself 
away  from  everyone.  The  greater  part 
of  each  Sunday  was  spent  in  the 
cemetery  when  the  weather  was 
suitable,  and  on  other  days  she  took 
flowers  frequently  to  cover  the  small 
grave.  Friends  wanted  to  comfort  her, 
their  efforts  were  without  success.  "I 
want  to  be  alone,"  she  told  them. 

The  first  anniversary  of  little  Betty's 
death  was  a  lovely  day.  Marcia  hurried 
through  her  work  as  she  planned  to 
spend  most  of  the  day  in  the  grave- 
yard. She  would  take  her  first  spring 
blossoms  and  would  clear  the  mound 
of  any  rubbish  that  might  have  col- 
lected. When  her  work  was  almost 
finished  the  telephone  rang. 

"Hello,  Marcia,"  a  voice  answered 
(her  at  the  other  end.  "Marcia,"  it 
hurried  on,  "won't  you  go  with  us  to 


the  jail  to  sing  today?  Our  soprano  is 
not  able  to  go,  and  we  don't  know  of 
anyone  but  you  to  fill  her  place.  We 
just  can't  disappoint  those  people, 
Marcia;  won't  you  please  go  this 
time?"  the  teacher  of  the  Bible  class 
questioned  eagerly. 

"Oh,  I  couldn't  go,"  Marcia  quickly 
refused.  "You  know  today  is — " 

"Yes,  I  know,"  the  teacher  broke  in, 
"but  do  it  this  time  in  memory  of  lit- 
tle Betty,  for  her  sake.  Please, 
Marcia." 

"In  memory  of  little  Betty!"  Marcia 
hadn't  thought  of  it  in  that  light  be- 
fore. Those  words  seemed  to  change 
everything.  It  made  her  feel  almost 
as  if  she  had  to  go  when  she  thought 
about  it  that  way. 

"Well,"  she  answered  slowly,  "I'll 
go."  She  could  still  go  to  the  cemetery 
when  she  returned. 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Marcia.  We'll  meet 
you  at  the  gate,"  and  the  teacher  hung 
up  before  the  lonely  young  mother 
could  have  a  chance  to  change  her 
mind. 

The  ladies  of  the  "Cheerful"  Bible 
class  made  room  for  Marcia  in  their 
car  a  short  time  later.  They  accepted 
her  presence  among  them  as  though 


A  PRAYER 

Lord,  now  that  spring  is  in  the  world. 

And  every  tulip  is  a  cup 
Filled  with  the  wine  of  thy  great  love. 

Lift  thou  me  up. 

Raise  thou  my  heart  as  flowers  arise 

To  greet  the  glory  of  thy  day. 
With  soul  as  clean  as  lilies  are. 

And  white  as  they. 

Let  me  not  fear  the  darkness  now. 

Since   Life   and   Light   break   through  thy 
tomb; 

Teach  me  that  doubts  no  more  oppress, 
No  more  consume. 

Show  me  that  thou  art  April,  Lord, 
And  thou  the  flowers  and  the  grass; 

Then,   when    awake   the   soft   spring   winds, 
I'll  hear  thee  pass! 

— Charles   Hanson   Towne. 


it  were  nothing  unusual.  Marcia  was 
too  preoccupied  to  appreciate  it,  how- 
ever. She  was  thinking  of  little  Betty 
today,  of  their  trips  together,  the 
games  they  played,  and  the  songs  they 
had  sung.  Words  of  a  favorite  song, 
one  she  sang  as  she  rocked  Betty  to 
sleep,  kept  crowding  into  her  mind  as 
they  drove  to  the  jail. 

The  prisoners  came  out  of  their  cells 
to  listen  to  the  songs  the  women  sang. 
They  enjoyed  these  "singing  visits." 
As  the  last  chorus  was  being  sung,  the 
teacher  saw  that  the  men  wanted  to 
hear  more.  She  decided  to  use  Marcia's 
voice  while  she  had  the  opportunity. 
She  turned  to  Marcia  and  said:  "Mrs. 
Webster,  will  you  please  sing  a  song?" 
But  her  words  were  more  of  an  an- 
nouncement than  a  request. 

Marcia  hesitated,  then  remembered 
that  she  was  doing  this  today  for  lit- 
tle Betty's  sake,  and  it  would  be  a  re- 
lief, too,  to  give  expression  to  the  tune 
that  kept  echoing  through  her  mind. 
She  stepped  to  the  front  to  sing.  The 
words  brought  such  a  flood  of  memo- 
ries that  Marcia  was  soon  enveloped 
by  them.  By  the  time  she  reached  the 
second  stanza,  she  was  no  longer 
singing  to  a  group  of  men.  Little  Betty 
was  in  her  arms  and  she  was  rocking 
her  to  sleep  once  more.  She  sang  with 
all  the  love  and  tenderness  that  had 
filled  her  songs  for  the  child. 

Tears  were  in  the  listeners'  eyes 
when  the  song  was  finished.  One  of 
the  men  came  forward  and  asked  to 
speak  to,  "Thet  lady  thet  sung." 

"I've  got  some  children  at  home  thet 
ain't  got  no  mother,"  he  said,  wiping 
his  eyes.  "I  wisht  you'd  go  and  sing 
fur  'em.  Tell  'em  thet  when  ther  Dad 
gits  outta  here,  he's  going  to  be  a  bet- 
ter man."  He  seemed  to  take  for 
granted  that  Marcia  would  go. 

She  made  no  promise  to  visit  the 
children,  but  on  the  way  home  a  con- 
viction seized  her.  She  admitted  re- 
luctantly to  herself  that  other  people 
had  troubles  too.  She  knew  that  she 
should  be  thankful  her  little  girl  was 
not  one  of  those  motherless  children 
with  a  father  in  jail. 

Upon  arrival  at  home,  Marcia 
gathered  her  flowers  and  hurried  to 
the  cemetery.  As  she  worked  around 
the  small  grave,  she  became  more  and 
more  burdened.  Her  useless,  selfish 
life  stood  before  her. 

"You  have  done  nothing  but  serve 
the  dead  when  there  are  so  many  liv- 
ing ones  who  need  help,"  her  con- 
science accused  her.  "What  are  you 
going  to  do  about  it?" 

Marcia  wasn't  sure  what  she  was  go- 
ing to  do  about  it  just  then.  Late  that 
night,  however,  she  closed  her  Bible 
and  arose  from  her  knees  with  a  glad 
heart  and  with  the  plan  of  her  life 
before  her. 

This  plan  began  with  the  next  day. 
Marcia  visited  the  prisoner's  children, 
and  made  life  brighter  for  them.  She 
found  others  too,  who  needed  her,  so 
that  day  after  day  she  was  kept  busy 
and  happy. 

"Yes,  little  lamb,"  she  said  today  as 
she  reviewed  the  past  year,  "winter 
is  gone,  and  spring  has  come — to  my 
heart  as  well  as  to  the  earth." — The 
Olive  Branch- 


April,  1945 
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BY  WAY  OF  INTRODUCTION 

No  doubt  most  of  you  have  a  friend, 
or  at  least  an  acquaintance  in  B.  T.  S. 
Perhaps  the  boy  or  girl  from  your 
home  church  has  written  you  about 
some  of  the  improvements,  new 
courses  and  faculty  members  this 
year.  But  have  they  told  you  all?  No, 
indeed!  "The  half  has  never  yet  been 
told,"  as  a  minister  from  Florida  said 
last  week,  when  he  visited  the  school 
for  his  first  time.  Oh,  that  each  of 
you  were  here  with  us!  But  since  you 
can't  be,  we  hope,  by  means  of  this 
page,  to  bring  B.  T.  S.  closer  to  you. 
We  long  to  share  with  you  interesting 
bits  of  news  and  information,  and, 
most  of  all,  the  rich  blessings  God 
pours  out  upon  us  here. 

Our  good  superintendent,  Brother 
J.  H.  Walker,  would  certainly  do  his 
part  to  make  you  feel  at  home  if  you 
were  here.  He  is  new  in  Sevierville 
this  year,  but  not  new  to  B.  T.  S., 
since  he  served  five  years  as  superin- 
tendent when  our  school  was  in  Cleve- 
land. 

From  Atlanta,  Georgia,  come  two 
new  members  of  the  faculty  this  year: 
Miss  Elizabeth  Hunt,  teaching  in  the 
High  School  and  College  Departments, 
and  Harley  Wilkins,  business  man- 
ager. Our  Home  Economics  Depart- 
ment is  under  the  supervision  of  Miss 
Lois  Mae  Underwood,  of  Cairo,  Geor- 
gia. Miss  Trulla  Vinson,  born  in  Ten- 
nessee, but  with  teaching  experience 
in  the  states  of  Wyoming,  Arkansas, 
Georgia,  Florida,  North  Carolina,  and 
Virginia,  has  begun  teaching  in  our 
Commercial  Department  this  year, 
and  Mrs.  Nina  Driggers,  of  Largo, 
Florida,  is  a  new  English  teacher. 
Misses  Helen  Blackwell,  of  Big  Tim- 
ber, Montana,  and  Frances  Dekle,  of 
Florida — both  former  B.  T.  S.  gradu- 
ates— are  caring  for  our  girls,  Sister 
Blackwell  as  dean  of  women,  and  Sis- 
ter Dekle  as  matron  of  the  girls,  whom 
we've  had  to  place  in  the  local  hotel 
for  lack  of  space  in  the  dormitory. 
Sister  Dollie  Alford,  also  of  Florida, 
plans  our  daily  menus  and  directs  the 
serving  of  meals  in  the  cafeteria. 
From  New  York  we  are  glad  to  have 
a  French  teacher  in  our  High  School 
Department,  Miss  Priscilla  Passet, 
who  taught  last  year  in  Bob  Jones 
College,  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 

Those  students  who  are  called  to 
mission  work  in  China  are  especially 
fortunate  this  year  with  the  privilege 
of  studying  Chinese  under  Brother 
Peter  N.  Johnson,  for  sixteen  years  a 
very  successful  missionary  in  north- 
ern China.  Also,  your  missionaries 
from  India  and  Cuba,  Brother  and 
Sister  Hoyle  Case,  wish  to  greet  you 
and  covet  your  prayers  that  God  will 
make  them  a  blessing  to  every  student 
here  this  year.  Sister  Case  is  teaching 
Missions  and  Malayalam,  an  Indian 
language,  and  Brother  Case  is  dean 
of  the  boys. 

Our  Music  Department  is  overflow- 


ing with  students,  talent  and  efficient 
instructors.  To  the  staff  of  last  year 
in  this  department  have  been  added 
Brothers  James  Staley,  of  Wisconsin, 
and  Joseph  M.  Wahlton,  whose  home 
is  in  Idaho,  but  who  was  born  in 
Salvsborg,  Sweden.  Professor  Wahlton 
has  had  a  very  colorful  career  in 
Europe  and  the  United  States  as  or- 
ganist and  choir  master.  The  student 
body  here  is  enjoying  the  richness  of 
his  talent  consecrated  to  the  training 
and  developing  of  young  talent  which 
God  has  given  to  be  used  for  His  hon- 
or and  glory. 

Do  pray  that  all  our  faculty,  old  and 
new,  will  be  not  only  proficient  teach- 
ers in  their  respective  fields,  but  also 
a  constant  inspiration  for  these  boys 

and  girls. 


OUR  FLAG 

See  her  waving  high  above 

With  her  colors  true, 
'Tis  the  flag  that  we  all  love, 

Our  flag,  the  Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Still  she's  waving  high  above; 

Old  Glory  is  her  name. 
She's  a  token  of  a  soldier's  love, 

They'll  never  die  in  vain. 

Let's  keep  her  waving  high  above, 

And  loyal  to  her  be. 
Let's  pray  for  our  boys  a  safe  return; 

Then  thank  God  that  we're  free. 

— By  Carolyn  Wentz. 


ENGLISH 

Suppose  there  were  no  books.  Then 
the  only  way  to  pass  knowledge  along 
from  one  generation  to  another  would 
be  by  word  of  mouth.  If  this  was  done 
there  would  be  no  complete  record  of 
man's  history  and  no  accurate  report 
of  new  discoveries  and  inventions. 
There  would  be  no  way  to  keep  the 
inspiring'  thoughts  and  the  stories  of 
great  men  and  women.  Our  circle  of 
friends  would  be  limited  to  only  those 
we  meet  face  to  face.  What  a  narrow 
life  it  would  be.  It  would  take  a  long 
time  to  learn  just  a  little. 

But  just  think,  with  books  the  whole 
world  of  the  past  and  the  present  lies 
before  our  eyes.  Our  circle  of  friends 
are  broadened  to  a  great  extent, 
which  includes  great  characters  of 
real  and  imaginary  life.  Knowledge 
that  was  gained  little  by  little  over  a 
period  of  centuries  comes  to  us  com- 
plete. Books  which  have  helped  civi- 
lize the  world  have  made  our  lives 
richer  and  fuller.  The  rapid  progress 
of  individuals  and  nations  is  due  to 
books.  If  it  were  not  for  "books," 
where  would  the  world  be  today? — 
Esther  Freitch. 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

BY   CECIL    TRUESDELL 
(Answers  to  last  month's  questions) 

Question  1.  When  the  twelve  tribes 
divided  and  became  two  kingdoms, 
Judah  and  Israel,  with  which  king- 
dom did  the  tribe  of  Levi  go? 

Answer:  They  were  with  both  king- 
doms, although  the  main  body  of 
them  left  their  ministry  and  homes 
in  the  northern  kingdom,  Israel,  and 
flocked  to  the  southern  kingdom,  Ju- 
dah, because  Jeroboam  had  cast  them 
off  from  their  ministry  when  the  idol- 
atrous calves  were  set  up  (2  Chron. 
11:13-14). 

Prior  to  this  time,  they  had  been 
intermingled  with  all  the  tribes  of  Is- 
rael, for  they  had  been  given  no  grant 
of  land,  as  the  other  tribes,  since  they 
were  to  be  ministers  of  the  Lord.  Read 
Josh.  13:14.  However,  they  were  given 
cities  and  their  suburbs  for  their  pos- 
sessions and  cattle.  Josh.  14:3,  4.  Levi, 
the  son  of  Jacob,  was  the  founder  of 
the  tribe,  which  was  divided  into 
three  tribal  families,  after  his  three 
sons:   Gershon,  Kohath,  and  Merari. 


Question  2.  Was  all  flesh  made  from 
the  earth? 

No!  At  least  not  in  a  technical  sense. 
The  sea  creatures  and  fowls  were 
brought  forth  from  the  waters  (Gen. 
1:20-22)  ;  while  cattle,  creeping  things, 
and  beasts  were  brought  forth  from 
the  earth  itself,  as  well  as  man.  (Gen. 
1:24-26;  3:19,  23.) 


Question  3.  Why  was  Mephibosheth 
a  cripple? 

Mephibosheth  was  the  son  of  Jona- 
than, the  gallant  son  of  King  Saul, 
whose  love  for  David  passed  the  love 
of  women  (2  Sam.  1:26).  David  had 
sworn  to  show  kindness  to  the  house 
of  Jonathan  (1  Sam.  20:14-17)  and  re- 
membered his  promise  to  Mephibo- 
sheth (2  Sam.  9).  When  the  news  of 
the  fate  of  Saul  and  Jonathan  came; 
the  panic-stricken  nurse,  fleeing  with 
the  five-year-old  Mephibosheth,  let 
him  fall,  which  caused  him  to  be  lame 
for  the  rest  of  his  life.  (2  Sam.  4:4.) 


Question  4.  Did  David  and  Bathshe- 
ba  have  another  son  after  Solomon'' 

Not  that  we  have  any  record  of 
Some  have  supposed  that  Nathan,  the 
son  of  David,  who  is  Christ's  ancestor 
is  their  son.  However,  he  is  the  third 
child  born  to  David  in  Jerusalem,  anc 
his  birth  is  recorded  before  that  oi 
Solomon  (2  Sam.  5:14),  and  no  men- 
tion is  made  of  his  relation  to  Bath- 
sheba,  whose  first  child  died  (2  Sam 
12:23-24). 


If  you  have  anything  of  interest 
for  our  Shut-In  Issue,  please  send  it 
in. 


QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  What  unpleasant  experiences  die 
Sennacherib  have  with  the  true  Goe 
and  a  false  one? 

2.  Was  Joab  related  to  David? 

3.  What  miraculous  happening 
served  as  a  warning  to  Jeroboam  t( 
return  to  God,  at  Beth-el? 

4.  What  son  of  Jacob  besides  Josepl 
was  not  named  among  the  founder; 
of  the  tribes  of  Israel? 
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THE  WORK  AND  STUDY  OF 
EVANGELISM 

JOHN  C.  JERNIGAN,  General  Overseer 

I  have  read  with  quite  a  lot  of  in- 
terest about  groups  of  young  folk  in 
several  of  our  churches  organizing  to 
study  "personal  soul  winning."  Some 
people  might  criticize  you  for  studying 
evangelistic  subjects,  and  tell  you  that 
all  that  is  important  to  successful 
soul  winning  is  prayer  and  conse- 
cration. 

It  is  true  piayer  and  consecration 
is  the  most  essential  of  all  things  in 
soul  winning.  There  is  nothing  more 
convincing  and  persuasive  than  the 
manifestation  of  the  SPIRIT  in  an  in- 
dividual life.  With  great  knowledge  of 
books  and  experiences  of  other 
Christian  workers  only,  you  would  be 
empty  and  void  in  your  efforts  to 
touch  and  lead  men  to  Christ. 

God's  first  and  least  requirement  of 
His  labors  is  a  deeply  consecrated  life. 
The  Lord  would  not  expect  anyone  to 
offer  himself  in  His  service  with  any- 
thing short  of  a  good  personal  ex- 
perience of  salvation.  We  believe 
Timothy  had  this  when  Paul  advised 
him  to  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth." 

To  be  a  successful  soul  winner  there 
are  two  essential  qualifications; 
namely,  consecration  and  knowledge. 
I  have  seen  people  who  were  seeming- 
ly filled  with  the  Spirit,  but  used  lit- 
tle wisdom  in  their  approach  to  lost 
souls.  He  that  winneth  souls  must  be 
wise,  and  the  Lord,  before  sending  His 
disciples  forth  on  a  mission  of  soul 
winning,  instructed  them,  "Behold,  I 
send  you  forth  as  sheep  in  the  midst 
of  wolves.  Be  ye  therefore  wise  as 
serpents  and  harmless  as  doves." 

I  have  attended  some  of  the  Church 
of  God  Young  People's  Endeavor  serv- 
ices where  the  Spirit  was  mani- 
fested and  sinners  were  greatly  moved 
by  the  influence  of  the  service.  Young 
people  can  often  touch  the  hearts  of 
both  young  and  old  where  the  older 
preachers  have  failed. 

I  would  be  glad  for  every  Y.  P.  E.  in 
the  Church  of  God  to  organize  a  "Soul 
Winning  Band,"  and  if  you  have  some 
new  or  better  ideas  than  have  been 
suggested  in  connection  with  the  pro- 
posed "Youth  Personal  Evangelistic 
Union,"  that  you  believe  would  work 
better  in  your  particular  church  or 
community,  try  them  out.  However,  I 
feel  that  you  will  find  much  help  on 
this  page,  and  especially  in  the  book 
on  "Personal  Soul  Winning"  that  has 
been  suggested  as  a  textbook  for  your 
study. 

The  suggested  organization  does  not 


take  the  place  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  of- 
fered only  to  aid  you  in  the  Y.  P.  E. 
work  and  to  better  qualify  our  young 
people  in  their  endeavors  of  soul 
winning.  If  every  Y.  P.  E.  throughout 
the  Church  would  organize  its  energy 
and  exert  its  strength  in  evangelistic 
efforts,  I  believe  a  revival  would 
sweep  through  the  Church  of  God  like 
was  never  before  heard  of,  and  there 
would  be  tens  of  thousands  of  people 
saved  who  would  never  otherwise  be 
reached,  and  there  would  be  a  great 
ingathering  of  members  in  the 
Church.  The  young  people's  effort  in 
evangelism  depends  a  lot  on  the 
leaders,  and  especially  the  pastors 
of  the  churches.  Will  you,  upon  whom 
the  responsibility  rests,  do  your  part 
to  launch  a  great  evangelistic  move- 
ment throughout  the  Church? 

For  the  Y.  P.  E.'s  to  live  spiritually 
they  will  have  to  be  evangelized  by 
someone  or  else  they  themselves  will 
have  to  evangelize  others.  The  pastor 
should  not  have  to  be  continually 
evangelizing  his  young  people,  but  he 
should  teach  them  to  evangelize. 
When  our  young  people  accept  the  re- 
sponsibility of  evangelizing  others, 
they  themselves  will  have  greater 
spiritual  strength  and  overcoming 
power. 

THE  LOST  SHEEP 

Have  ye  looked  for  sheep  in  the  desert. 

For  those  who  hove  missed  their  way? 
Have  ye  been   in  the  wild  waste  places, 

Where   the   lost   and   wandering   stray? 
Have   ye    trodden    the    lonely   highway, 

The  foul  and  the  darksome  street? 
It   may   be   ye'd   see  in   the   gloaming 

The  print  of  My  wounded  feet. 

Have  ye  folded  home   to   your  bosom 

The   trembling,    neglected    lamb, 
And    taught    to    the    little    lost    one 

The    sound    of    the    Shepherd's    name? 
Have  ye   searched   for   the   poor  and   needy. 

With  no  clothing,  no  home,  no  bread? 
The   Son   of   man    was    among   them — 

He  had   nowhere  to  lay   His  head.  . 

Have  ye   carried   the   living  water 

To  the   parched   and   weary   soul? 
Have  ye  said   to   the   sick   and  wounded, 

"Christ   Jesus    makes    thee    whole"? 
Have   ye   taught   My   fainting    children 

Of  the  strength  of  the  Father's  hand? 
Have    ye    guided    the    tottering    footsteps 

To  the  shore  of  the  "golden  land"? 

Have  ye  wept  with  the  broken-hearted 

In   their  agony   of  woe? 
Ye   might    hear    me    whispering    beside   you, 

"  'Tis   the    pathway   I    often    go!" 
My   brethren,   My   friends.   My  disciples, 

Can  ye  dare  to  follow  Me? 
Then,  wherever  the  Master  dwelleth. 

There  shall  the  servant  be! 


New   Organizations 

We  are  so  enthusiastic  over  the  Y. 
P.  E.  U.  One  of  our  young  Y.  P.  E. 
workers  suggested  it  first.  She  is  a 
high  school  student  and  a  good  Bible 
.scholar  and  will  make  a  good  teacher 
or  leader  with  my  help.  We  will  or- 
ganize very  soon,  so  please  put  us  on 
your  charter  list.  —  Mrs.  Anna  Ellis, 
pastor,  Rich  Hill,  Mo. 
— O— 

Please  rush  me  all  details  of  the  Y. 
P.  E.  Union. 

Our  young  people  here  say  we  are 
coming  to  the  Assembly  this  fall  and 
will  bring  the  banner  back,  by  the 
help  of  the  Lord.  They  are  very  much 
interested  and  very,  very  anxious  to 
get  started  immediately.  Pray  for 
them. — Agnes  Roberts,  1250  Elm  St., 
Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

— O— 

We  are  happy  to  report  our  class  is 
progressing  nicely.  We  have  fourteen 
on  roll,  but  never  less  than  twenty- 
five  attend.  The  interest  is  high.  Our 
officers  are:  Director,  Mrs.  Madie 
Hall;  secretary,  Miss  Mary  Kidd; 
teacher,  Anne  H.  Thomas. 

We  are  glad  we  started  this  fine 
course  and  that  we  are  going  to  be 
charter  members  of  this  good  organi- 
zation. We  desire  an  interest  in  your 
prayer  for  our  success  and  growth. — 
Mary  Kidd,  Griffin,  Ga. 


How  To  Study 

Study  is  work  for  young  people,  and 
just  as  men  need  to  be  trained  for 
their  work,  so  young  people  need 
training  for  their  study.  The  ability  to 
study  well,  and  get  the  most  out  of  it, 
does  not  come  automatically,  but  is 
the  result  of  thought,  planning,  and 
persistence.  The  following  suggestions 
may  be  helpful  in  getting  the  most  out 
of  study  periods  at  home  and  in 
school. 

Do  not  think  you  can  study  better 
with  the  radio  turned  on. 

Do  not  postpone  study  until  you  "get 
in  the  mood." 

Do  not  get  the  idea  you  can  study 
better  while  lying  down. 

Do  not  put  off  until  tomorrow  what 
has  been  assigned  for  today. 

Do  not  expect  to  make  up  your  back 
work  during  vacation. 

Do  not  let  a  bright  light  shine  in 
your  eyes  while  studying. 

Do  not  use  an  easy  chair  for  study. 
Use  a  hard  chair. 

Try  to  have  a  certain  time  and  place 
for  study. 

Try  to  keep  your  study  room  be- 
tween 68  and  70  degrees  temperature. 

Always  review  previous  assignments 
as  the  first  step  in  a  new  lesson. 
(Continued  on  page  17) 


Motto:  "He  That  Winneth  Souls  Is  Wise"  -  Prov.  11:3  5 


April,  1945 
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ERSTER   GEbEBRRTIOn 


■  ■         * 


NOTE:     Where  is  the  above  place  located  and  how  many  of  our  readers  have  at- 
tended a  service  there  ?  Drop  us  a  card  . 


"Joy  to  the  world" — the  Easter  mes- 
sage of  the  age!  All  nature  takes  up 
the  refrain:  singing  birds,  gay  blos- 
soms, budding  trees,  and  green  fields 
proclaim  anew  the  life  and  hope  of 
the  Eastertide. 

Trombone  choirs  in  the  city  streets, 
a  lonely  trumpeter  on  a  mountain 
top,  deep-toned  organs,  merrily  peal- 
ing bells  and  countless  happy  voices 
joining  in  the  glorious  Easter  hymns, 
all  herald  the  joy  of  Easter  morn  and 
the  risen  Lord. 

Thousands  of  people  join  in  the 
Easter  sunrise  services  held  in  the 
great  outdoors,  where  nature  smiles 
upon  the  earth;  other  thousands  gain 
inspiration  and  happiness  in  the 
flower-filled  churches;  while  number- 
less shut-ins  find  a  message  of  hope 
and  cheer  in  the  single  blossom  left 
to  add  fragrance  to  the  song  of  the 
Easter  carolers. 

Long  before  sunrise  the  trombone 
choir  of  the  Moravian  church  goes 
about  the  streets  of  Bethlehem,  Penn- 
sylvania, calling  the  people  to  early 
service  in  the  historic  Central  church. 
In  this  service  the  tragedy  and  sor- 
row of  the  Passion  Week  are  forgot- 
ten in  the  exultation  of  the  message 
from  the  tomb,  which  has  resounded 
down  the  years,  "He  is  risen  from  the 
dead."  The  early  Easter  service  in  the 
church  closes  in  this  triumphant 
spirit.  This  spirit  goes  with  the  peo- 
ple as  they  leave  the  church  and 
quietly  pass  into  God's  Acre — the  Mo- 
ravian burial  ground  adjoining  the 
church. 

As  the  sun  reaches  the  horizon,  the 
concluding  part  of  the  impressive 
service  on  Easter  morning  is  given  in 
the  same  manner  it  was  first  used  two 
hundred  years  ago  in  the  church  in 
Saxony.  An  Easter  sunrise  service  in 
God's  Acre  affirms  anew  the  message 
of  that  first  Easter  dawn  nineteen 
hundred  years  ago — life  is  triumphant 
over  death. 

Philadelphia,  Pennsylvania,  is  the 
scene  of  another  great  outdoor  Easter 
sunrise  service.  Sponsored  and  con- 
ducted by  the  Messiah  Lutheran 
church  of  that  city,  it  has  grown  in 


popularity  each  year  since  its  inaug- 
uration in  1935,  so  that  it  crowds  to 
capacity  the  great  Temple  University 
stadium.  Long  before  daylight,  the 
streets  of  North  Philadelphia  are  filled 
with  people  coming  from  the  towns, 
cities,  and  villages  of  Eastern  Penn- 
sylvania and  New  Jersey  to  worship 
here  as  the  colorful  pageant  of  the 
Easter  story  unfolds  before  them. 

As  the  first  rays  of  the  rising  sun  ap- 
pear behind  the  great  altar  and  tow- 
ering cross  built  of  flowers,  the  rev- 
erent throng  greets  the  Easter  dawn 
with  their  alleluias: 
"The  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done; 
The  victory  of  life  is  won; 
The  song  of  triumph    has    begun — 
Alleluia!" 

For  over  a  century  and  a  half  the 
Easter  message  has  been  proclaimed 
by  the  old  Moravian  ritual  at  Win- 
ston-Salem, North  Carolina.  People 
gather  in  the  churchyard  to  hear,  just 
as  the  sun  tops  the  hills  of  North 
Carolina,  the  bishop's  softly  spoken 
"The  Lord  is  risen"  and  to  join  in  the 
joyful  response,  "The  Lord  is  risen  in- 
deed." The  eager  thousands  of  people, 
accompanied  by  a  four-hundred-piece 
band,  join  in  singing  an  Easter  hymn 
and  then  accompany  the  bishop  and 
band  to  God's  Acre  on  the  other  side 
of  the  church. 

In  a  silence  broken  only  by  the  song 
of  birds,  the  bishop  takes  his  place  in 
a  lane  between  the  tombstones,  and 
groups  of  the  band  move'  to  their  po- 
sitions in  the  lanes  of  the  burial 
ground. 

The  Easter-service  liturgy  is  re- 
sumed and,  as  the  bishop  concludes,  a 
challenging  trumpet  call  breaks 
through  the  silence.  The  music  which 
follows  seems  truly  inspired,  as  a  call 
is  heard  on  one  side  and  the  answer 
clear  and  true  comes  from  a  distant 
corner  of  God's  Acre.  The  amazing 
thing  about  this  music  of  the  "woods" 
and  "brasses"  is  that  no  one  of  the 
four  hundred  members  of  the  band, 
who  range  in  age  from  over  seventy 
to  under  ten,  is  a  professional  mu- 
sician. 

The  joy  of  this  Easter  service,  sim- 


ple in  word  and  glorious  in  music,  up- 
lifts and  strengthens  each  member  of 
the  vast  audience,  sometimes  as  many 
as  fifty  thousand  people,  standing  in 
God's  Acre  among  the  blossom-covered 
flat  gravestones. 

As  the  last  notes  of  the  music  fade 
into  silence,  the  bishop  pronounces 
the  benediction. — Selected. 


HYMN  STORIES 
"Christ   the   Lord    Is   Risen   Today" 

(By  Charles  Wesley) 
GRACE  W.   HAIGHT 
"Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  today, 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say; 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high, 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and  earth  reply. 
Alleluia! 

"Love's  redeeming  work  is  done; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won; 
Lo!  the  sun's  eclipse  is  o'er; 
Lo!  he  sets  in  blood  no  more. 
Alleluia ! 

"Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal; 

Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell; 

Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise; 

Christ  hath  opened  Paradise. 
Alleluia!"  etc. 

"Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  today" 
stands  at  the  head  of  the  list  of  the 
many  fine  Easter  hymns  in  our  lan- 
guage. It  was  written  by  Charles  Wes- 
ley (b.  1707-d.  1788),  and  was  pub- 
lished in  "Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems" 
in  1739.  In  the  preceding  year  Wesley 
had  had  his  wonderful  spiritual  ex- 
perience when  he  cast  from  him  his 
own  self-righteousness  and  good  works 
as  "filthy  rags"  and  clothed  himself 
with  the  white  robes  of  Christ's 
righteousness.  His  soul  then  warbled 
out  its  paean  of  praise  in  the  hymn 
beginning, 

"O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise." 

His  Easter  hymn  as  first  written 
consisted  of  eleven  four-line  stanzas, 
but  when  Martin  Madan  printed  it  in 
his  edition  of  "Psalms  and  Hymns"  in 
1760,  he  omitted  some  of  the  stanzas 
and  rearranged  some  of  the  lines.  In 
this  form  it  is  now  in  wide  use  in 
America  and  England.  (Martin  Madan 
was  a  most  useful  and  popular  preach- 
er who  had  become  converted  on 
hearing  a  sermon  by  John  Wesley  on 
the  text,  "Prepare  to  meet  thy  God.") 
The  text  on  which  this  triumphant 
hymn  is  based  is  found  in  the  fif- 
teenth chapter  of  1st  Corinthians: 

"O  death,  where  is  thy  sting?  O 
grave,  where  is  thy  victory?  The  sting 
of  death  is  sin;  and  the  strength  of  sin 
is  the  law;  but  thanks  be  to  God  who 
giveth  us  the  victory  through  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ." 

The  Hebrew  word  "alleluia"  was 
much  used  by  the  early  Christians.  It 
means  "The  Lord's  name  be  praised" 
or  "Praise  ye  the  Lord."  On  Easter 
morning  their  greeting  was,  "Alleluia, 
the  Lord  is  risen." 

Charles  Wesley  obeyed  literally  the 
Biblical  injunction,  "If  ye  then  be  risen 
with  Christ,  seek  those  things  which 
are  above,  where  Christ  sitteth  on  the 
right  hand  of  God."  As  an  ambassador 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  sit  here  in  a  war-torn  land,  I 
have  three  of  the  Lighted  Pathways 
by  my  side,  which  I  have  been  reading 
today.  You  can  imagine  how  a  hungry 
boy  feels  when  he  sits  down  and  en- 
joys a  good  meal.  Well,  that  is  how  I 
feel  right  now. 

You  asked  in  a  recent  issue  for  people 
to  write  in  and  tell  you  what  to  leave 
out,  in  case  you  did  have  to  leave  some 
out,  but  for  me  I  can't  find  a  single 
thing  that  should  be  left  out.  You  need 
to  add  instead  of  take  away.  I  am 
happy  because  I  have  the  privilege  of 
reading  this  good  paper.  It  gives  me 
courage  and  helps  me  along  each  day. 

I  have  been  greatly  disappointed  in 
finding  that  my  home  state  has  con- 
tributed so  little  to  the  fund  for  send- 
ing Lighted  Pathways  to  the  soldiers. 
Many  of  them  will  testify  that  they 
want  to  work  for  the  Lord  and  then 
they  don't  do  the  things  they  could 
do.  I  am  sending  a  money  order  home 
tonight  and  a  letter  to  my  wife  and 
she  will  send  you  $5  as  soon  as  she  gets 
the  letter.  Please  put  this  in  the  fund 
for  my  home  state  and  send  the  pa- 
pers to  those  who  are  hungry  for  good 
reading  material.  May  God  bless  your 
good  work. — Cpl.  Dewey  R.  Bain. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  read  my  first  copy  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  say  it  is 
really  wonderful.  I  am  enclosing  six 
dollars  for  one  year's  subscription  for 
myself  and  the  rest  to  be  used  to  send 
this  swell  magazine  to  other  boys  in 
Service. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  really  a 
blessing  from  God.  In  your  December 
copy  I  notice  you  asked  for  your  read- 
ers to  write  you,  if  they  had  any  sug- 
gestions to  make.  All  I  can  say  myself 
is  keep  up  the  good  work. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  haven't  been  liv- 
ing the  Christian  life  very  long,  but  i 
have  really  found  that  there  is  no  bet- 
ter life  than  having  such  a  God  as 
ours  to  serve.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will 
go  on  in  the  right  way.— Wayne  High- 
fill. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lord  has  been  so  good  to  me,  I 
must  tell  others  about  it.  For  the  last 
five  months  or  more  I  have  been 
privileged  to  attend  services  in  one  of 
our  Churches  of  God,  located  at  En- 
terprise, Alabama.  I  have  been  Sun- 
day School  teacher  for  the  inter- 
mediates, and  Y.P.E.  president.  The 
Lord  has  opened  the  way  for  me  to 
be  in  almost  every  service,  including 
the  midweek  prayer  meetings. 

We  use  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  our 
Y.P.E.  services  and  the  Lord  certainly 
has  been  blessing  us.  I  appreciate  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  really  food  to 
my  soul. 

The  Lord  has  been  so  good  to  me.  I 
have  received  the  Holy  Ghost  since  I 
have  been  in  the  Army.  He  is  wonder- 
ful to  His  own.  Only  Christians  can 
realize   just   how  merciful  and   good 


God  is. 

My  name  had  already  been  posted 
on  the  bulletin  board  for  detail  over 
the  week  end,  and  I  prayed  earnestly 
to  God,  asking  Him  to  make  a  way  for 
me  to  attend  church  on  Sunday,  and 
He  answered  my  prayer.  That  is  just 
one  of  the  many  things  He  has  done 
for  me. 

Please  help  me  pray  for  my  fellow 
soldiers  in  the  Army  who  need  God.  I 
have  had  the  privilege  of  praying  with 
some  of  them  and  telling  them  about 
Jesus.  I  want  to  be  more  zealous.  I'll 
appreciate  letters  from  friends. — Pfc. 
Aubrey  Horton,  34396671,  Surplus  Det. 
No.  1,  Camp  Rucker,  Ala. 

Dear  Christian  People: 

I  would  like  to  thank  the  Lord,  not 
only  for  a  safe  voyage  across  the 
Pacific,  but  also  for  the  determination 
that  He  has  placed  in  my  soul.  I  long 
to  get  back  home  again  to  preach  and 
spread  the  gospel,  and  I  know  without 
His  washing  and  cleansing  my  body 
with  His  precious  blood  I  would  never 
be  able  to  hold  out.  He  says  in  His  holy 
Word,  "I  will  never  leave  thee,  nor  for- 
sake thee,"  and  my  trust  is  in  Him  for- 
ever. 

I  would  like  to  ask  each  Christian 
who  reads  this  to  pray  for  me  that  my 
body  will  be  healed. — Glen  M.  Kramer, 
S  lie. 


'he  enure 
-h    an 

Dear  Sister  Harrison:  "n( 

I  have  just  received  and  finished 
reading  my  third  copy  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  enjoyed  it  so  much,  es- 
pecially the  Service  men's  page,  that 
I  wanted  to  tell  you  about  it. 

Over  here  in  France,  and  I  imagine 
it  is  the  same  on  all  war  fronts,  it  is 
indeed  a  pleasure  and  a  privilege  to 
get  to  attend  a  service.  With  chances 
to  attend  services  few  and  far  be- 
tween, your  wonderful  magazine  helps 
to  fill  in  the  gap  by  supplying  food 
for  the  hungry  souls. 

I  have  read  several  messages  that 
seemed  to  be  written  especially  for  me, 
along  with  many  encouraging  and 
helpful  articles.  It  is  also  very  en- 
couraging to  read  the  testimonies  of 
others  who  are  serving  the  Lord  under 
the  tempting  and  trying  conditions  of 
fighting  a  war.  Please  pray  for  all  of 
us  Service  men. — Cpl.  David  H. 
Harrison. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  the  Christmas  card  and 
the  letter  of  a  couple  of  weeks  ago,  and 
was  very,  very  glad  to  hear  from  you. 

A  few  days  ago  I  received  the  letter 
telling  me  that  my  subscription  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway  had  ended. 
Please  don't  discontinue  it.  That  is 
something  I  always  look  forward  to.  I 
enjoy  it  more  than  anything  else  that 
I  have  to  read  over  here.  And  it  is  so 
encouraging  to  me.  I  just  love  it,  so 
whatever  you  do,  please  keep  the 
"Word  of  God,"  coming  over  to  us. 

I  am  feeling  fine  in  body  at  this 
time.  The  Lord  surely  has  been  good  to 
me,  but  I  need  your  prayers  that  I 
may  be  drawn  closer  to  Jesus.  My 
greatest  desire  is  to  live  a  life  that  is 
pleasing  to  God.  I  desire  your  prayers. 
I  often  think  of  the  good  old-time 
services  we  used  to  have  back  home. 
Oh!  how  I  would  like  to  be  back  there 
once  more. — Edwin  K.  Herdin. 

Thanks,  Edwin,  for  your  picture.  We 
are  making  a  Lighted  Pathway  scrap- 
book  and  we  will  welcome  pictures  of 
all  the  boys  who  are  in  Service. — Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Many  thanks  to  you  for  the  very 
nice  letter  plus  the  wonderful  Christ- 
mas card. 

It  has  been  a  great  pleasure  to  get 
the  chance  to  read  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  the  past  year,  as  it  is  one  of 
the  best  papers  I  have  seen.  The  paper 
has  really  been  a  blessing  to  me  and 
has  helped  me  many  times  in  my 
daily  life.  Thanks  so  much  for  sending 
the  paper  to  me. — Jeriel  Stephens. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  lonely  soldier  of  twenty-nine. 
I  have  a  wonderful  wife  and  baby.  I 
am  glad  I  am  a  child  of  God  and  on 
the  battlefield  for  my  Lord  and  Mas- 
ter. I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. It  helps  me  very  much  in  my  bat- 
tle against  sin.  I  do  not  have  words  to 
express  what  the  Lord  means  to  me. 
It  is  hard  for  us  soldiers  who  know 
what  salvation  is  to  have  to  leave  our 
dear  loved  ones,  but,  thank  God,  after 
awhile  it  will  soon  be  over.  We  are 
mocked  and  scorned  on  every  side 
while  trying  to  lift  up  Jesus  as  we  go 
along,  but  praise  the  Lord  we  can  still 
live  the  life  unspotted  from  the  world. 
I  get  burdened  sometimes  and  have 
wet  my  pillow  with  tears  while  lying 
on  my  bunk  many  a  night,  when  the 
rest  of  the  boys  thought  I  was  asleep, 
praying  and  talking  with  my  Savior 
for  wisdom  and  grace  to  overcome 
these  trials  and  temptations. 

Many  young  fathers  in  civilian  life 
who  have  a  Christian  home,  don't 
realize  just  how  precious  a  home  is 
until  they  have  to  leave  it. 

Nearly  everyone  is  making  post-war 
plans  now,  discussing  what  he  is  go- 
ing to  do  after  the  war.  I  am  also 
making  post-war  plans,  but  not  here 
on  earth.  I  am  sending  up  material  to 
build  my  home  in  glory.  Praise  the 
Lord. — Pvt.  Adrian  L.  Blackman. 
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Expressions  From  Our  Readers 


Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Friends: 

Sometime  ago  we  published  a  re- 
quest asking  you  to  give  us  your  opin- 
ion of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  want 
to  thank  those  who  have  responded 
to  this  request  and  we  are  going  to 
publish  some  of  these  opinions.  We 
would  like  to  be  able  to  publish  all, 
but  lack  of  space  will  not  permit.  It 
is  very  reasonable  to  ask  those  whom 
you  are  serving  to  express  themselves 
occasionally,  as  it  is  gratifying  to 
know  whether  or  not  you  are  pleasing 
the  public. 

EXCERPTS  FROM  LETTERS 

"Just  want  to  say  I've  enjoyed  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  years,  and  as  a 
very  busy  farm  wife  and  Y.  P.  E.  lead- 
er, I  wonder  if  I  could  manage  the 
programs  if  you  should  discontinue 
the  lessons.  We  use  them  and  think 
they  are  wonderful." — Mrs.  Geo.  Fen- 
cik,  Callahan,  Fla. 

— O— 

"You  ask  the  opinion  of  your  read- 
ers. Here  is  what  I  think  of  it.  Let  it 
remain  as  it  is.  Don't  start  changing 
it  around,  for  it  couldn't  be  any  bet- 
ter, I  don't  think.  Be  sure  to  keep 
sending  out  one  good  story  for  chil- 
dren every  month.  My  children  sure- 
ly enjoy  gathering  around  and  listen- 
ing to  me  read." — Mrs.  B.  E.  Bridgers, 
Macclesfield,  N.  C. 

— O— 

"I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  I  am  writing  about  discon- 
tinuing the  continued  story.  I  think  it 
a  good  idea  after  this  one  is  finished, 
but  I  think  "In  the  Twinkling  of  an 
Eye"  is  a  very  interesting  story.  I 
would  be  sorry  not  to  get  the  end  of 
it."- — Violet  Guinn,  Willis  Creek,  Ky. 
— O— 

"A  dozen  or  more  in  our  community, 
including  myself,  are  very  interested 
in  the  continued  story  now  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  'In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye,'  and  hope  and  trust  you 
will  not  discontinue  it." — Violet  Staser, 
Durant,  Fla. 

— O— 

"I,  for  one,  think  you  should  con- 
tine  the  Bible  lessons  for  Y.  P.  E.  as 
they  are  the  means  of  the  young  peo- 
ple taking  an  interest  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  also  enjoy  the  Service 
Men's  Page.  I  think  the  short  story 
would  be  good  also." — Mrs.  W.  E.  Mul- 
ler,  Hixson,  Tenn. 

— O— 

"We  use  the  lessons  from  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  for  our  young  people's 
meeting  every  Thursday  night,  and 
like  them  very  much.  We  also  have  a 
Bible  drill  after  the  lessons,  which  is 
enjoyed  very  much  by  the  young  peo- 
ple."— Merle  Post,  Ray,  Ohio. 

— o— 

"I  just  wanted  to  write  you  and  say 
that  I  received  your  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  really  enjoy  every  part  of  the  paper. 
I  believe  I  receive  the  greatest  bless- 
ing from  reading  the  letters  from  the 
men  in  Service,  telling  how  they  en- 
joy reading  the  Lighted  Pathway." — 
Boyce  Lindsay,  Spartanburg,  S.  C. 
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"I  have  just  finished  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  enjoyed  it  ever 
so  much.  It  is  the  best  magazine  I 
have  ever  read.  Please  do  not  make 
any  changes  unless  it  is  to  enlarge  it, 
or  add  to  it." — Mrs.  Guy  H.  Sloan. 
— O— 

"The  sister  who  said  'Discontinue 
the  continued  story  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway,'  certainly  is  not  interested 
in  it  as  I  am,  or  she  would  not  forget 
so  easily.  I  can  hardly  wait  for  the 
paper  to  come  to  continue  reading 
the  story." — Ella  Ross,  Hazlehurst,  Ga. 
— O— 

"I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way so  much.  Every  word  of  it  is  good, 
but  I  believe  naturally  we  mothers 
are  interested  more  in  Father  and 
Mother's  Page  and  also  Children's 
Page." — Mrs.  Nettie  Fender,  Burns- 
ville,  N.  C. 

— o— 

"The  questions  you  have  asked  are 
very  good  ones.  I  haven't  any  con- 
structive criticism  to  offer,  but  I  shall 
tell  you  how  I  feel  toward  this  very 
good  magazine.  I  feel  that  it  is  well 
balanced  in  spiritual  food." — Mrs.  C. 
G.  Bowen.  Sanford,  Fla. 
— O— 

"Sister  Harrison,  you  asked  for  our 
opinion  about  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
think  it  is  the  best  Church  paper 
published.  I  believe  it  would  help  if 
you  could  publish  more  of  the  letters 
from  the  boys  in  Service. — Buster  Mc- 
Caslan,  Calhoun  Falls,  S.  C. 
— O— 

"We  use  your  lessons  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and   like   them   very   much. 
Please   continue    them." — Pearl  Hen- 
derson, Anadarko,  Okla. 
— O— 

"I  enjoy  every  page  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  surely  hope  the  continued 
story  will  still  be  a  feature  of  the  pa- 
per unless  especially  led  of  the  Lord 
to  discontinue  it. 

"Our  Y '  "  er  , .  .ig  the  Bible 
lessons,  *auleci  gv  -ure'y  are  good  les- 
sons. A  (0jn  ,-v,  .*  the  church  gives  her 
paper  t  Lr  .  baptist  folk  and  I  under- 
stand   .    y  use  the  programs  outlined. 

"I  couldn't  make  a  suggestion  to 
better  the  Lighted  Pathway." — Irene 
Topping,  Chillicothe,  Ohio. 

— O— 

"Our  Y.P.E.  uses  the  lessons  a  great 
deal,  but  we  also  have  other  types 
of  programs.  The  material  makes  a 
good  program  if  everyone  studies  his 
part.  I  think  it  would  be  fine  to  keep 
publishing  that  p  a  g  e." — Elizabeth 
Way,  Burlington,  N.  C. 
— O— 

"Please  do  not  discontinue  "In  the 
Twinkling  of  an  Eye."  I  look  forward 
each  month  for  it  and  I'm  sure  the 
majority  of  your  readers  do  the  same. 
I  enjoy  the  short  stories  too.  Our 
Y.P.E.  here  at  East  Louisville  use  your 
lessons.  We  would  be  lost  without 
them.  We  have  a  wonderful  Y.P.E." — 
Mrs.  Beulah  M.  Pitts,  Louisville,  Ky. 


"Sister  Harrison,  for  me  I  would  be 
very  glad  for  you  to  continue  the 
Lighted  Pathway  as  it  is.  Our  Y.P.E. 
at  Hickory  Grove  couldn't  get  along 
without  the  lessons  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway." — L.  A.  Burns,  Hickory 
Grove,  S.  C. 

— O— 

"Just  a  word  to  tell  you  how  much 
I  like  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  all 
so  thrilling.  I  can't  say  which  page  I 
like  best.  I  enjoy  it  all." — Mrs.  Her- 
man Durst,  Jennings,  Ind. 
— O— 

"I  am  writing  you  a  few  lines  In  re- 
gard to  your  discontinuing  the  con- 
tinued story  in  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

"I  have  heard  many  of  my  cus- 
tomers remark  that  they  did  not  care 
for  the  continued  story  because  it  was 
so  long  between  the  installments  they 
would  almost  forget  what  they  had 
read  before  the  next  part  came  out." — 
Grace  Elwood,  Key  West,  Fla. 
— O— 

"We  use  your  lessons  in  our  Y.P.E. 
As  I  am  a  group  captain,  I  would  like 
for  the  lessons  to  be  simpler,  like  they 
were  several  years  ago.  I  go  back  to 
my  old  Lighted  Pathways  many  times 
to  get  my  programs.  Please  continue 
the  continued  stories.  We  always  look 
forward  for  the  next  issue." — Mrs. 
R.  M.  Mudd,  Bennett sville,  S.  C. 
— O— 

"Thank  you  so  much  for  your  in- 
spiring message  each  month  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  think  to  discon- 
tinue the  continued  story  and  put  in 
its  place  a  short  story  would  be  good. 
I  am  a  regular  reader  of  the  paper  and 
find  it  very  helpful. 

"I  am  a  mother  of  five  little  children 
and  need  help  as  the  Lighted  Pathway 
gives." — Mrs.  Latos  Garris,  Watha, 
N.  C. 

— O— 

"I  enjoy  every  word  of  this  paper, 
but,  personally,  I  think  a  good  short 
story  would  be  more  impressive  than 
a  continued  story.  I  could  read  a 
whole  paper  if  it's  'The  Editor's  Mes- 
sage' and  from  your  pen.  Truly  it 
seems  every  word  is  just  for  me  and 
a  'Light  along  the  path.'  Thanks  for 
this  guidance.  I  also  enjoy  'Helps  for 
Tempted  and  Tried,'  and  I  just  love 
the  page  of  poems  and  song  stories. 
It's  all  grand,  but  that  is  what  im- 
presses me  most.  Keep  up  your  good 
work,    and    may    God    bless    you."— 

Wilma ,  Rome,  Ga. 

(Wilma  forgot  to  sign  her  last  name) 

"The  Lighted  Pathway  is  just  right 
for  me.  I  am  afraid  for  you  to  change 
anything  about  it,  just  let  it  alone.  I 
am  a  constant  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway." — James  A.  Napier,  Pry  or, 
Okla. 

— O— 

More  letters  will  be  published  next 
month. 

NOTE:  The  address  of  the  young 
man  in  prison  was  left  out  by  mistake 
in  last  month's  issue.  Here  it  is:  John 
R.  Gant,  Box  900,  Register  No.  56901, 
Jefferson  City,  Mo. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


National  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  News 


WHO'S  WHO 

You  have  been  waiting  for  this — the 
ten  largest  Church  of  God  Y.P.E.'s  in 
the  nation.  Watch  this  column  every 
month;  there  will  be  changes  as  ener- 
getic and  dynamic  young  people  strive 
to  excel  to  glorify  Him. 

Y.P.E.   Average  Attendance 
for  January 

Baxley,  Georgia  350 

*  Greenville,  S.  C.  261 

*Kannapolis,  N.  C.    248 

N.  Greenville,  S.  C.  242 

Orlando,  Florida  230 

Lenoir  City,  Tenn.  220 

*  Atlanta   (Hemphill),  Ga.  217 

*  Hamilton,  Ohio  210 

Springfield,  N.  C.  __ _  205 

Canton,  Ohio  200 

*  Indicates  a  church  that  is  on  the 
Big  Ten  in  both  Sunday  School  and 
Y.P.E. 

DISTRICT  Y.P.E.   AND  SUNDAY 

SCHOOL  CONVENTIONS 

COOPERATION:  This  is  the  season 
for  district  conventions  in  many 
states.  In  cooperation  with  Govern- 
ment restrictions  on  travel,  many 
states  a  couple  of  years  ago  combined 
district  church  conventions  with  the 
Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  conventions. 
Now  it  is  possible  that  some  conven- 
tions will  not  be  held  at  all.  The  youth 
are  willing  and  ready  to  cooperate 
with  their  government  to  bring  a 
speedy  peace.  At  the  same  time  work 
with  your  state  Church  officials  in 
securing  all  possible  consideration  of 
the  youth  and  their  spiritual  needs. 
Young  man  and  young  woman,  every 
time  you  have  an  opportunity  to  en- 
joy fellowship  with  other  Christian 
young  people  for  your  spiritual 
strength — take  the  opportunity!  Find 
out  about  your  convention  and  at- 
tend! 

DON'T  BE  A  BYSTANDER:  When 
you  are  in  special  young  people's  serv- 
ices of  this  type — take  part!  Don't 
stand  around  in  a  convention  and 
allow  o±.her  Church  interests  to  swamp 
the  young  people's  department  into 
receiving  no  consideration.  In  the 
numerous  services  of  state  conven- 
tion last  year  one  state  gave  the 
young  people  only  thirty  minutes.  A 
neighboring  state  gave  the  youth  four 
full  services  and  a  portion  of  another. 

Come  on,  young  people,  sing,  pray, 
shout,  and  give  to  help  make  your  dis- 
trict convention  a  grand  and  glorious 
success.  To  state  overseers  and  pas- 
tors we  say,  Remember,  the  young  peo- 
ple are  not  only  the  Church  of  tomor- 


C.  O.  JOHNSON,  JR.,  Associate  Editor 

row,  but  a  very  essential  part  of  the 
Church  today.  If  Jesus  tarries,  tomor- 
row will  have  its  young  people  to  be 
a  part  of  the  Church  then  as  now! 
Give  the  youth  the  chance  they  de- 
serve and  must  have  or  else  they  will 
be  elsewhere. 


SAVE  THE   YOUTH 

Beginning  next  month  there  will  be 
published  on  this  page  the  ten  Y.P.E.'s 
in  the  nation  reporting  the  greatest 
number  of  converts.  Only  those  under 
thirty-five  years  of  age  will  be  count- 
ed. It  should  be  interesting  to  find  out 
what  the  young  people  are  doing  to 
save  the  youth. 

If  such  a  column  was  being  run  this 
month,  it  appears  that  Kannapolis, 
North  Carolina,  with  forty  young 
converts  in  the  month,  would  top  the 
list.  It  is  possible  some  other  Y.P.E. 
excelled  that  record  for  the  past 
month,  but  if  so,  the  information  has 
not  reached  me. 

After  all,  a  Y.P.E.  that  has  large  at- 
tendance or  raises  a  great  deal  of 
money  fails  nevertheless,  if  it  cannot 
or  does  not  lead  other  young  people  to 
the  new  and  victorious  life  there  is  in 
Christ.  Watch  the  Save  the  Youth 
column. 


USE 

THE  YOUTH  SLOGAN 

IN 

YOUR   Y.P.E. 

ATTENTION,  SECRETARIES 
Sunday  Schools  and  Y.P.E.'s 

Your  position  in  the  church  is  very 
important.  Your  church  and  pastor 
and  every  other  church  and  pastor, 
together  with  your  state  superintend- 
ent and  your  Associate  Editor,  are  de- 
pending on  you  to  report  what  your 
Y.P.E.  or  Sunday  School  does.  If  you 
report  promptly  and  accurately,  your 
state  superintendent  can  use  that  in- 
formation to  encourage  other  Y.P.E.'s 
and  Sunday  Schools. 

Be  sure  to  report  everything,  for 
your  Associate  Editor  is  depending  on 
the  state  superintendents  for  informa- 
tion to  fill  this  page,  and  he  gets  his 
NEWS  from  you,  so  send  it  in  im- 
mediately after  the  last  service  or 
Sunday  School  of  each  month.  Be 
faithful  and  you  will  get  a  star  in  your 
crown.  Thanks  a  lot. 


WHO'S  WHO 

Sunday  School  superintendents  ev- 
erywhere are  working  and  boosting  to 
win  a  place  for  their  school  on  the 
Ten  Largest  Church  of  God  Sunday 
Schools  in  the  nation.  Work,  you 
can't  lose!  If  you  don't  win  a  place 
here,  you  still  win  new  scholars  for 
your  school  and  eventually  new  con- 
verts for  the  Lord. 

Sunday  School  Average  Attendance 
for  January 

*  Greenville,  S.  C.  559 

*  Kannapolis,  N.  C.  494 

N.  Cleveland,  Tenn.  408 

*  Atlanta  (Hemphill),  Ga.  319 

E.  Chattanooga,  Tenn. 292 

N.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  __ 272 

Jacksonville,  Florida  228 

Hamilton,  Ohio  220 

Lenoir  City,  Tenn.  218 

Lakeland,  Florida  205 

*  Indicates  a  church  winning  a 
place  on  the  Big  Ten  in  both  Sunday 
School  and  Y.P.E. 

UNITED   THE  YOUTH    HELP  THE 
ORPHANS 

Tens  of  thousands  of  dollars  were 
contributed  or  raised  last  year  through 
the  Young  People's  Endeavors  and 
Sunday  Schools.  What  will  the  figure 
be  this  year? 

Church  of  God  orphanage  work  is 
expanding.  With  increased  responsi- 
bility it  becomes  necessary  to  have  an 
increased  income.  The  need  for  funds 
to  feed  and  clothe  and  shelter  and 
care  for  fatherless,  motherless,  and 
homeless  children  is  unlimited!  We 
can  not  measure  the  need  in  dollars 
and  cents.  We  can  not  visualize  the 
great  need  there  will  be  in  taking 
care  of  just  the  war  orphans! 

One  hundred  thousand  dollars 
would  not  be  too  much  for  the  young 
people  to  give  and  raise  for  this  needy 
cause  this  Assembly  year.  Some 
Y.P.E.'s  have  already  raised  hundreds 
of  dollars.  What  about  yours?  Can't 
you  help?  Every  Y.P.E.  in  the  United 
States  should  raise  something  for  the 
fatherless— it  is  an  evidence  of  pure 
religion! 

The  Y.P.E.'s  in  the  nation,  which  do 
outstanding  work  this  year  in  raising 
funds  for  the  Church  of  God  orphan- 
age, will  receive  special  recognition 
on  this  page.  The  State  whose  Y.P.E.'s 
do  better  than  other  states  of  their 
group  will  receive  special  recognition 
on  this  page. 

However,  you  will  not  work  because 

of  the  recognition,  but  you  will  do  the 

job   because   you   love  the   Lord   and 

want  to  help  those  who  need  it  most. 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


Program  Outline 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear    this    in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians   who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar   of    prayer   and   accept   Jesus. 

Some  of  you  will  remember  a  few 
years  ago  a  series  of  articles,  "The 
Ten  Commandments  for  Y.P.E. ,"  by 
Pauline  Weaver.  I  am  sure  you  enjoyed 
those  articles.  We  have  asked  her  to 
prepare  the  lessons  for  this  month.  We 
hope  you  will  like  them. 

She  has  given  a  series  of  lessons  on 
the  thoughts  that  the  Easter  message 
brings  to  us. — Ed. 

LESSONS  FOR  APRIL 

By  Pauline  Weaver  Harding 
EASTER  LESSON 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

During  the  month  of  April  we  are 
going  to  study  about  Easter  the  en- 
tire time.  Easter  is  not  one  day,  nor 
one  week,  but  it  goes  on  and  on  for- 
ever. It  has  brought  us  so  many 
things — it  gave  us  a  forgotten  past,  a 
new  present,  and  a  new  future — which 
will  be  taken  up  in  the  next  three 
services.  Be  sure  not  to  miss  any  of 
these. 

Tonight  we  study  of  that  first 
Easter  when  Christ  came  out  of  His 
tomb  and  brought  happiness  to  His 
few  followers. 

(Juniors     enter,     carrying     letters 
spelling  "EASTER.") 
E  is  for  ever,  that's  how  long  Jesus 

lives; 
A  is  for  always,  that's  how  long  He 

loves  me; 
S  is  for  some  day  I'll  live  with  Him, 

too; 
T  is  for  today,  He's  the  same  He  was 

then; 


E  is  for  Easter,  why  we're  happy  to- 
day; 
R  is  for  resurrection,  the  way  He  came 
forth. 
ALL: 

Easter  is  the  gladdest  day, 
I  know  you  all  will  say, 
Because  it  brings  us  many  things, 
And  proves  Christ  lives  and  reigns. 

"THE  DARKEST  HOUR  IS  JUST 
BEFORE  DAWN" 

This  old  saying  has  been  proved 
many  times  in  our  lives  as  it  was  in 
the  disciples'.  Think  how  they  must 
have  felt,  their  Master  gone,  killed  as 
an  ordinary  thief,  and  buried  as  an 
ordinary  man.  It  seemed  everything 
they  had  was  gone.  (Read  Mark  15: 
40,41,47.)  Doubtless  that  was  the 
darkest  hour  their  hearts  had  ever 
known — the  end  of  everything,  it 
seemed,  to  them.  Have  you  been  to 
that  place?  Have  you  reached  the 
darkest  hour  of  life  when  everything 
was  gone,  there  was  nothing  for  your 
life?  Do  not  be  afraid;  they  were 
there  too,  but  it  was  just  before  the 
dawn  of  the  greatest  day  the  world 
has  ever  known. 

Song:  (Be  sure  the  choir  has  prac- 
ticed this  before  tonight)    "He  Arose." 

THE  DAWN  (Luke  24:1-9) 
The  dawn  has  come.  The  darkest 
hour  has  passed  and  in  its  place  has 
come  a  glorious  dawn.  Christ  has 
risen!  "Why  seek  ye  the  living  among 
the  dead?"  as  the  angels  wanted  to 
know.  Why  expect  the  wonderful  Son 
of  God  to  lie  in  a  tomb  and  decay  as 
mortal  men?  Ah,  but  "He  is  risen,  he 
is  not  here."  And  neither  is  He  in  a 
tomb  today,  but  He  is  alive  forever- 
more.  Try  to  imagine  the  joy  of  the 
women  who  loved  Him,  as  they  were 
told  that  He  had  risen  from  the  dead, 
as  they  saw  angels  from  heaven  occu- 
pying His  tomb.  Can't  you  imagine 
that  they  were  so  happy  to  know  He 
was  not  there?  It  is  so  wonderful  to 
think  of  their  happiness  until  it  makes 
one  long  to  have  been  in  the  number 
who  discovered  the  empty  tomb  that 
first  Easter  morn. 

CHRIST'S    APPEARANCES   TO 
HIS   DISCIPLES 

(Leader,  give  this  to  someone  early 
so  that  he  can  prepare  it  well.  Be  sure 
it  is  someone  who  loves  his  Bible  and 
enjoys  looking  up  scriptures.  Tell  in- 
terestingly of  the  times  He  appeared 
to  His  disciples.  A  good  place  to  be- 
gin would  be  on  the  road  to  Emmaus.) 

Leader:  At  our  next  meeting  we 
will  study  about  Easter  again,  but  it 
will  apply  to  us,  instead  of  Christ's 
earliest  disciples.  Be  sure  to  come 
back. 

EASTER'S  GIFT  OF  A  FORGOTTEN 
PAST 

(Leader,  you  can  either  take  the 
part  here,  or  give  it  to  some  member 
of  the  Y.P.E.  who  is  a  good,  clear 
speaker  and  who  learns  easily.) 


Leader:  "This  time  we  are  going 
to  think  about  what  the  resurrection 
of  Christ  did  to  give  us  a  forgotten 
past.  There  was  another  death  and 
another  glorious  resurrection,  per- 
haps, in  your  own  life  that  has 
changed  everything,  that  brought 
happiness  and  peace,  and  the  past  has 
gone  completely,  and  you're  living  in 
the  wonderful  present." 

(Enter  Y.P.E.  member.)  "What  do 
you  mean,  I  have  died  and  have  been 
resurrected?  I  do  not  understand  that 
Easter  has  given  me  a  forgotten  past, 
either.  Will  you  explain  your  state- 
ments?" 

Leader:  "Certainly.  How  far  is  the 
east  from  the  west?" 

Member:  "There  is  no  distance  be- 
tween the  east  and  west.  You  keep  go- 
ing west  and  soon  you  will  be  east. 
There  is  no  dividing  line." 

Leader:  "Yes,  and  Psalms  103:12 
tells  us  that  'As  far  as  the  east  is  from 
the  west,  so  far  hath  he  removed  our 
transgressions  from  us.' " 

Member:  "Yes,  I  see  that.  But  who 
is  dead — that  there  might  be  another 
resurrection?" 

Leader:  "The  man  of  sin  is  dead. 
We  crucify  him  when  we  accept  Jesus 
in  our  life.  Romans  6:6,  'Knowing  this, 
that  our  old  man  is  crucified  with 
him,  that  the  body  of  sin  might  be 
destroyed  that  henceforth  we  should 
not  serve  sin.'  So  you  can  see  that  the 
dead  person  is  the  old  man  of  sin,  but 
the  resurrected  is  the  new  you — the 
sinless  person.  Romans  6:11  tells  us 
'Likewise  reckon  ye  also  yourselves  to 
be  dead  indeed  unto  sin,  but  alive 
unto  God  through  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord.'  Now  do  you  understand  the 
new  death  and  resurrection?" 

Member:  "Yes,  and  it's  very  inter- 
esting. And  did  that  first  Easter  make 
this  possible?" 

Leader:  "Yes.  For  before  Jesus 
came  as  a  sacrifice  for  our  sins,  there 
was  no  real  way  to  obtain  salvation. 
If  He  had  given  up  when  He  was  near- 
ly finished  and  not  gone  to  the  cross, 
then  we  would  not  have  been  able  to 
have  been  washed  in  the  blood  of 
Christ." 

Member:  "So  we  do  have  a  forgotten 
past,  don't  we?  'For,  behold,  old  things 
are  passed  away  and  all  things  have 
become  new,'  and  we  now  are  living 
in  our  present  only,  our  dirty,  mean 
past  forgotten.  That's  a  beautiful 
thought,  isn't  it?" 

Leader:  "Indeed  it  is.  I  think  the 
entire  congregation  should  stand  and 
sing  the  old  song,  'Are  You  Washed  in 
the  Blood  of  the  Lamb.' " 

Leader  (after  song) :  "And  now  we 
are  going  to  hear  the  difference  in  a 
person  after  the  resurrection  and  be- 
fore the  death  of  old  man  sin." 

(The  person  to  whom  you  give  this 
talk  can  find  many  differences — giv- 
ing up  bad  habits,  working  for  Christ, 
obeying  His  commandments,  going  to 
church,  always  working,  giving  to 
worthy  causes,  etc.  It  would  be  inter- 
esting if  you  have  a  drunkard  or 
gambler  to  tell  how  death  of  old  man 
sir>  changed  his  life.) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


EASTER'S  GIFT  OF  A  NEW 
PRESENT  LIFE 

Thoughts  for  Leader 
Last  week  we  learned  how  God  had 
given  us  a  forgotten  past  through  His 
Son's  death  and  resurrection.  But  He 
didn't  stop  there,  He  gave  us  a  new 
present,  too.  After  we  have  seen  Old 
Man  Sin  crucified  and  the  man  of 
God  resurrected  in  his  place  we  have 
a  new  present  to  live  in. 

DEATH  OF  SELF 

In  order  to  have  this  new  present, 
we  must  allow  ourselves  to  be  cruci- 
fied and  laid  in  a  tomb,  not  our  mor- 
tal body,  but  the  things  we  are — our 
thoughts,  our  ideas,  our  ways  of  liv- 
ing. The  Lord  said,  "Your  ways  are 
not  my  ways,  neither  are  your 
thoughts  my  thoughts,"  and  so  ours 
must  be  killed.  We  must  walk  in  His 
footsteps,  singing,  "Where  He  leads 
me  I  will  follow,"  forgetting  our  ways 
and  trusting  our  ways  to  Him.  It  is 
sometimes  hard  to  do.  When  we  have 
worked  out  a  plan  for  our  life,  when 
we  have  found  what  we  think  to  be 
the  best  position  in  life  for  us,  and 
then  to  have  the  Spirit  of  God  tell  us 
to  give  it  all  up — money,  position, 
even  fame — to  work  for  Him  in  some 
small  spot  in  life,  then  perhaps  we 
find  it  hard  to  crucify  ourselves  and 
let  Him  have  His  plan  for  our  life. 
But  the  sooner  we  can  kill  ourselves 
with  our  desires  and  patterns  for  life, 
the  sooner  the  resurrection  will  come. 
If  Christ  had  not  become  ready  to 
"drink  His  cup"  and  die  on  the  cross, 
the  glorious  resurrection  could  never 
have  taken  place. 

Congregation  sings  with  closed  eyes, 
"Have  Thine  Own  Way,  Lord." 
OUR  NEW  SELF  IS  RESURRECTED 

From  the  tomb  that  we  bury  our 
design  for  life,  comes  forth  our  new 
self,  and  we  begin  to  live  in  the  new 
present,  the  one  Christ  made  possible 
for  us  that  first  Eastern  morn.  When 
we  can  say  with  Paul,  "For  me  to  live 
is  Christ,"  when  we  can  sing  con- 
scientiously, "Have  Thine  Own  Way" 
and  "I'll  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  To 
Go,  Dear  Lord,"  being  careful  daily 
to  seek  His  will  in  every  small  affair 
of  life,  then  we  begin  our  new  present, 
a  daily,  hand-in-hand  contact  with 
Jesus.  It  can  never  be  thus  until  the 
resurrection  of  our  new  self.  We  can 
never  gain  it  by  some  sacrifice,  be- 
cause He  said,  "Obedience  is  better 
than  sacrifice,"  and  it  is  not  neces- 
sarily doing  the  hard  things  of  life, 
but  doing  the  things  He  wants  us  to 
do. 

THE  RESULTS  OF  THIS  NEW 
LIFE 

There  are  many  results  of  putting 
our  life  into  the  hands  of  God  for  His 
perfect  will  and  use.  The  first  will  be 
the  contact  with  Him,  so  real,  so  per- 
sonal, so  friendly.  He  said,  "I  have  not 
called  you  servants,  but  friends,"  and 
"Ye  are  my  friends  if  ye  do  whatso- 
ever I  command  you."  In  other  words, 
we  are  His  friends  if  we  obey  Him,  by 
giving  Him  our  all. 

Other  results:  John  15:7.  We  can 
have  what  we  ask  if  we  have  been 


resurrected  and  are  living  in  our  new 
life. 

Romans  8:28.  We  can  count  on  all 
things  working  for  our  good,  because 
we  are  the  called  according  to  His 
purpose,  if  we  have  our  whole  life 
for  His  purpose. 

Psalms  37:23.  We  can  have  our  lives 
lived  by  Him,  as  He  has  promised  to 
order  our  footsteps.  That  is  a  very 
wonderful  thought. 

EASTER'S  GIFT  OF  A  NEW 
FUTURE 

Thoughts  for  Leader 
Easter  has  given  us,  during  our 
studies,  a  new,  clean,  life,  a  fresh, 
beautiful  present  life,  but  what  of  our 
future  life?  After  all,  that  is  more  im- 
portant than  any,  because  that  is  to 
last  forever  and  ever,  through  the  long 
years  of  eternity. 

DEATH  OF  THE  MORTAL  MAN 
The  man  of  sin  has  been  dead  for 
many  years  in  our  life,  but  now  we 
have  come  to  the  place  that  our  body 
must  also  die.  What  is  death?  Milton 
said  in  beautiful  words:  "Death  is  the 
golden  key  that  opens  the  palace  of 
eternity."  Death,  in  its  ugliest  defini- 
tion, is  merely  the  leaving  of  the  soul 
from  the  body.  It  is  the  final  thing 
the  devil  can  do  to  us — ever,  if  we  are 
children  of  God.  But  even  then  we 
won't  have  to  cross  Jordan  alone,  but 
will  have  Someone  with  us  who  is 
abundantly  able  to  help  us  even  then. 
Think  of  how  unafraid  of  death  were 
some  of  the  earlier  prophets.  Think 
about  a  man  not  being  afraid  of  dy- 
ing by  hungry  lions,  or  unafraid  of 
facing  death  in  a  hot,  fiery  furnace. 
Does  that  not  prove  that  there  is 
nought  to  fear?  And  dear  Brother 
Stephen,  that  first  Christian  martyr, 
saw  Jesus  as  he  was  leaving  this 
world.  What  more  could  one  want? 
"There  is  no  death!  The  stars  go  down 
To  rise  upon  some  fairer  shore, 
And  bright  in  heaven's  jeweled  crown, 
They  shine  forevermore." 

ALIVE  WITH  JESUS 
The  last  resurrection  that  Easter 
gave  us  was  the  most  glorious  of  all, 
that  beautiful,  unsurpassed  morning 
when  we  awake  to  live  with  Christ 
in  the  beautiful  city  of  heaven,  where 
there  is  never  anything  to  molest  us, 
where  Satan  can  touch  us  no  longer, 
where  the  streets  are  golden  and 
Christ  Himself  lights  the  city.  A 
place  where  we  will  never  meet  vile 
characters,  but  everyone  will  be  a 
brother,  and  an  heir  of  Christ.  To 
know  that,  to  have  that  day  to  look 
forward  to,  is  worth  all  that  might 
happen  to  us  in  this  world,  is  worth 
all  that  it  might  cost  to  live  in  the 
perfect  will  of  God,  isn't  it?  Every- 
thing fades  into  nothingness  when  we 
think  of  what  is  said  about  our  fu- 
ture home,  "Eye  hath  not  seen,  nor 
ear  heard,  neither  have  entered  into 
the  heart  of  man,  the  things  which 
God  hath  prepared  for  them  that  love 
Him,"  1  Cor.  2:9. 

(Leader,  have  these  questions  pre- 
pared on  slips  of  paper  and  pass  them 
out  folded  up  to  various  members  of 


the    Y.P.E.    and    have    them    answer 
them.) 

1.  Where  do  you  think  heaven  is? 

2.  Name  some  things  you  will  not 
see  in  heaven. 

3.  Name  some  things  you  will  see  in 
heaven. 

4.  Will  there  be  any  children  in 
heaven? 

5.  Describe  as  best  you  can  how  you 
think  it  will  look. 

Perhaps  you  can  think  of  others;  as 
many  as  you  can  think  of  and  can 
use,  will  be  good. 


THE  CRUCIFIXION 

Pvt.  Paul  R.  McNeely 
I  see  a  Roman  soldier  step  forward 
and  apply  the  scourge  to  a  man  upon 
whom  all  eyes  are  turned.  He  winces 
because  of  the  pain,  but  yet  there  re- 
mains on  His  pale  face  a  look  of  inex- 
pressible purity.  Another  soldier  lays 
the  cross,  a  rustic  clumsy  affair,  upon 
the  lacerated  back  of  the  victim.  The 
mob  vociferate  their  accusations 
against  Him  but  He  answers  them 
never  a  word.  He  who  spake  as  never 
man  spake  is  silent.  With  a  grace  and 
dignity  that  must  have  impressed 
more  than  one  soldier,  this  man,  who 
is  none  other  than  the  Christ,  trudges 
the  rugged  road  to  Calvary.  The  gait 
becomes  slower  and  His  step  feebler 
until  He  falls  beneath  the  weight  of 
the  cumbersome  load.  Simon  of  Cy- 
rene  is  compelled  to  bear  the  cross  to 
the  top  of  the  hill. 

The  Roman  nail  is  driven  into  the 
quivering  flesh,  but  between  the 
bones,  for  not  a  bone  was  to  be  brok- 
en. A  pit  has  already  been  dug.  Into 
this  the  cross  with  its  victim  is 
dropped.  It  falls  with  a  thud  that  jars 
every  fiber  of  His  being  and  causes 
the  pain  to  be  excruciating.  Now  there 
is  a  continuation  and  intensification 
of  the  sufferings  that  have  been  re- 
cently inflicted  on  Him.  Each  move 
for  relief  brings  new  tortures.  The 
pulse  is  throbbing.  The  veins  are 
swollen.  An  intolerable  thirst  grips 
Him  and  He  exclaims,  "I  thirst."  As 
if  to  mock  Him,  vinegar  is  pressed  to 
His  lips,  but  He  refuses  it.  The  heart 
is  now  beating  wildly.  It  seems  to  be 
melting.  In  it  there  wells  up  a  great 
love  for  these  people,  and  though  in 
the  greatest  misery  and  agony  He 
pleads,  "Father,  forgive  them,  for  they 
know  not  what  they  do."  All  the  sins 
of  the  past,  present,  and  future  gath- 
ered, as  it  were,  a  hundred  spears  in- 
to His  breast.  His  breathing  becomes 
labored  and  comes  in  gasps  punctu- 
ated now  and  then  by  a  few  brief  ut- 
terances. 

Now  we  reach  the  climactic  mo- 
ment. An  inexpressible  feeling  of 
loneliness  sweeps  over  His  quivering 
frame.  Jesus  is  cut  off  from  God  for 
the  present.  His  physical  and  mental 
sufferings  have  reached  their  zenith; 
now  He  is  drinking  the  last  dregs  of 
the  cup  of  sorrow.  The  air  is  pierced 
with  a  heart-rending  cry,  "My  God, 
my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me?" 
But  in  a  moment  the  victory  is  won. 
Atonement  is  full  and  complete.  The 
Galilean  has  conquered. 
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In  the  Twinkling  of  an  Eye 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
wondrous  eyes  to  his,  answering  his 
question  as  to  her  health  in  the  pret- 
tiest   broken    English    he    had    ever 
heard. 

A  moment  or  two  later  the  three 
friends  were  seated — Tom  and  Bastin 
in  armchairs  opposite  each  other,  the 
child  (Viola,  Bastin  had  christened 
her)  on  a  low  stool  between  Bastin's 
knees. 

"Shall  we  use  the  old  lingo — 
French?"  Bastin  asked  the  question 
in  the  Bohemian  Parisian  they  had 
been  wont  to  use  together  years  be- 
fore. 

"As  you  please,  Ralph,"  Hammond 
replied. 

"I  have  told  you  hurriedly  some- 
thing of  where  I  have  been,"  Bastin 
began.  "But  I  have  reserved  my  great 
story  until  I  could  tell  it  to  you  here 
— ."  He  glanced  down  at  the  child 
at  his  feet.  "I  heard,"  he  went  on, 
"when  at  La  Caribe— as  everyone 
hears  who  stays  long  in  the  place — 
that  each  year,  in  spite  of  the  laws 
of  the  whites,  who  are  in  power,  a 
child  is  sacrificed  to  the  Carib  deities, 
and  I  longed  to  know  if  it  were  true. 

"During  my  first  few  weeks'  sojourn 
on  the  little  island  of  Utilla,  I  was 
able  to  render  one  of  the  old  priests 
a  service,  which  somehow  became  so 
exaggerated  in  his  eyes  that  there  was 
almost  literally  nothing  that  he  would 
not  do  for  me,  and  eventually  he 
yielded  to  my  entreaties  to  give  me 
a  chance  to  see  for  myself  the  yearly 
sacrifice,  which  was  due  in  a  month's 
time. 

"During  that  month  of  waiting  I 
made  many  sketches  of  this  wonder- 
ful neighbourhood,  and  became  ac- 
quainted with  this  little  Carib  maiden, 
painting  her  in  three  or  four  differ- 
ent ways.  The  child  became  intensely 
attached  to  me,  and  I  to  her,  and  we 
were  always  together  in  the  daytime. 

"As  the  time  drew  near  for  the  sac- 
rifice I  noticed  that  the  little  one 
grew  very  elated,  and  there  was  a  new 
flash  in  her  eyes,  a  kind  of  rapturous 
pride.  I  asked  her  no  question  as  to 
this  change,  putting  it  down  as  girl- 
ish pride  in  being  painted  by  the 
'white  prince,'  as  she  insisted  on  call- 
ing me. 

"I  need  not  trouble  you,  my  dear 
fellow,  with  unnecessary  details  of 
how  and  where  the  old  priest  led  me 
on  the  eventful  night,  which  was  as 
black  as  Erebus,  but  come  to  the  point 
where  the  real  interest  begins. 

"It  was  midnight  when  at  last  I 
had  been  smuggled  into  that  mysteri- 
ous cave,  which,  if  only  a  tithe  of 
what  is  reported  be  half  true,  has  been 
damned  by  some  of  the  awfullest 
deeds  ever  perpetrated.  My  priest- 
guide  had  made  me  swear,  before 
starting,  that  whatever  I  saw  I  would 
make  no  sign,  utter  no  sound,  telling 
me  that  if  I  did,  and  we  were  discov- 
ered, we  should  both  be  murdered 
there  and  then. 

"We  had  hardly  hidden  ourselves 
before  the  whole  centre  of  the  cave 
became    illuminated    with    a    mauve- 
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colored  flame  that  burned  up  from  a 
flat  brass  brazier,  and  seemed  like 
the  colored  fires  used  in  pantomime 
effects  on  the  English  stage.  By  this 
wonderful  light  I  saw  a  hundred  and 
fifty  or  more  Carib  men  and  women 
file  silently  into  the  cave,  and  take 
up  their  positions  in  orderly  rows  all 
round  the  place.  When  they  had  all 
mustered,  a  sharp  note  was  struck 
upon  the  carimba,  a  curious  one- 
stringed  instrument,  and  the  circles  of 
silent  savages  dropped  into  squatting 
position  on  their  heels.  Then  the 
weirdest  of  all  weird  music  began,  the 
instruments  being  a  drum,  a  flute, 
and  the  carimba. 

"But  my  whole  attention  became 
absorbed  by  the  grouping  in  the  cen- 
ter of  the  room — the  fire-dish  had 
been  shifted  to  one  side,  and  I  saw 
a  hideous  statue,  squatted  on  a  rude- 
ly-constructed, massive  table,  the 
carved  hands  gripping  a  bowl  that 
rested  on  the  stone  knees  of  the 
image.  The  head  of  the  hideous  god 
was  encircled  with  a  very  curious 
band  that  looked,  from  where  I  stood, 
like  bead  and  grass  and  feather  work. 
The  face — cheeks  and  forehead — was 
scored  with  black,  green  and  red 
paint,  the  symbolic  colors  of  that 
wondrous  race  that  once  filled  all 
Central  America. 

"In  the  back  part  of  the  wide, 
saucer-like  edge  of  the  bowl  which 
rested  on  the  knees  of  the  statue, 
there  burned  a  light-blue  flame,  and 
whether  it  was  from  this  fire,  or  from 
the  larger  one  that  burned  in  the 
wide,  shallow  brazier  on  the  floor,  I 
cannot  positively  say,  but  a  lovely 
fragrance  was  diffused  from  one  or 
the  other. 

"Before  this  strange  altar  stood 
three  very  old  priests,  while  seven 
women  (sukias),  as  grizzled  as  the 
men,  stood  at  stated  intervals  about 
the  altar.  One  of  these  hideous  hags 
had  a  dove  in  her  hand;  another  held 
a  young  kid  clasped  between  her 
strong,  brown  feet;  a  third  held  the 
sacrificial  knife,  a  murderous-look- 
ing thing,  made  of  volcano  glass,  short 
in  blade,  and  with  a  peculiar  jagged 
kind  of  edge;  another  of  these  hags 
grasped  a  snake  by  the  neck — a  blood- 
curdling-looking tamagas,  a  snake  as 
deadly  as  a  rattlesnake. 

"Opposite  the  center-man  of  the 
three  old  priests  stood  a  girl-child, 
about  ten  years  of  age,  and  perfectly 
nude.  During  the  first  few  moments 
the  vaporous  kind  of  smoke  that  was 
wafted  by  a  draught  somewhere,  from 
the  fire-pan  on  the  floor  of  the  cave, 
hid  the  child's  features,  though  I 
could  see  how  beautiful  of  form  she 
was;  then,  as  the  smoke-wreath 
presently  climbed  straight  up,  I  was 
startled  to  see  that  the  child  was  my 
little  friend. 

"In  my  amaze  I  had  almost  given 
vent  to  some  exclamation,  but  my  old 
priest-guide  was  watching  me,  and 
checked  me. 

"My  little  one's  beautiful  head  was 
wreathed  with  jasmine,  and  a  garland 
of  purple  madre-de-cacoa  blossoms 
hung  about  her  lovely  shoulders. 


"Suddenly,  like  the  barely-audible 
notes  of  the  opening  music  of  some 
orchestral  number,  the  voice  of  one 
of  the  priests  began  to  chant;  in  turn 
the  two  other  priests  took  up  the 
strain;  then  each  of  the  seven  hags  in 
their  turn,  and  anon  each  in  the  first 
circle  of  squatting  worshippers,  fol- 
lowed by  each  woman  in  the  second 
row,  and  in  this  order  the  chant  pro- 
ceeded, until,  weird  and  low,  every 
voice  was  engaged. 

"Suddenly  the  combined  voices 
ceased,  and  one  woman's  voice  alone 
rose  upon  the  stillness;  and  following 
the  sound  of  the  voice,  I  saw  that  it 
was  the  mother  of  my  little  native 
child-friend.  I  had  not  noticed  her 
before — she  had  been  squatting  out 
of  sight.  Hers  was  not  the  chant  of 
the  others,  but  a  strange,  mournful 
wail.  It  lasted  about  a  minute  and  a 
half;  then,  rising  to  her  feet,  she 
gently  thrust  the  child  forward  to- 
wards the  altar,  then  laid  herself  face 
down  on  the  floor  of  the  cave. 

"The  little  one  leaned  against  the 
edge  of  the  altar,  and  taking  up,  with 
a  tiny  pair  of  bright  metal  tongs,  a 
little  fire  out  of  the  back  edge  of  the 
bowl  on  the  knees  of  the  god,  she 
lighted  another  fire  on  the  front  edge 
of  the  bowl,  her  suddenly-illuminated 
face  filled  with  a  glowing  pride. 

"Then,  at  a  signal  from  the  head 
priest,  the  child  lifted  her  two  hands, 
extended  them  across  the  altar,  when 
they  were  each  seized  by  the  two  oth- 
er priests,  and  the  beautiful  little  body 
was  drawn  slowly,  gently  over,  until 
the  smooth  breast  almost  touched  the 
sacrificial  fire  she  had  herself  lighted. 

"Then  I  saw  the  woman  who  had 
held  the  knife  suddenly  yield  it  up 
to  the  head  priest,  and  I  made  an  un- 
conscious movement  to  spring  for- 
ward. 

"My  guide  held  me,  and  whispered 
his  warning  in  my  ear;  yet,  even 
though  I  must  be  murdered  myself,  I 
felt  I  dared  not  see  that  sweet  young 
life  taken. 

"Like  a  man  suffering  with  night- 
mare, who  wants  to  move,  but  cannot, 
I  stood  transfixed,  fascinated,  one  in- 
stant longer.  But  in  that  flashing  in- 
stant the  head  priest  had  swept,  with 
lightning  speed,  the  edge  of  that 
hideous  knife  twice  across  the  little 
one's  breast,  and  she  stood  smiling 
upwards  like  one  hypnotized. 

"The  priest  caught  a  few  drops  of 
the  child's  blood,  and  shook  them  in- 
to the  bowl  of  the  god;  then  I  saw  the 
little  one  fall  into  her  mother's  arms; 
there  was  a  second  sudden  flashing  of 
that  hideous  knife,  a  piteous,  scream- 
ing cry,  and  I  gave  vent  to  a  yell — but 
not  voice  to  it, — for  the  watching 
guide  at  my  side  clapped  one  hand 
tightly  over  my  mouth,  while  with  the 
other  he  held  me  from  flying  out  in- 
to the  ring  of  devils,  whispering  in  my 
ears  as  he  held  me  back, 

"  'It  is  the  goat  that  is  slain,  not  the 
child.' 

"Another  glance,  and  I  saw  that  this 
was  so;  one  flash  of  that  obsidian  sac- 
rificial blade  across  the  throat  of  the 
kid  had  been  enough,  and  now  the 
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blood    was    being    drained    into    the 
bowl  of  the  god. 

"I  need  not  detail  all  the  other 
hideous  ceremonies;  they  lasted  for 
nearly  two  hours  longer,  ending  with 
a  mad  frenzied  dance,  in  which  all 
joined  save  the  priests  and  the  mother 
and  child. 

"Every  dancer,  man  and  woman, 
flung  off  every  rag  of  clothing,  and 
whirled  and  leaped  and  gyrated  in 
their  perfect  nudity,  until,  utterly  ex- 
hausted, one  after  another  they  sank 
upon  the  floor. 

"Then  slowly  they  gathered  them- 
selves up,  reclothed  themselves,  and 
left  the  cave.  And  now  some  large  pine 
torches  were  lighted,  and  my  guide 
drew  me  further  back,  that  the  in- 
creased glare  might  not  reveal  our 
presence,  and  I  saw  the  curious  end- 
ing to  this  weird  night's  work.  The 
priests  and  their  seven  women  sukias 
opened  a  pit  in  the  floor  of  the  cave 
by  shifting  a  great  slab  of  stone,  and 
lowered  the  idol  into  the  pit.  The  re- 
mains of  the  kid,  the  sacrificial  knife, 
and  the  dove  were  dropped  into  the 
bowl  of  blood  that  rested  on  the  knees 
of  the  idol;  then  the  sukia  that  had 
held  the  tamagas  snake  during  the 
whole  of  those  hideous  night  hours, 
dropped  the  writhing  thing  into  the 
bowl,  and  the  slab  was  lowered  quick- 
ly over  the  pit,  every  seam  around  the 
slab  being  carefully  filled,  and  the 
whole  thing  hidden  by  sprinkling  loose 
dust  and  the  ashes  from  the  fire  over 
the  spot. 

"Then,  as  soon  as  the  last  of  the 
performers  had  cleared  the  cave,  I 
followed  my  guide,  and  with  a  throb- 
bing head,  and  full  of  a  sense  of 
strange  sickness,  I  went  to  the  house 
where  I  was  staying. 

(To  be  continued) 


Hymn  Stories 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
of  Christ  he  pleaded  earnestly  with  his 
hearers  to  be  reconciled  to  God.  In 
one  of  his  meetings,  Mrs.  Rich,  wife  of 
the  proprietor  of  Convent  Garden 
Theater,  was  soundly  converted,  and 
was  ever  afterwards  a  loyal  friend  of 
the  Wesleys.  At  her  home  Charles  and 
his  wife  met  George  Frederick  Handel. 
The  great  hymn  writer  and  the  great 
composer  of  oratorios  doubtless  be- 
came friends.  John  Telford  in  his  biog- 
raphy of  Charles  Wesley  says:  "In 
1826  Samuel  Wesley  (the  youngest 
son  of  Charles)  found  in  the  library 
of  the  Fitzwilliam  Museum  at  Cam- 
bridge three  tunes  composed  by 
Handel  and  in  his  own  writing,  set  to 
three  of  his  father's  hymns:  'Sinners, 
Obey  the  Gospel-Word';  'O  Love  Divine, 
How  Sweet  Thou  Art!'  and  'Rejoice,  the 
Lord  Is  King!'  His  setting  of  tunes  to 
these  hymns  is  itself  evidence  of  the 
influence  Methodism  exerted  on  that 

.brilliant  and  irritable  musician 

He  became  a  regular  attendant  at  di- 
vine worship,  and  showed  by  his  ges- 
tures the  depth  of  his  feelings.  His 
whole  spirit  seemed  subdued  and  soft- 
ened." 

The  saintly  John  Fletcher  said,  "One 
of  the  greatest  blessings  that  God  has 
bestowed  upon  the  Methodists,  next  to 
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the  Bible,  is  their  collection  of 
hymns."  Wesley  wrote  hymns  on  all 
occasions  and  on  all  subjects  and  did 
not  neglect  the  little  people.  In  1763  he 
published  his  "Hymns  for  Children." 
How  many,  many  children  in  the  last 
century  and  a  half  knelt  at  their 
mother's  knees  and  repeated  part  or 
all  of  the  prayer-hymn: 

"Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild, 
Look  upon  a  little  child; 
Pity  my  simplicity, 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  Thee. 

"Fain  I  would  to  Thee  be  brought; 
Blessed  Lord,  forbid  it  not; 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Thy  grace 
Give  a  little  child  a  place,"  etc. 

Throughout  his  life  Wesley  was  an 
exponent  of  the  verse,  "Verily  I  say 
unto  you,  Whosoever  shall  not  receive 
the  kingdom  of  God  as  a  little  child 
shall  in  no  wise  enter  therein." 

Happy   Home  Circle  Page 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
been  held  under  the  shadow  of  His 
wing.  He  has  given  us  guidance  when 
our  own  judgment  would  have  failed. 
He  has  given  us  strength  to  go  on 
when  alone  we  would  have  faltered. 
Let  us,  like  the  mountain  shepherds, 
pause  a  bit  at  the  close  of  day  and 
praise  the  Lord.  On  bended  knee  let 
us  offer  our  prayer  of  thanksgiving 
for  all  His  goodness  to  us  and  to  our 
dear  ones. 

Our  praises  and  thanksgiving  may 
not  reverberate  through  the  moun- 
tains, but  it  will  re-echo  in  the  lives  of 
our  children.  And  there  is  no  way  of 
telling  how  far  the  reverberations  may 
go. 

ILLUMINATE  THE  WAY 

The  wise  mother  is  not  an  elbow- 
shover;  she  does  not  high-handedly 
try  to  push  her  child  in  the  way  he 
should  go.  Rather  she  illuminates  the 
way  so  that  the  child  can  see  rightly 
for  himself.  She  realizes  full  well  that 
the  high  privilege  of  motherhood  is 
not  to  shove  children's  elbows  but  to 
illuminate  their  pathways. 

Being  an  illuminator  requires  a  high 
candlepower  soul.  This  is  one  of  the 
high  requisites  of  successful  mother- 
hood— a  soul  aglow  with  truth  and 
right  and  understanding;  a  soul 
aglow  with  the  love  of  God. 

It  is  easy,  but  futile,  to  shove  elbows; 
it  is  a  task  divine  to  be  an  illumin- 
ator. 


HELP  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

we  should?  Do  we  keep  our  lamps 
trimmed  and  burning?  Someone  says, 
"Yes,  but  my  corner  is  so  dark;  no 
one  believes  as  I  do;  I  can  do  nothing 
here."  Dear  heart,  that  is  just  the 
place  to  shine.  The  way  is  dark,  but 
how  brightly  that  light  does  shine 
since  the  sky  has  become  cloudy,  the 
stars  and  moon  hidden,  and  it  is,  oh! 
so  dark.  But  you  are  a  light— seem- 
ingly, not  very  important — just  a  lit- 
tle light,  but,  oh!   how  brightly  you 


will  shine!  Why?  Because  it  is  so 
dark  about  you.  Our  light  may  shine 
in  camp  meeting  and  everywhere  we 
go,  but,  beloved,  it  is  under  the  test, 
yea,  when  the  pressure  is  brought  to 
bear  and  temptations  surround  us  on 
every  side — if  we  hold  steady — that  we 
shine  for  the  Master.  Our  testimony 
may  be  loud  and  long  at  the  meeting, 
but  how  much  louder  do  we  testify 
when  we  show  the  right  spirit  at  all 
times  and  love  as  brethren,  even  when 
we  are  misunderstood,  criticized  and 
abused!  Do  not  think  that  because 
you  are  in  a  hard  place  you  cannot 
shine.  Take  your  stand  for  God  and 
the  right  and  live  as  God's  Book 
teaches  men  should  live,  and  you 
will  shine. 

Another  thought  concerning  moth- 
er's tender  care — after  she  had  done 
all  she  could  to  help  light  our  way 
home,  I  have  heard  her  exclaim,  "I 
wonder  if  they  can  see  the  light!"  and 
she  would  take  it  up  in  her  hand  and 
hold  it  close  to  the  window  for  fear  it 
did  not  shine  brightly  enough.  How 
much  are  we  concerned  about  our 
light  shining  for  the  Master?  Do  we 
make  every  effort  possible  to  keep 
the  spots  and  smoke  off  the  chimney 
of  our  experience  that  our  life  might 
tell  for  God?  Jesus  said,  "Ye  are  the 
light  of  the  world." 

Brightly  beams  our  Father's  mercy 
From  His  lighthouse  evermore; 

But  to  us  He  gives  the  keeping 
Of  the  lights  along  the  shore." 

— The  Herald  of  Light. 

National    Y.  P.  E.    and    S.  S.    News 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
Come  on,  state  superintendents, 
boost  this  needy  cause  in  your  State. 
Come  on,  district  superintendents, 
don't  let  a  Y.P.E.  on  your  district  fail. 
Come  on,  pastors,  put  your  young 
people  out  there  with  the  rest — giv- 
ing, soliciting  and  working  for  $100,000 
from  the  young  people  for  the  home- 
less. Put  on  a  special  orphanage  serv- 
ice. You  can  do  it!  Y.P.E.  president, 
do  your  part  in  promoting  this  worthy 
work. 


Youth    Personal   Evangelistic   Union 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

Prepare  your  mind  for  study  by  re- 
membering the  reasons  why  the  sub- 
ject is  important. 

Have  something  definite  to  work 
for,  such  as  certain  information,  the 
answer  to  questions,  or  the  solution  to 
problems. 

When  reading  a  chapter  in  a  text- 
book: (1)  look  through  the  chapter 
hurriedly,  noting  the  paragraph  head- 
ings; this  will  give  you  a  general  idea 
of  the  contents  of  the  chapter; 
(2)  read  through  the  chapter  again, 
not  so  hurriedly  to  gain  a  better  idea 
of  what  the  author  is  saying;  (3)  read 
the  assignment  carefully  and  thought- 
fully, making  notes  of  the  main  points. 

Keep  a  notebook  systematically. 

Do  your  own  work. 

Never  stop  learning. 

The  Friend  (Dayton). 
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LIGHTED  PATHWAYS    FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  February: 

Illinois   _ $364 .6 1 

Alabama   93.55 

Ohio    _____ 59.06 

Kentucky    44.35 

South  Carolina  37.01 

Florida     ._ 36.00 

Missouri    33.35 

Tennessee     26.11 

Virginia     17.00 

Texas    15.40 

North  Carolina  13.00 

Georgia   12.70 

Michigan  11.00 

Pennsylvania     9.85 

California  7.70 

New  York   7.00 

West  Virginia    ... __ 5.00 

Oregon     4.00 

South  Dakota  __._._ 3.00 

Oklahoma     ____ 3.00 

Washington,  D.  C 2.10 

Maine    2.00 

Arkansas  _ 2.00 

Indiana   •_ 1.50 

Delaware  1.00 

New  Mexico  1.00 

Mississippi    1.00 

Maryland    -     1.00 

Arizona    1.00 


$815.29 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  March    Total 

Alabama     5,575  26,212 

Alaska    11  84 

Arizona     302  2,043 

Arkansas    _   692  4,287 

California    1,411  9,560 

Canada  _   395  2,336 

Colorado     79  395 

Connecticut    3  172 

Delaware    153  1,421 

Florida    .    3,808  22,790 

Foreign     490  3,863 

Georgia    5,883  39,463 

Idaho    228  1,547 

Illinois    8,894  25,796 

Indiana    842  6,005 

Iowa    274  1,789 

Kansas    ___   630  3,603 

Kentucky  -.2,724  15,706 

Louisiana  _..    575  4,603 

Maine    _-__   548  2,970 

Massachusetts    26  218 

Maryland  _1,374  10,181 

Michigan    1,513  12,136 

Minnesota    135  626 

Mississippi  1,358  6,542 

Missouri    1,800  11,477 

Montana    181  1,217 

Nebraska    217  981 

New  Hampshire  42 

New  Jersey   234  1,743 

New  Mexico    ..._    288  2,176 

New  York    252  1,076 

Nevada   8  116 

North  Carolina   6,039  43,227 

North  Dakota  ..____ 230  1,502 

Ohio     5,472  31,424 

Oklahoma    .___ 442  3,125 
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Oregon    250 

Pennsylvania    1,200 

Rhode  Island  

South  Carolina  10,654 

South  Dakota    291 

Tennessee    3,484 

Texas 1,875 

Utah    3 

Virginia 1,751 

Washington    581 

Washington,  D.  C.  __    159 

West  Virginia  3,281 

Wisconsin    75 

Wyoming    33 


76,723 


1,375 

8,110 

5 

70,174 

1,996 

25,857 

14,476 

27 

12,251 

3,089 

1,284 

23,270 

413 

438 

465,219 


February  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 

The  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  on 
time  is  the  20th  of  each  month;  for 
instance,  March  payments  must  be  in 
by  March  20. 

February  Honor  Roll 

W.  C.  Byrd,  Prichard,  Ala. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
E.  C.  Byrom,  Port  Arthur,  Tex. 
Mrs.  W.  E.  Taylor,  Flint,  Mich. 
Clyde  T.  Perry,  Converse,  S.  C. 


A  GOOD  PLAN  TO  FOLLOW 

Perhaps  you  would  be  interested  in 
what  we  are  doing  at  East  Nashville 
for  the  Service  men.  Our  plan  insures 
that  one  letter  a  week  is  mailed  to 
each  Service  man  from  some  member 
of  the  Y.  P.  E.  To  do  this,  I  give  out 
the  addresses  at  every  Y.  P.  E.  meet- 
ing. I  try  to  keep  them  rotating  among 
the  people  who  are  acquainted  with 
them,  but  sometimes  we  write  to  com- 
plete strangers.  We  try  to  keep  our 
letters  friendly,  encouraging,  and 
filled  with  news  of  what  our  Y.  P.  E. 
is  doing.  In  this  way,  we  are  intro- 
ducing the  Church  to  many  who  know 
nothing  about  it,  but  some  member 
of  their  family  is  a  member.  These 
boys  always  visit  the  church  on  their 
furloughs.  It  is  keeping  the  members 
and  those  who  used  to  attend  here  in 
close  contact  with  what  is  happening 
in  their  absence. 

We  always  put  cards  in  our  offer- 
ing plates  with  the  boys'  names  on 
them,  and  the  one  who  draws  prays 
especially  for  the  one  whose  name  ap- 
pears there.  This  way  there  is  always 
a  prayer  going  up  for  each  one.  We 
plan  a  candle  service  soon. — Mrs.  A.  E. 
Yeargin,  Nashville,  Tennessee. 


News  From  Young  People  in 
Bahamas,  B.  W.  I. 

You  will  be  surprised  at  this  letter, 
I  guess.  I  am  the  president  of  the 
Y.  P.  E.  and  superintendent  of  the 
Sunday  School  here  at  Rock  Sound. 

There  is  so  much  work  to  be  done 
for  the  Lord  here  and  it  is  pitiful  how 
few  laborers  we  have.  Those  who  have 
zeal  are  working  men  and  cannot  de- 
vote but  a  small  portion  of  their  time 
to  the  Lord's  work.  Your  prayers  are 


solicited  in  our  behalf.  —  Elisha  Py- 
from,  Rock  Sound,  Eleu,  Bahamas, 
B.  W.  I. 

Dear  Young  People: 

I  feel  proud  of  having  the  opportu- 
nity to  send  in  a  report  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  was  organized 
in  February,  1942.  We  started  out  with 
twenty-six  members,  and  now  up  to 
this  present  date  we  have  forty  mem- 
bers and  a  few  who  are  not  enrolled. 
We  had  a  good  attendance  in  all  of 
our  meetings  during  this  year. 

The  young  people  seem  sincere  in 
what  they  are  doing,  because  now  I 
could  say  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  is  right  over 
the  top  for  Jesus. 

There  are  ten  special  young  men 
and  women  in  our  Y.  P.  E.,  the  five 
brothers  are  called  the  "Happy  Five" 
and  the  five  sisters  are  called  the 
"Faithful  Five".  They  give  short  talks 
and  sing  every  Thursday  night. 

We  have  three  outstanding  Chris- 
tians in  our  Y.  P.  E.:  Brother  Elisha 
Pyfrom,  Brother  E.  A.  Sands,  pastor, 
and  Brother  Otis  Cooper,  assistant 
pastor. 

Brother  Elisha  Pyfrom  is  the  presi- 
dent of  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  he  surely  is  in- 
teresting with  his  talks.  He  encourages 
the  young  people  to  press  forward. 
We  love  him  for  our  president  and 
pray  that  God  will  spare  his  life  to 
always  be  with  us  to  encourage  us  on. 

I  am  the  secretary  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 
and  I  do  hope  to  continue  in  sending 
in  my  reports  monthly  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

Pray  for  us  that  we  might  ever  keep 
the  banner  of  Christ  floating  in  the 
air. — Hester  Hall. 

Dear  Readers: 

I  am  very  glad  to  report  to  you  all 
about  our  Sunday  School  at  Rock 
Sound.  The  Sunday  School  is  progress- 
ing fine. 

We  had  eight  hundred  people  to  our 
Sunday  School  during  the  year,  1944. 
We  had  an  increase  in  membership. 
The  Lord  has  been  with  us  throughout  j 
the  past  year.  Our  superintendent  en- 
courages us  to  move  on. 

Please  pray  for  our  Sunday  School 
at  Rock  Sound  that  God  will  ever  be 
with  us  throughout  the  year. — Secre- 
tary, Majorie  Sands. 

NOTICE! 

For  the  last  two  months  we  have 
run  short  of  papers  and  have  had  to 
turn  down  a  large  number  of  orders. 
We  are  very  sorry.  We  are  printing  a 
few  thousand  extra  this  month.  If  you 
are  planning  a  special  drive,  this  will 
be  a  good  time  to  put  it  on.  State  su- 
perintendent, please  let  us  know  by 
the  6th,  or  not  later  than  the  8th  of 
the  month,  if  possible,  how  many  pa- 
pers you  will  need.  This  will  make  it 
much  easier  for  us  to  decide  on  how 
many  to  publish. — Editor. 


No  one  who  is  being  led  by  the  Spirit  I 
is  blocking  the  traffic  on  the  narrow; 
way. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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This  May  Explain  Something 

The  teacher  of  a  class  of  thirteen- 
year-old  boys  in  a  comfortable  sub- 
urb of  one  of  America's  great  cities 
became  curious  concerning  a  chance 
remark  one  of  the  youngsters  made. 
Fourteen  boys  were  present,  all  from 
excellent  homes,  and  most  of  them 
were  sons  of  parents  who  were  mem- 
bers of  the  church. 

"How  many  of  you  boys  got  your 
own  breakfast  this  morning  before 
you  came  to  Sunday  School?"  Thir- 
teen held  up  their  hands.  Upon  ques- 
tioning each  one  of  them  reported 
that  neither  their  fathers  nor  their 
mothers  were  out  of  bed  when  they 
started  for  Sunday  School.  Only  one 
boy  had  eaten  a  breakfast  prepared 
by  someone  else. 

The  loss  in  Sunday  School  attend- 
ance can  be  explained  without  any 
difficulty  if  such  a  condition  is  wide- 
spread. Perhaps  the  juvenile  prob- 
lem isn't  wholly  juvenile  after  all.— 
Christian  Advocate. 

The  Baptists  of  the  South  are 
launching  a  great  evangelistic  cam- 
paign designed  to  add  1,000,000  souls 
to  the  Southern  Baptist  church  this 
year. 

The  Methodists  are  spending  this 
year  in  preparation  to  add  2,000,000  to 
their  church  next  year. 

The  Presbyterian  Church  in  the  U. 
S.  (Southern)  has  set  March  4  to 
April  15  for  a  six  weeks'  period  of  "in- 
tensive evangelistic  effort  in  every 
church  of  the  Assembly,"  to  be  di- 
rected by  the  committee  on  Evange- 
lism.— United  Evangelical  Action. 

One  of  our  church  papers  states 
that  America  spends  eight  times  more 
hours  at  motion  pictures  than  Sun- 
day School. 

The  Challenge  of  the  Reading 
Public 

It  is  estimated  that  at  least  one 
hundred  million  more  adults  can  read 
than  was  the  case  twenty  years  ago. 
Even  during  the  present  war  in 
China  more  than  30,000,000  people 
have  learned  to  read.  One  of  the  most 
arresting  facts  on  earth  today  is  that 
we  may  expect  within  the  next  fifty 
years  that  500,000,000  more  persons 
will  become  literate.  The  all-impor- 
tant question  is,  "What  will  these 
masses  read?"  What  will  reach  them 
first?  the  evangel  of  Christ  or  the 
message  of  secularism?  literature  that 
ennobles,  or  books  that  defile?  — 
Flame. 

Florence  Nightingale  in  her  youth 
was  destined  by  her  wealthy  parents 
for  a  career  in  English  society.  But  her 
heart  was  not  in  it.  She  tells  how  as 
she  stepped  out  of  her  carriage  at  the 
door  where  some  brilliant  social  gath- 


ering was  being  held  she  saw  all  the 
evening  the  hungry,  shivering  chil- 
dren that  crowded  around  to  catch 
sight  of  her  as  she  flitted  by.  There 
was  a  thirst  in  her  heart  that  found 
no  satisfaction  in  the  gay  life  of  Lon- 
don society.  And  she  left  it  to  go  to 
Christ  for  the  water  He  alone  can 
give.  She  went  out  to  the  Crimea  to 
minister  in  the  hospitals  and  on  the 
field  of  battle  to  the  wounded  and 
dying,  and  there  she  found  peace. 
"If  any  man  will  be  chief  among  you, 
let  him  be  the  servant  of  all." — S.  N. 
Hutchison. 

War  Cost 

Since  Pearl  Harbor  the  war  has  cost 
$238,000,000,000  or  seven  times  the  cost 
of  the  first  World  War. 

Railroads  say  their  operating  ex- 
penses have  increased  $1,100,000,000 
since  1940.  They  are  asking  for  a  six 
per  cent  increase  in  freight  rates  ef- 
fective January  1,  1945. 

Church  Members  a  Power 

Scheel,  in  the  Pittsburgh  Press,  re- 
cently printed  this:  "Two-fifths  of 
our  population  are  church  members, 
from  whom  come  four-fifths  of  our 
college  students,  three-fourths  of  the 
home  owners,  nine-tenths  of  charity 
and  ninety  per  cent  of  leaders  in  pub- 
lic life."  Which  makes  one  to  think. 
If  one  more  fifth  of  our  population 
were  converted  and  brought  into  the 
Church,  what  a  change  that  could 
bring  about  in  American  life! — David 
D.  Burrell. 


It  made  a  very  small  item  in  "Mon- 
day Morning" — only  eight  lines;  but  it 
is  big  with  prophecy.  It  contained  only 
two  sentences,  of  which  this  is  the 
first:  "Five  young  men  from  the 
Chinese  Presbyterian  Church  in  San 
Francisco  are  preparing  for  the  min- 
istry." What  possibilities  are  here — 
possibilities  for  a  closer,  stronger  unity 
between  the  races  in  our  land  and  in 
China!  It  is  a  promise  of  blessings  to 
come,  another  little  but  significant 
Pentecost. — Church  Paper. 

Allied  Generals  Testify 

The  late  Field  Marshall  Sir  Douglas 
Haig:  "The  Gospel  of  Christ  is  the 
only  hope  of  the  world." 

General  MacArthur:  "I  give  thanks 
for  God's  guidance  which  has  brought 
to  us  this  success  in  our  great  cru- 
sade— His  the  honor,  the  power,  and 
the  glory  forever." 

General  Sir  Arthur  Smith:  "Christ 
meets  every  need  of  soldier  and  ci- 
vilian." 

General  Wavell:  "What  the  men 
want  is  a  quiet  place  to  read  their 
Bibles  and  turn  their  thoughts  to 
God." 

General  Montgomery:     "I  read  my 


Bible  every  day,  and  I  recommend  you 
do  the  same." 

General  Dobbie:  "Christ  has  saved 
and  satisfied  me  for  forty-seven 
years." 

"I  am  not  ashamed  of  the  Gospel 
of  Christ;  for  it  is  the  power  of  God 
unto  salvation  to  everyone  that  be- 
lieveth."  (Romans  1:16.)  —  Gospel 
Minister. 

Less  Sickness 

"As  the  result  of  the  use  of  various 
toxoids  and  vaccines  there  have  been 
no  deaths  by  lockjaw,  yellow  fever, 
or  epidemic  typhus  in  the  army,  and 
malaria  has  been  reduced  to  one- 
fourth  of  what  it  was  in  the  early 
part  of  the  war.  The  death  rate  from 
diseases  of  all  kinds  has  been  reduced 
to  one-twentieth  what  it  was  in  the 
last  war,  so  says  Maj.-Gen.  Norman 
T.  Kirk,  as  reported  in  "Grit." 

Color   Added 

The  law  requires  that  all  fruits 
artificially  colored  be  stamped  "Color 
Added."  "Grit"  asks,  "Why  not  have 
the  same  law  apply  to  women?" 

The  Comoro  Islands,  which  lie  to 
the  northwest  of  Madagascar,  east  of 
Africa,  have  a  population  of  130,000 
and  there  are  in  the  islands  seven 
hundred  Mohammedan  mosques,  or 
places  of  worship.  How  to  introduce 
Christianity  into  such  a  region  is  in- 
deed a  problem. — Selected. 

The  Best  8s  Next 

Someone  asked  Thorwaldsen,  the 
noted  Danish  sculptor,  "Which  is  your 
greatest  statue?" 

He  promptly  replied,  "The  next 
one." 

Whenever  a  man  looks  back  to  some 
achievement  of  the  past  as  his  great- 
est, he  is  admittedly  on  the  decline. 
He  has  passed  his  zenith  and  is  mak- 
ing toward  the  setting  sun  of  nis  ca- 
reer. 

The  preacher  who  has  had  his  best 
year  in  the  ministry  is  on  the  decline. 
He  who  lacks  the  determination  to 
make  this  year  the  best  he  has  ever 
had  is  in  the  afternoon  of  life's 
achievements.  The  Christian  who  has 
ever  had  a  better  experience  than  he 
has  now  is  a  backslider.  "The  path  of 
the  just  is  as  the  shining  light,  that 
shineth  more  and  more  unto  the  per- 
fect day." — The  Newsette. 

From  the  Far  East 

A  chaplain,  writing  home  from  that 
area,  said  he  could  not  tell  his  home 
folk  just  where  he  was  located,  but  he 
was  not  above  quoting  the  comment 
of  one  of  the  soldiers  to  him:  "Padre, 
I  reckon  Abraham  was  a  wise  man  to 
get  out  of  this  place  as  soon  as  he 
could,  even  if  he  didn't  know  where 
he  was  going."  —  Christian  World 
Facts. 
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KATIE  V.  HALL 


New  life  in  the  flowers,  new  life  in  the  trees. 
New  life  in  the  showers,  new  life  in  the  breeze — 
'Tis  seen  all  about  us  in  sunshine  and  air. 
This  quickening  gladness  is  seen  ev'rywhere. 

The  birds  sing  most  gladly  and  pour  forth  their  praise. 
It  seems  that  in  springtime  they  chant  sweeter  lays; 
Cold  winter  has  vanished,  all  nature  is  glad — 
New  life  all  around  us — how  can  we  be  sad? 

This  speaks  of  redemption,  new  life  in  the  soul. 
When  evil  is  banished  and  Christ  has  control. 
When   heavenly  breezes  blow  fresh  from  above 
And  hearts  are  o'erflowing  with  rapture  and  love. 

0  Christ  of  the  Bible,  breathe  on   us  anew! 
Thy  sweetness  and  sunshine  are  rich  as  the  dew! 
Without  Thee  our  lives  are  but  darkness  and  dross. 
But  real  resurrection  is  found  through  Thy  Cross. 


The  grave  could  not  hold  Thee,  nor  soldiers  confine. 
No  guard  could  o'ercome  Thee,  Thou  Saviour  Divine — 
Oh,  glorious  conquest,  the  vict'ry  won, 
Yes,  won  for  all  ages  through  God's  only  Son. 

New  life  for  the  sinner!  New  life  from  the  dead! 
A  springtime  of  glory  and  gladness  ahead; 
A  life  rich,  abundant,  a  heritage  grand, 
A  conqueror's  banner  as  with   Him  you  stand. 

Repent  and  believe  Him,  and  life  you  shall  win; 
His  blood  is  sufficient  to  cleanse  from  all  sin. 
He  suffered.  He  conquered.  He  rose  from  the  grave. 
And,  oh,   He  is  able,  yes,  mighty  to  save. 

New  life,  oh,  what  glory!  'tis  sweet  to  the  soul, 

'Twill  always  grow  sweeter  as  ages  shall  roll — 

On,  on  through  the  cycles  of  endless  delight. 

We'll  shout  His  glad  praises  "where  cometh  no  night." 

— The  Olive  Branch. 
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BRENDA'S  PRAYER 


Cecil  Truesdell 


You  see,  dear  God,  we  re  lonely, 
For  daddy's  gone,  You  know ; 

Since  he's  with  You,  there's  only 
The  three  of  us  below. 

Dad  only  saw  my  brother 
The  last  time  he  was  here. 

'Said  there  was  just  no  other 
Like  him, — and  shed  a  tear. 

At  last  he  squeezed  him,  grinning ; 

Kis/ed  me,  and  mother  too, 
And  s^id  he'd  share  in  winning 

ThijS  war  for  Us,  and  You..  v 


Oh  God !  We'd  hoped  to  see  him 
Again  some  happy  day, 

When  victory  would  free  him, 
And  he'd  come  home  to  stay. 

But,  God,  Your  ways  are  higher, 
And  we  can  feel  Your  hand. 

Since  it  was  your  desire, 
Help  us  to  understand. 

Won't  you  just  let  us  snuggle 
rn  your  great  arms  of  love, 

And  after  life's  great  struggle, 
Meet  dad  atnd  you  above? 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

We  are  writing  this  message  to  our  young  parents,  some 
of  them  only  children  themselves.  Only  yesterday  we  had 
a  letter  from  a  young  man  saying,  "I  am  seventeen  years 
old  and  have  a  wife  and  a  sweet  baby  eight  months  old." 
So  you  see  I  can  still  say,  "Dear  Boys  and  Girls." 

We  are  not  writing  alone  to  the 
mothers  who  are  left  to  struggle 
alone  with  the  little  ones,  but  we  do 
want  to  direct  a  part  of  our  message 
to  them.  It  is  said  that,  "The  hand 
that  rocks  the  cradle  is  the  hand 
that  rules  the  world."  Let  us  thank 
God  that  these  little  ones  still  have 
a  mother's  love  and  care. 

In  his  ninetieth  year,  Dr.  John  R. 
Miller,  writing  a  letter  to  a  young- 
mother  about  her  spiritual  problems, 
said,  "God  came  to  me  first  in  my 
mother.  He  could  not  have  come  to 
me  in  any  other  way  to  bless  me,  so 
He  put  His  love  and  tenderness  and 
puritv  and  grace  and  sweetness  in 
my  mother,  and  she  revealed  them  to  me.  After  awhile  I 
began  to  know  God  in  other  ways,  learning  to  trust  Him 
and  to  lean  upon  Him.  Now  in  my  old  age  my  mother  has 
gone,  but  God  remains,  and  what  my  mother  was  to  me 
in  my  infancy,  God  is  to  me  in  my  old  age." 

What  a  wonderful  thought.  I  always  feel  sad  when  I 
think  of  going  to  my  heavenly  home  and  leaving  my  chil- 
dren in  this  world  of  sorrow.  Even  after  they  are  grown 
and  away  from  home  and  out  for  themselves,  I  still  think 
I  would  like  to  stay  around  in  case  they  might  need  me 
sometime,  but  Dr.  Miller  says,  "Now  in  my  old  age  my 
mother  has  gone,  but  God  remains,  and  what  my  mother 
was  to  me  in  my  infancy,  God  is  tome  in  my  old  age." 
Isn't  it  wonderful  that  God  can  be  so  real? 

Dear  little  mothers,  as  you  shoulder  your  responsibility, 
remember  that  the  little  ones  He  has  left  in  your  care  are 
on  their  way  to  a  successful  life  or  a  life  of  failure.  They 
are  on  their  way  to  some  kind  of  an  eternity.  What  will  it 
be?  Does  your  daily  life  reveal  God  to  them?  Does  each 
day's  experience  build  the  ladder  higher  which  leads  heav- 
enward? Or  does  your  impatience  and  faithlessness  erect 
barriers  that  shut  out  His  loving  presence?  If  the  latter 
is  true,  may  God  help  you  to 
overcome  and  may  your  life  in 
the  home  form  the  ladder  by 
which  your  loved  ones  mount 
round  by  round  toward  God. 

The  little  mother,  whom  we 
wrote  about  in  our  March  issue 
on  the  Father  and  Mother's 
Page,  said,  "I  am  so  young  I  do 
not  feel  able  to  bear  the  re- 
sponsibility." Of  course  you  are 
not  able,  and  you  will  make  a 
complete  failure  if  you  do  not 
take  God  into  partnership  in 
this  great  undertaking.  With 
God  all  things  are  possible. 

In  choosing  our  national 
motto,  we  noticed  one  of  the 
many  good  ones  that  impressed 
us  very  much,  "We  rise  by  the 
steps  we  build."  Your  little 
ones  are  not  responsible  for  the 
first  steps.  Parents  are  the  re- 
sponsible ones  and  if  those 
early  steps  are  built  upward, 
then  they  will  continue  to  ris;. 
God  help  you  mothers,  if  you 
are  left  to  struggle  alone,  to  be 
faithful  to  your  trust. 

Tonight  while  sitting  at  my 
desk  writing,     I  heard  singing 


outside  on  the  street.  I  turned  out  my  light  and  went  to 
the  door  and  saw  two  girls  walking  leisurely  along  sing- 
ing, "And  Where  Shall  I  Go,  But  to  my  Lord."  Many  of  you 
know  this  song.  It  sounded  so  beautiful  and  I  am  wonder- 
ing if  they  sang  that  song  for  you,  because  here  I  am  tell- 
ing you  about  it.  Dear  ones,  there  is  no  other  place  to  go. 
If  you  are  not  acquainted  with  Him,  I  just  don't  know  how 
to  write  to  comfort  you  only  to  say,  get  acquainted  with 
Him  at  once;  you  will  need  Him  and  He  will  need  you. 

The  girls  who  sang  this  song  did  not  know  that  the  lit- 
tle service  they  rendered  as  they  walked  along  the  street 
would  be  heralded  to  perhaps  200,000  readers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway. 

Isn't  it  wonderful  how  God  can  take  just  a  few  loaves 
and  fishes  and  feed  the  multitudes? 

And  last,  but  not  least,  mav  I  admonish  the  little 
mothers,  who  are  keeping  the  home  fires  burning  for 
daddy,  who  is  away  encountering  dangers  on  every  side  to 
fight  for  home  and  country  and  the  privilege  of  worship- 
ping God  according  to  the  dictates  of  his  own  conscience, 
first,  be  true  to  him,  and  if  daddy  should  read  this,  away 
over  in  the  enemy's  country,  or  wherever  he  may  be,  let 
him  remember  that  this  is  just  as  binding  on  him  as  to  the 
little  wife  he  left  behind.  Be  true  so  that  when  he  comes 
home  you  can  look  each  other  in  the  face  and  truthfully 
say,  "I  have  been  true." 

I  am  trying  in  this  message  to  get  right  down  where  you 
live  and  help  you.  Perhaps  you  are  poor  in  this  world's 
goods  and  you  have  never  carried  the  pocketbook  before. 
Now  Uncle  Sam  passes  you  out  a  check  each  month  and 
you  are  tempted  to  spend  it  lavishly  on  your  self  and  the 
little  ones.  Of  course,  every  one  knows  that  living  is  high, 
but  if  there  is  any  chance  for  you  to  lay  something  aside 
for  a  rainy  day,  don't  forget  that  this  is  your  duty  to  your 
home  and  your  family.  Wouldn't  it  be  nice  to  have  a  fund 
at  least  started  to  buy  a  little  home  when  Johnnie  comes 
back? 

If  you  are  tempted  to  work  and  leave  your  children  with 
someone  else,  be  sure  that  thev  are  in  the  right  kind  of 
care.  Better  a  thousand  times  live  on  bread  and  water  than 
risk  that  little  child  in  the  hands  of  someone  who  will  give 
him  the  wrong  kind  of  training  or  let  him  have  his  own 
way.  This  is  what  is  wrong  with  the  world  today  and  why 
our  papers  are  filled  with  articles  on  child  delinquency.  We 
hear  much  about  the  work  among    our    children,     "Chili 

Evangelism,"  and  this  is  good, 
but  work  among  our  parents  is 
needed  more.  If  they  were 
evangelized  and  had  the  train- 
ing they  need,  child  evangelism 
would  not  be  needed.  Evangel- 
ize the  child  and  send  him 
home  to  ungodly,  wicked  par- 
ents he  has  one  chance  in  a 
thousand  to  make  good.  This  is 
why  we  are  advocating  the  or- 
ganization of  Mothers'  Circles 
over  the  country.  But  I  hear 
you  say,  "We  have  our  churches 
open,  isn't  this  sufficient?"  No. 
I  have  known  splendid  Chris- 
tian mothers  who  were  igno- 
rant in  training  children.  Many 
of  our  mothers  married  when 
they  were  only  children  and 
need  wisdom  end  understand- 
ing as  well  as  religion.  Some  of 
our  best  Christian  parents  have 
wayward  children. 

And  now  I  am  giving  a  clos- 
ing thought  to  those  who  will 
sanction  what  I  have  written 
in  this  message.  I  hear  so  many 
people  sav,  as  I  express  myself 
along  this  line,  "Yes,  it  is  true 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


OUR  COVER  PAGE 

On  our  cove?-  page  we  are  looking  into  the 
faces  0/  a  young  woman  and  her  tivo  children 
loho  have  recently  been  bereaved,  like  thousands 
of  others,  of  the  husband  and  father  of  the  home. 
We  are  dedicating  this  cover  page  to  all  those 
who  have  been  going  through  the  same  sad  ex- 
periences. 

As  I  was  searching  for  something  appropriate 
for  our  cover  page  for  Parents'  Issue,  ive  remem- 
bered that  we  had  these  friends,  right  in  our 
own  church,  toho  could  represent  this  class  of 
mothers  and  we  solicited  their  cooperation  in 
having  the  picture  made.  The  young  man. 
Brother  Ottis  Hewett,  who  sacrificed  his  life  for 
his  country,  was  a  beloved  member  of  the  Church 
of  God  at  North  Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Elva  Bell 
Heioett  ivas  reared  from  infancy  in  this  church 
and  the  children,  Brenda  and  Lloyd  Lee,  have 
been  regular  attendants  at  services  since  just  a 
few  weeks  old. 

Cecil  M.  Truesdell  is  the  young  man  on  lohom 
we  call  for  all  kinds  of  poetry  for  illustrations 
and  he  never  fails  to  help  us  out. 

We  hope  this  picture  will  touch  your  heart  and 
cause  you  to  pray  for  these  mothers  left  to  strug- 
gle alone  doivn  fife's  pathivay. 


In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"I  lay  down  upon  my  bed,  but  could 
not  sleep;  and  as  early  as  I  dared  I 
went  round  to  my  little  Martarae's 
home — Martarae  was  her  native  name. 
Her  mother  met  me,  said  that  the 
child  could  not  come  out  in  the  sun 
today,  that  I  might  see  her  for  a  mo- 
ment if  I  pleased,  but  that  she  was 
not  very  well. 

"Sweet  little  soul!  I  found  her  lying 
on  her  little  bed,  with  a  proud  light 
in  her  eyes,  and  a  very  flushed  face. 

"A  fortnight  later  the  light  flesh 
wounds  were  healed.  She  showed  me 
her  breast,  confided  to  me  the  story, 
and  asked  me  if  I  did  not  think  she 
had  much  to  be  proud  of. 

"  'Will  you  keep  a  secret?'  I  asked 
her.  She  gave  me  her  promise,  and  I 
told  her  how  I  had  seen  the  whole 
thing,  and  all  my  fears  for  her. 

"A  week  later  she  was  orphaned. 
Her  mother  was  stung  by  a  deadly 
scorpion,  and  died  in  an  hour,  and  I 
made  the  child  my  care. 

"She  has  travelled  everywhere  with 
me  ever  since,  and  you  see  how  fair 
and  sweet  she  is,  and  how  beautifully 
she  speaks  out  English.  She  is  barely 
twelve,  is  naturally  gifted,  and  is  the 
very  light  of  my  life." 

"Would  she  let  me  see  her  breast, 
Ralph,  do  you  think?"  Hammond 
asked. 

Bastin  smiled,  and  spoke  a  word  to 
the  child,  and  she,  rising  to  her  feet 
and  smiling  back  at  him,  unfastened 
the  brooch  at  her  throat,  and,  laying 
back  her  breast-covering,  showed  the 
gleaming,  shiny  scars.  Then  as  she  re- 
covered her  chest,  she  said  softly: 

"Ralph  has  taught  me  that  those 
gods  were  evil;  but  though  I  shall  ever 
wear  this  cross  in  the  flesh  of  my 
breast,  I  shall  ever  love  the  Christ 
who  died  on  the  world's  great  cross  at 
Calvary." 

"It  is  a  most  marvellous  story, 
Ralph,"  he  said,  tearing  his  eyes  away 
from  the  child's  clear,  searching  gaze. 

"The  more  marvellous  because  ab- 
solutely true,"  returned  Bastin. 

Then,  addressing  Viola,  and  relaps- 
ing, of  course,  into  English  for  her 
sake,  he  explained  who  Tom  Ham- 
mond was,  and  that  he  (Ralph)  was 
going  to  be  associated  with  him  on  the 
same  great  newspaper. 

"Mr.  Hammond  and  you,  Viola, 
must  be  real  good  friends,"  he  added. 

"Sure,  daddy!"  the  girl  said  smil- 
ingly; "I  like  him  much  already — " 

She  lifted  herself  slightly  until  she 


rested  on  her  knees,  and  stretching 
one  hand  across  the  hearthrug  to 
Tom  Hammond,  she  laid  the  other  in 
her  guardian's,  as  she  went  on: 

"Mr.  Hammond  is  good!  I  know,  I 
know,  for  his  eyes  shine  true." 

A  ripple  of  merry  laughter  escaped 
her,  as  she  gazed  back  into  her  guard- 
ian's face,  and  added: 

"But  you,  daddy,  are  always  first." 
*     *     * 

For  a  wonder,  Tom  Hammond  could 
not  sleep.  Usually,  when  the  last  thing 
had  been  done,  and  he  was  assured 
that  everything  was  in  perfect  train 
for  the  morning's  issue,  he  ate  a  small 
basin  of  boiled  milk  and  bread,  which 
he  invariably  took  by  way  of  a  "night- 
cap," then  went  to  bed,  and  slept  like 
a  tired  ploughman.  But  tonight  slum- 
ber would  have  none  of  him. 

"It  must  be  the  various  excitements 
of  the  day,"  he  muttered.  "That  story 
of  Ralph's  Caribbean  child  was  enough 
to  keep  a  fellow's  brain  working  for 
a  week.  Then  there  was  meeting  Ralph 
so  unexpectedly,  just,  too,  when  I  so 
lusted  for  his  presence  and  help.  Then 
there  was  that  Joyce  item — " 

His  mind  trailed  off  to  the  scene 
of  the  morning,  every  item  of  it  start- 
ing up  in  a  new  and  vivid  light.  Sud- 
denly he  recalled  the  booklet  Mrs. 
Joyce  had  given  him. 

"I  can't  sleep,'''  he  murmured,  "I'll 
find  that  thing  and  read  it." 

His  fingers  sought  the  electric 
switch.  The  next  moment  the  room 
was  full  of  light.  He  got  out  of  bed, 
passed  quickly  through  to  his  dress- 
ing-room, found  the  coat  that  he  had 
worn  that  morning,  and  secured  the 
booklet. 

He  went  back  again  to  bed,  and,  ly- 
ing on  his  elbow,  opened  the  dainty 
little  printed  thing  and  began  to  read 
thus: 

"LONG  ODDS" 

"  'You  don't  say  so!  Where  on  earth 
has  she  gone?' 

"  T  can't  say,  sir,  but  it's  plain 
enough  she  is  missing.  Hasn't  been 
seen  since  last  night  when  she  went 
up  to  her  room.' 

"I  was  put  out,  I  own;  my  man  on 
waking  me  had  informed  me  that  the 
cook  was  missing;  she  had  gone  to  bed 
without  anything  being  noticed  amiss, 
and  was  now  nowhere  to  be  found.  She 
was  always  an  odd  woman,  but  a 
capital  cook.  What  had  become  of 
her?  The  very  last  sort  of  person  to 
disappear  in  this  way — a  respectable, 
elderly  Scotchwoman — really  quite  a 
treasure  in  the  country;  and  the  more 
I  thought  of  it  while  I  dressed,  the 
more  puzzled  I  became.  I  hardly  liked 
to  send  for  the  police;  and  then  again 
it  was  awkward,  very — people  coming 
to  dinner  that  day.  It  was  really  too 
bad. 

"But  I  had  scarcely  finished  dress- 
ing when  in  rushed  my  man  again. 
I  do  so  dislike  people  being  excited, 
and  he  was  more  than  excited. 

"  'Please,  sir,  Mr.  Vend  has  come 
round  to  see  you;  his  coachman  has 
gone — went  off  in  the  night,  and 
hasn't  left  a  trace  behind,  and  they 
say  the  gardener's  boy  is  with  him.' 


"  'Well,'  said  I,  'it  is  extraordinary; 
tell  Mr.  Vend  I'm  coming;  stay,  I'll 
go  at  once.' 

"It  was  really  past  belief — the  three 
of  them!  After  an  hour's  talk  with 
Vend,  no  explanation  offered  itself,  so 
we  decided  to  go  to  town  as  usual. 

"We  walked  down  to  the  station,  and 
saw  at  once  something  was  wrong. 
Old  Weeks,  the  stationmaster,  was 
quite  upset:  his  pointsman  was  miss- 
ing, and  the  one  porter  had  to  take 
up  his  duty.  However,  the  train  com- 
ing up,  we  had  no  time  to  question 
him,  but  jumped  in.  There  were  three 
other  people  in  the  compartment,  and 
really  I  thought  I  was  going  off  my 
head  when  I  heard  what  they  were 
discussing.  Vend,  too,  didn't  seem  to 
know  if  he  was  on  his  head  or  his 
heels.  It  was  this  that  startled  us  so: 
'What  can  have  become  of  them  all?' 

"I  heard  no  more.  I  really  believe  I 
swooned,  but  at  the  next  station — a 
large  one — we  saw  consternation  on 
every  face.  I  pinched  myself  to  see  if 
I  was  dreaming.  I  tried  to  persuade 
myself  I  was.  Vend  looked  ghastly.  A 
passenger  got  in;  he  did  not  look  quite 
so  dazed  as  some  did,  but  savage  and 
cross.  For  a  time  none  spoke;  at  last 
someone  said  aloud — I  don't  think  he 
expected  an  answer — 

"  'What  on  earth's  become  of  them?' 
and  the  cross  looking  man,  who  got 
in  last,  growled  out, 

"  'That  the  worst  of  it;  they  are  not 
on  earth,  they  are  gone.  My  boy  al- 
ways said  it  would  be  so;  from  the 
very  first  moment  I  heard  it,  I  knew 
what  had  happened;  often  he  has 
warned  me.  I  still  have  his  voice  ring- 
ing in  my  ears. 

" '  "I  tell  you,  in  that  night  there 
shall  be  two  men  in  one  bed:  the  one 
shall  be  taken,  and  the  other  shall  be 
left."  (Luke  17:34.) 

"  T  know  only  too  well  "that  night" 

was  last  night.    I've  often  prayed  for 

it  without  thinking,  and  so  I  daresay 

have  you:    "Thy  kingdom  come."     It 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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FOR   POETRY   LOVERS 


MY  SOLDIER  DADDY 

Mrs.  Leonard  Barron 

( Dedicated   to   all   the   children   who 
have  a  daddy  in  Service) 

My  daddy's  the  sweetest  daddy 
A  little  girl  ever  had, 
He'll  never  know  how  I  miss  him 
At  night  when  I  go  to  bed. 

He  used  to  hold  me  in  his  arms 
And  wonder  where  I  would  be, 
When  he's  so  far  across  the  sea 
Fighting  for  Mother  and  me. 

He  told  me  not  to  forget  him, 
That  he  would  come  back  some  day, 
And  make  up  with  all  his  kisses 
For  the  days  he'd  been  away. 

I  know  my  daddy  loves  me, 
And  this  is  why,  you  see, 
He's  brave  like  other  daddys, 
Who've  left  little  girls  like  me. 

He  wants  to  get  another  leave 
So  he  can  come  home  to  me, 
And  buy  me  lots  of  candy, 
And  hold  me  on  his  knee. 

I  don't  know  what  this  war  is  about, 
But  some  day  I'll  understand, 
When  my  daddy  can  come  home  to  me 
And  play  with  me  in  the  sand. 

He  will  tell  me  all  about  little  girls 
In  foreign,  distant  lands, 
How  they  made  him  want  to  see  me 
And  hold  my  little  hands. 

Dear  Jesus,  keep  my  daddy, 
And  bring  him  back  to  me, 
So  I  won't  be  another  war  orphan, 
When  the  lands  are  all  set  free. 


THE  OPEN  DOOR 

Amos  L.  Boren 

Down  where  the  cataract  falls,  my  son, 

Hard  on  the  canyon  floor, 
I  found,   when   the   day  was   almost 
done, 

An  house  with  an  open  door. 

Weary  and  ill  with  a  day  of  care, 
Tired  of  the  weight  I  bore, 

I  found  new  strength  in  the  friend- 
ship, where 
The  house  had  an  open  door. 

Since    then    I've    labored    in    distant 
lands, 
Seeking  for  ancient  lore; 
But    could    not    forget    the    helping 
hands 
I  found  at  the  open  door. 

Now  in  the  autumnal  years  of  life, 
Far  from  the  battle's  roar, 

I  sit  and  wait  for  the  man  in  strife 
Who  comes  to  my  open  door. 

— Captain,  Chaplain. 


TO  THE  SWEETEST  MOM  ON 
EARTH 

Eugene  Brown,  S2\c,  North  Africa 

To  me  you  are  like  a  goddess 
Who  comes  from  the  far  beyond; 

I  can  never  repay  your  kindness, 
Or  the  things  that  you  have  done. 

I  long  to  see  you,  Mother, 
And  I  hope  that  day  will  soon  be, 

Because  there  has  never  been  another 
Who  has  been  so  good  to  me. 

You  have  sacrificed  all  you  own 

That  I  might  be  a  man, 
And  by  the  help  of  God  and  you  alone, 

I  will  do  the  best  I  can. 

OUR  DADDY 

Mrs.  Ernest  Bright  and  son  Paul 

Tonight  as  we  kneel  by  our  bedside, 
We  are  thinking  of  Daddy  far  away; 
We   know  that  the  Lord   will  watch 

o'er  him 
And  send  him  back  to  us  someday. 

It  was  hard  when  he  had  to  go  leave 

us; 
It  seemed  he  never  could  go, 
But  we  are  sure  the  Lord  will  protect 

him, 
For  Mother  has  often  told  us  so. 

There    are    five    of    us   children   and 

Mother, 
I,  the  oldest,  am  now  just  ten, 
But  we  will  try  to  be  brave  and  help 

Mother, 
For  we  want  our  Daddy  to  win. 

Dear  Lord,  please  watch  over  Daddy 
And  keep  him  from  danger  and  harm, 
We  ask  Thee  to  care  for  our  Daddy, 
Protect  him  with  Thy  strong  arm. 

We  know  our  Daddy  is  a  brave  soldier, 
For  he  has  always  been  honest  and 

true; 
We  ask  thee,  dear  Lord,  to  watch  over 

him 
While   he   is   under   the   Red,   White, 

and  Blue. 

And  when  this  cruel  war  is  over, 
And  when  the   last  battle  is  won, 
We    will    look    for    you    back    home, 

Daddy, 
Now  I  must  close.  Paul,  your  son. 


Dear  Children: 

I  am  thinking  that  you  will  be 
pleased  to  have  me  turn  your  page 
over  to  daddy  and  mother  for  these 
lovely  poems  this  month.  This  paper 
is  dedicated  to  your  parents.  I  am  sure 
you  are  all  saying,  "Yes,  we  are  glad  to 
do  this." — Ed. 

Spirituality  is  the  fullness  of  God 
in  the  soul  and  the  crucifixion  of  self 
in  the  life,  making  the  life  rich  with 
the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  and  an  ex- 
ample to  all  in  faithful  service. 


A  PRAYER  FOR  MY  SON 

"Guard  him,  O  God.  No  love  of  mine 

Can  shelter  him  from  ill. 
Encircle  with  Thy  grace  divine, 

And  guide  him  by  Thy  will. 

"Send  sweetest  dreams  and  quiet  rest 
To  calm  his  troubled  mind, 

That  he  may  lean  upon  Thy  breast 
And  peace  and  comfort  find. 

"Send  him  Thy  strength  to  evil  fight, 

Subdue  in  him  all  wrong; 
That  in  the  battle  for  the  right, 

His  may  be  the  victor's  song. 

"My  love  is  powerless  and  weak; 

I  pray  Thy  voice  divine 
Will  to  his  heart  a  message  speak 

Of  stronger  love  than  mine. 

"Protect     him!     Guard     him!     Every 
hour; 
I  leave  him  in  Thy  care; 
Thine   is   the  will   and   Thine   is  the 
power, 
Mine  ...  is  just  the  prayer!" 

— Author  Unknown. 

MY  LTtTlTsON 

By  Pvt.  Eugene  F.  Pierce 

I  am  thinking  now  of  you,  my  son, 
And  the  things  you'll  have  to  face. 
I  pray  you'll  always  be  a  good  boy, 
And  never  bring  to  us  disgrace. 

We're  fighting  for  you,  whom  we  love, 
And  for  ideals  we  hold  so  dear. 
Always  be  brave,  my  little  son, 
Then  I  know  God  will  be  near. 

Keep  in  your  soul  a  shining  spirit, 
Always  have  a  smiling  face; 
Be  good  to  your  little  playmates; 
Be  kind  to  the  human  race. 

Now,  I'll  soon  be  in  the  battle 
As  I'm  going  far  away, 
But  may  God  bless  and  keep  us 
Until  peace  comes  to  us  some  day. 

A   MOTHER'S   PRAYER   FOR   HER 
SOLDIER-SON 

As  Thou  didst  walk  the  land  of  Galilee, 
So,  loving  Savior,  walk  with  him  for 

me, 
For,  since  the  years  have  passed  and 

he  is  grown, 
I  cannot  follow — he  must  walk  alone. 
Be  Thou  my  feet,  that  I  have  had  to 

stay, 
For  Thou  canst  comrade  him  on  every 

way. 
Be  Thou  my  voice  when  sinful  things 

allure, 
Pleading  with  him    to    choose  those 

that  endure. 
Be  Thou  my  hand  that  would  keep  his 

in  mine, 
All,  all  things  else  that  mother  must 

resign. 
When  he  was  little  I  could  walk  and 

guide, 
But  now,  I  pray,  that  Thou  be  at  his 

side. 
And  as    Thy    blessed    mother    folded 

Thee, 
So,  kind  and  loving  Savior,  guard  my 

son  for  me. 

— The  Australian  War  Cry. 
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GIVE  DAD  A  CHANCE! 

By  Calvin  T.  Ryan 

Is  it  just  becavs     a  family  needs  a 
breadwinner  that  he  is  missed? 

There  is  no  single  force  in  the 
child's  life  comparable  with  the 
mother's  influence.  Even  if  this  state- 
ment were  not  true,  we  have  heard 
it  so  often  that  we  would  believe  it 
anyway! 

Perhaps  dad  has  been  told  so  much 
of  mother's  importance  in  the  child's 
life  that  he  assumes  he  doesn't  count. 
He  may  even  turn  the  whole  job  over 
to  mother,  or  try  to.  Of  course,  he 
can't — not  if  he  remains  in  the  home 
where  the  child  is.  By  his  very  pres- 
ence he  exerts  an  influence,  and  this 
is  as  it  should  be.  Dad  has  duties  and 
responsibilities  toward  his  family,  and 
he  also  has  a  right  to  the  pleasure,  the 
sheer  fun  of  helping  to  rear  his 
children.  Mother  should  see  to  it  that 
he  has  that  pleasure. 

Occasionally  we  hear  some  skeptic 
say  that  religion  is  for  women  and 
children.  Apart  from  the  falsity  of  the 
statement,  it  isn't  just  to  fathers.  I 
doubt  that  women  are  more  religious 
in  spirit  and  deed  than  men.  This  I  do 
know — that  whenever  all  the  religious 
training  of  the  child  is  left  to  the 
mother,  both  the  child  and  the  father 
suffer.  Dad  has  a  part,  and  when  he 
doesn't  play  that  par£  the  child  loses 
something.  Unhappily,  the  father's  at- 
titude may  even  undo  part  of  the 
good  work  by  the  mother. 

Mothers  must  recognize  that  the 
child's  idea  of  God  can  be  influenced 
by  the  father's  attitudes,  acts,  and  be- 
liefs. In  this  influence,  mothers  have 
no  monopoly.  Dad  has  a  chance  to 
teach  the  child  just  what  forgiveness 
means,  by  his  own  acts  of  forgiveness. 
Through  his  own  speech  and  behavior 
he  can  demonstrate  real  love.  Parental 
examples  are  more  important  in 
teaching  the  child  religious  ideas  and 
ideals  than  are  verbal  lessons. 

Fathers,  for  the  most  part,  look  for- 
ward to  seeing  their  children  at  noon. 
The  father  wh6  is  net  pleased  when 
his  child  rushes  out  to  see  him  on  his 
return,  noon  or  night,  or  who  is  too 
tired  or  too  busy  after  supper  to  play 
with  and  to  read  to  his  child,  is  miss- 
ing a  chance  to  help  that  child  form 
a  wholesome  character.  Mother  can 
add  to  the  pleasure  of  the  father- 
child  relationship  by  planning  things 


for  dad  and  junior,  seeing  to  it  that 
junior  is  ready  for  the  fun. 

I  recall  that  one  day  when  my  child 
was  five  I  ran  across  Cecil  Frances 
Alexander's  "All  Things  Bright  and 
Beautiful"  and  read  it  to  her.  She 
liked  it.  I  suggested  that  we  commit 
it  to  memory  and  surprise  Mother  with 
it.  I  used  the  line-by-line  method.  We 
started  with  the  first  two  lines  and 
repeated  them  over  and  over  until  she 
could  say  them  readily.  Then  we  con- 
tinued with  the  next  two.  After  some 
repetitions,  Zelda  Jeanne  could  say 
four  lines  alone. 

Such  a  stanza  will  reveal  God  to  the 
child  more  than  most  direct  efforts  in 
religious  training.  It  associates  God 
with  nature.  It  brings  together  His 
creative  powers  and  His  creation,  and 
both  are  associated  with  something 
the  child  knows  about  and  enjoys.  The 
child  feels  that  God  must  be  both 
great  and  lovely. 

The  five  senses  of  the  child  are  his 
most  immediate  means  of  exploring 
the  world  about  him.  Through  them 
he  comes  to  understand  what  God  has 
made.  In  the  garden  dad  can  interest 
the  child  in  nature,  and  by  a  sugges- 
tion, a  comment,  associate  what  the 
child  sees  with  what  God  does  for  us. 
There  is  the  music  and  song  of  birds. 
There  is  the  beauty  of  the  lily  and 
the  rose.  The  delicious  apple,  peach, 
or  pear  has  its  own  lesson  in  God's 
goodness  and  love.  For  some  reason  or 
other,  dad  fits  better  into  that  out- 
door picture  than  mother  does. 

When  Sally  was  five,  her  mother  be- 
came ill  and  never  fully  recovered. 
Happily,  Sally  had  started  to  Sunday 
School  at  the  age  of  three,  and  when 
her  mother  could  no  longer  take  her, 
her  father  went  with  her.  For  the 
next  ten  years  Dad  and  Sally  attended 
Sunday  School  regularly.  When  Sally 
began  to  sing  in  the  junior  choir,  it 
was  her  dad  who  went  to  hear  her, 
and  who  arranged  for  her  going  and 
coming.  They  are  now  great  pals — 
church  pals.  Sally  has  never  thought 
of  Christianity  as  being  for  women 
and  children  only.  Her  great  big  Dad 
is  a  Christian,  so  it  must  be  for  men, 
too. 

When  I  was  a  child,  it  was  custom- 
ary for  families  to  have  morning 
prayers.  I  can  recall  those  mornings 
when  we  all  knelt  at  our  chairs  be- 
fore we  ate  breakfast.  Father  prayed. 
Again  at  the  table,  he  asked  the  bless- 
ing. He  had  been  reared  in  a  family 
where  his  father  had  family  prayer, 
and  where  thanks  were  returned  at 
each  meal.  It  is  a  long  line  back,  but 
the  influence  of  that  grandfather  is 
still  being  felt. 

The  teacher  of  a  certain  Sunday 
School  class  wanted  to  interest  her 
pupils  in  the  Bible.  She  planned  a 
Bible  exhibit.  The  children  were  asked 
to  bring  Bibles  from  their  homes.  The 
teacher  told  them  about  various 
kinds  of  Bibles — old  Bibles,  Bibles  in 
different  languages,  Bibles  for  dif- 
ferent denominations.  She  saw  to  it 


that  the  children  were  interested. 

The  father  of  one  little  girl  in  the 
group  was  also  interested  in  Bibles, 
and  he  owned  editions  in  several 
styles  and  translations.  So  when  the 
Sunday  for  the  exhibit  came,  he 
packed  his  Bibles  and  helped  his 
daughter  carry  them  to  church.  She 
was  able  to  make  the  exhibition  more 
interesting  for  the  whole  class,  because 
she  had  a  dad  who  was  interested  in 
her  as  well  as  in  the  Bible. 

Mothers  can  serve  their  children 
prpfitably  by  aiding  fathers  in  their 
efforts  to  work  with  the  children.  All 
that  most  fathers  need  is  a  chance. 
Occasionally  one  may  need  to  be  re- 
minded of  what  he  can  do,  but  almost 
all  of  them  enjoy  their  duties  and 
responsibilities.  Rearing  children  in 
these  times  is  trul"  a  man-sized  job. 
One  of  the  tragedies  of  the  war  is  that 
so  many  dads  are  deprived  of  their 
fun  with  the  children. 

It  isn't  quite  fair  for  mother  to  rule 
dad  out  and  take  the  attitude  that 
she  is  the  all-sufficient  parent.  Nor  is 
it  quite  fair  for  dad  to  avoid  any  part 
of  his  responsibility.  There  is  enough 
work,  there  are  enough  duties,  for 
both,  and  whenever  either  shirks,  the 
child  suffers. 


A  SOLDIER'S  LETTER  TO  MOTHER 

While  the  evening  shades  are  railing 
And  my  mind  from  care  is  free, 
Mother  dear,  I  am  thinking 
Of  the  boy  I  used  to  be. 

There  you  used  to  sit  and  finger 
In  my  locks  of  curly  hair, 
Planting  your  sweet  kisses 
On  my  rosy  cheeks  so  fair. 

When  I  used  to  do  my  mischief, 
There  you'd  shed  many  a  tear, 
But  you'd  say,  "You're  still  my  token 
That  God  gave  me  yester-year." 

How  at  night  I'd  sit  beside  you, 
When  I  was  only  just  a  lad, 
There  we  three  would  pray  together, 
Just  me,  and  you,  and  dad. 

While  we  prayed,  you'd  gladly  listen 
As  I  said  my  little  prayer, 
Pouring  out  my  heart  to  Jesus, 
As  we  three  were  kneeling  there. 

How  you  used  to  watch  and  linger 
At  the  dear  old  garden  gate, 
Watching'  there  for  my  returning 
When  I  used  to  stay  out  late. 

In  my  memory  I  can  see  you, 
As  you  wait  now  for  me  still, 
Waiting  there,  still  longing,  praying, 
Praying  that  my  place  I'll  fill. 

Although  the  army's  called  me, 
And  I  sit  here  all  alone, 
Mother,  dear,  I've  not  forgotten 
Those  good  old  days  back  home. 

As  I  sit  here,  gladly  thinking, 
Mother,  dear,  this  thought's  to  you, 
Soon  I  hope  to  be  there  with  you, 
Just  me,  and  dad,  and  you. 

When  this  cruel  war  is  over, 
And  the  last  battle  has  been  won, 
I  shall  soon  be  returning 
To  you. — Your  loving  son. 


May,  1945 
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DON'T  BE  DISCOURAGED 

The  owner  of  a  lovely  garden  went 
out  one  morning  to  find  a  neighbor's 
rabbits  busily  nibbling  the  green 
sprouts  off  her  plants.  Facing  the  ruin 
of  many  hours'  labor,  she  was  angry, 
just  as  you  and  I  might  be.  She  was 
annoyed  with  the  rabbits.  She  was 
even  more  annoyed  with  the  owner, 
who  had  not  penned  them  securely. 
After  a  few  moments  she  be- 
gan to  check  her  irritation. 
She  struggled  with  that  men- 
tal storm  of  hers  so  success- 
fully that  she  not  only  gained 
calm;  she  saw  a  rainbow. 
Without  even  mentioning  the 
incident  to  the  neighbor,  she 
proceeded  to  repair  the  dam- 
age as  best  she  could.  Then 
she  continued  to  tend  and 
water  the  garden  just  as  be- 
fore. Three  weeks  later  she 
had  her  reward.  The  plants 
again  were  covered  with 
green  sprouts,  two  new  leaves 
for  every  one  that  the  rabbits 
had  eaten. 

Most  of  us  face  disappoint- 
ment fairly  often.  Not  always 
for  despoiled  gardens,  but  for 
broken  dishes,  failures  in 
school  or  in  business,  lost 
friendships.  Our  possessions 
seemed  so  worth  while.  Our 
ambitions  were  so  laudable. 
We  cannot  understand  why 
they  should  have  been  de- 
stroyed. 

Looking  upon  our  little  jugs 
of   spilled    milk   with   tearful 
eyes,  we  cast  about  for  some- 
thing   or    someone    to    blame   for 
our  unhappiness.  Somebody  else's 
carelessness  or  injustice.     Some- 
body   else's    greed    or     jealousy. 
Worst  of  all,  we  begin  to  doubt. 
If  we  can  be  punished  so  unde- 
servedly, how  can  we  trust  in  a 
divine,  beneficent  Power,  guiding 
and   directing  and  protecting  all 
human  affairs? 

So  we  argue,  with  just  as  little 
reason  as  the  small  girl  who 
finds  her  first  problems  in  long 
division  difficult  should  begin  to 
look  at  her  mistakes  and  distrust 
the  existence  of  an  unvarying,  ab- 
solute, perfect  rule  of  mathe- 
matics. Between  condemnation  for 
those  we  hold  at  fault  and  pity 
for  our  own  plight  we  remain  in- 
ert, certain  that  nothing  can  re- 
place what  we  have  lost,  and  even 
angry  with  those  who  try  to  urge 
us  to  start  again. 

A  horseshoe  and  a  magnet  have 
the  same  exterior  appearance.  But 
the  one  is  heavy,  impassive,  need- 
ing some  other  power  to  lift  it. 
The  magnet  exerts  its  own  power; 
even  if  it  may  not  lift  itself,  it 


draws  other  properties  to  its  own  posi- 
tion. The  horseshoe  is  fit  for  nothing 
but  to  be  trodden  underfoot.  The  mag- 
net is  a  force  drawing  to  itself  far 
richer,  finer,  more  beautiful  metals. 
When  we  allow  depression  to  weigh  us 
down  we  have  as  little  attraction  as  a 
horseshoe.  But  when  we  radiate  cheer 
and  hope  and  confidence  we  become 
like  a  magnet  drawing  forth  the  help 
and  cooperation  we  require. 


INTHEORFPOFGOD 
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LORD,   HOLD   MY   HAND! 

Virgie  Mae  Webber 

Lord  Jesus,  hold  my  hand! 

So  many  things  I  cannot  understand: 

The  darkness  presses  in  upon  my  heart 

Until  the  walls  are  almost  rent  apart. 

I   see  no  way  through  this   unlighted   land — 

Lord,  hold  my  hand! 

Lord  Jesus,  hold  my  hand! 

Then   can    I    brave  the  desert's   blistering   sand 

Or   tread    a   steeper   path,   mile  after   mile, 

Nor  faint  nor  murmur.  Master  dear,  the  while 

Thou,  who  before  this  same   long  way  hast  spanned, 

Dost  hold  my  hand! 

Lord  Jesus,  hold   my  hand! 

There's   strength    in   touching   Thee;    faith    to   expand 

My  shrinking   courage;   there  is  light  and   peace; 

And    power  that   makes   grief's  raging   torrents  cease 

Their  lapping  at  the  soul — oh,  closer  stand. 

And  tighter   hold  my  hand! 

Dear  Savior,   hold  my  hand! 

So  shall  I  love  and  trust  Thine  each  command,  * 

And  leave  the  choice  of  all  my  ways  with  Thee, 

Till    I    shall  reach   that  bright   Eternity. 

Oh,  lest  I   miss  the  way  that  Thou  hast  planned, 

Lord,  hold  my  hand! 


?  Our  trouble  is  that  we  concentrate 
so  much  upon  so  little.  There  is  only 
one  job  for  us,  one  friend,  one  road 
to  happiness.  If  we  lost  the  job,  or  the 
friend,  or  the  right  to  walk  on  that 
one  special  road  to  happiness,  we 
think  there  is  no  other  job,  no  other 
friend,  no  other  way  by  which  we  may 
attain  peace  and  joy. 

Because  we  regard  the  damage  ir- 
reparable we  don't  even  trouble  to 
clear  away  the  wreckage.  We 
cease  to  water  and  to  cherish 
our  little  gardens.  We  do  not 
even  look  for  fresh  green 
sprouts  in  place  of  the  first 
growth.  And  yet  for  every- 
thing that  is  destroyed  there 
is  teeming  life  to  create  anew 
in  its  place. 

Suppose  the  plant  which 
has  been  pruned  refused  to 
grow  again  because  its  cher- 
ished branches  had  been 
lopped  off.  Suppose  the  birds 
who  lost  one  nest  refused  to 
build  again.  Precious  as  what 
we  have  lost  may  be,  there 
are  other  joys  if  only  we  will 
open  our  doors  to  them. 

In  one  of  his  poems,  B.  Y. 
Williams  speaks  not  of  spoiled 
gardens,  but  of  the  ships  that 
limp  back  to  port  bruised  and 
battered  instead  of  sailing  in 
proudly  with  hoped-for  loads 
of  precious  freight. 

"Stand   you   now    disconso- 
late to  mourn  your  loss — from 
all  apart?"  he  questions.  Then 
undaunted     build     bigger, 
stronger  ships,  since  thus  you 
will  learn,  "Though  every  hope 
should  be  fulfilled  and  every  ship 
come  safe  to  port,  the  greatest  joy 
is  still  to  build." 

After  all,  it  is  never  fate  that 
conquers  us,  but  only  our  own  re- 
actions to  our  experiences.  Hard, 
or  baffling,  or  sad  as  the  twists 
of  fate  may  be,  the  incidents  in 
themselves  do  not  overpower  us. 
It  is  our  sense  of  depression,  our 
disappointment,  our  discourage- 
ment, that  makes  us  stop  right 
where  we  are,  isolating  us  from 
consolation,  paralyzing  any  in- 
stinct toward  replacement,  and 
thereby  dooming  us  to  continue  in 
the  state  of  sorrow  or  suffering  or 
bewilderment. 

Once  on  shipboard  I  was  watch- 
ing a  game  of  deck  tennis  which 
was  to  decide  the  championship  of 
that  voyage.  By  my  side  sat  a 
woman  of  notable  courage  who 
has  the  reputation  of  fighting 
hardest  when  all  odds  are  against 
her.  She  called  my  attention  to 
one  of  the  players. 

"Actually  that  girl  can  play  bet- 
ter than  her  opponents,  but,  she 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Don't  Change  My  Blue  Stars  to  Gold 

■JL-  By  Alvina  Miller  -Jar 


A  slow  drizzle  was  falling  upon  the 
city  of  Ebensburg.  The  air  itself 
seemed  to  be  depressing  and  not  a 
single  star  shone  from  the  great  dark 
blue  sky.  The  streets  were  not  very 
crowded,  for  this  was  Friday  night 
and  all  the  business  places  had  closed 
up  early  to  get  ready  for  the  busy 
day  tomorrow.  To  Josephine,  as  she 
walked  slowly  down  the  street,  these 
surroundings  passed  unnoticed,  for  her 
dismal  mood  exceeded  the  gloominess 
of  the  city.  It  was  only  this  morning 
that  she  was  presented  with  a  gold 
star  for  an  emblem  of  Michael's  death. 
She  remembered  the  day  she  received 
the  telegram  from  the  War  Depart- 
ment. At  first  it  seemed  only  a  bad 
dream,  but  as  the  days  wore  on  she 
began  to  realize  what  it  all  meant. 

What  a  contrast  to  the  feeling  she 
had  when  she  was  presented  with  the 
blue  star  upon  Michael's  entrance  in- 
to the  Service  of  his  country.  She 
remembered  how  proud  she  was  of 
that  star.  It  seemed  as  though  she 
could  feel  his  very  presence  as  she 
admired  it  daily.  Then  sadly  her  mind 
wandered  back  to  the  day  Michael  had 
to  leave.  She  had  tried  to  be  brave — 
tried  not  to  make  him  miserable  on 
his  last  day  with  her.  It  had  been  so 
hard  but  she  remembered  how  she 
tried  to  smile  as  he  kissed  her  good- 
bye and  said,  "Don't  cry,  Joey,  I'll  be 
back  soon."  His  first  destination  was 
the  coast  and  then  later  before  she 
could  go  to  see  him  he  was  shipped 
out  of  the  country.  The  first  few  weeks 
she  had  lived  in  hopes  of  receiving  a 
word  from  him — and  finally  the  tele- 
gram. 

"My  God,  this  can't  be  so — this  just 
can't  be  true!"  Only  when  she  saw 
those  passing  her  glance  curiously 
and  point  at  her,  did  she  realize  she 
was  talking  out  loud.  Very  humili- 
ated, Josephine  turned  down  a  side 
street.  The  lights  on  this  street  were 
even  dimmer  and  it  seemed  the 
clouds  hung  very  low.  This  was  no 
place  for  her  to  be  by  herself,  but  to 
Josephine  nothing  mattered — nothing 
but  the  thought  of  getting  away  from 
it  all.  With  remorse,  she  resented  her- 
self for  calling  upon  God.  She  recalled 
how  she  had  prayed  while  Michael 
was  gone.  She  remembered  when  a 
little  girl  she  was  told  that  whatever 
you  asked  of  God  He  would  do.  That 
seemed  a  long  time  ago,  but  in  her 
anxiety  she  had  prayed  as  she  looked 
at  the  star,  "Please,  dear  God,  don't 
change  it  to  gold!"  Scornfully,  she  cast 
this  thought  from  her  mind.  God 
didn't  answer  the  prayer  of  a  sinner. 
She  despised  God — she  despised  the 
whole  world  and  life  itself — if  she 
could  only  get  away  from  it  all! 

When  again  in  a  more  tranquil 
frame  of  mind  she  remembered  when 
she-  had  first  met  Michael.  She  was 
just  a  poor  working  girl  then.  When 


she  was  but  a  little  girl,  both  of  her 
parents  had  been  taken  from  her  dur- 
ing an  epidemic  and  she  was  left  all 
by  herself.  Friends  had  done  all  they 
could,  but  the  family  had  been  poor 
and  she  soon  had  to  find  work.  It 
seemed  as  though  life  had  been  good 
to  her  and  she  was  at  this  time  doing 
secretarial  work  in  one  of  the  big  de- 
partment stores  of  the  city.  It  wasn't 
much,  but  to  Josephine,  who  knew 
great  poverty,  this  was  a  blessing.  It 
was  then  when  she  first  met  Michael. 
She  could  see  him  now  as  he  entered 
the  office  the  first  time.  No  one  else 
could  have  been  happier  than  she 
when  later  they  were  married.  She  re- 
membered the  good  times  they  had 
while  together  and  could  nearly  hear 
Michael  talking  to  her  now.  She  re- 
membered how  they  had  made  plans 
for  the  future,  and  even  decided  upon 
the  little  home  they  would  buy.  After 
he  was  called  away  she  decided  to  go 
to  work  again  in  order  to  keep  her 
mind  occupied  until  he  returned.  But 
all  these  dreams  were  shattered  and 
living  was  painful  and  useless  to  Jose- 
phine now.  She  was  again  the  same 
friendless  little  girl  that  she  had  been 
when  her  parents  died,  only  this  time 
it  seemed   more  cruel,  for  her  com- 

MEMORIES 

This  was  my  life — my  joy,  my  home; 
But   now   just   a   place   where   sad 
memories  roam. 
You  gave  up  your  job  in  city  and  farm 
To  take  up  a  rifle  and  right  shoulder 
arms, 
To  march  off  to  war  in  some  distant 
land 
To  fight  the  enemy  hand  to  hand; 
But    they   started    a    war    we    won't 
shun — 
Not  'til  we  sing  that  Rising  Sun! 

We  have  a  son  with  curls  so  light, 
Who's  always  near  with  arms  hold- 
ing tight. 
Each  night  will  waken  with  arms  to 
enfold — 
To  find  only  sheets — so  bitter  and 
cold. 
But.  there'll  be  a  day  when  peace  will 
be  won, 
And  our  home  will  again  be  all  as 
one. 
Hitler,  with  all  his  treacherous  snare, 
Can't  take  the  life  of  one  so  fair. 

As  days  go  by  you'll  be  ever  so  brave, 
To  keep  us   free   from   a  world   of 
slaves; 
And  we  won't  forget  how  much  we've 
cared, 
Nor  each  footstep  in  life  we've  al- 
ways shared; 
Because — with      every      heart      beat, 
there'll  be  a  prayer — 
All  for  you,  Darling — way,  way  over 
there! 


panionship  with  the  dearest  on  earth 
was  destroyed. 

Walking  slowly  now  she  heard  some 
beautiful  singing.  It  seemed  to  come 
from  a  little  white  church  on  the  cor- 
ner at  the  end  of  the  block.  Being 
very  tired  after  walking  on  and  on, 
Josephine  decided  to  stop  in  and  rest 
a  while.  No  one  seemed  to  notice  her 
as  she  slipped  into  one  of  the  back 
seats  of  the  little  church.  The  sing- 
ing soon  over,  a  young  man  en- 
tered the  pulpit.  Josephine  was  about 
to  leave,  but  just  then  the  young  min- 
ister started  his  sermon  so  forcefully 
that  she  decided  to  stay.  After  all,  it 
really  didn't  matter  where  she  spent 
her  time — just  so  she  could  forget  the 
gold  star! 

The  sermon  was  short  but  very  im- 
pressive. To  Josephine  it  seemed  as 
though  the  minister  knew  all  about 
her  and  Michael.  He  even  seemed  to 
be  talking  to  her  directly.  She  won- 
dered if  perhaps  he  was  one  of 
Michael's  friends  and  that  perhaps 
she  had  forgotten  him.  Surely  that 
couldn't  be,  for  none  of  their  friends 
were  ministers  of  the  Gospel.  Very  in- 
tently Josephine  listened  to  what  he 
had  to  say.  The  young  man  told  about 
the  heartbroken  fathers,  mothers, 
and  wives  that  this  war  had  already 
made.  He  told  of  One  who  could  take 
the  place  of  the  dear  one  that  was 
lost  somewhere  out  on  the  battlefield. 
He  said  what  they  needed  was  a 
Savior.  He  continued  by  sketching  a 
picture  in  Josephine's  mind  of  One 
who  would  bear  all  her  sorrows  and 
heal  every  pain,  One  who  would  be 
her  companion  and  walk  by  her  side 
when  all  others  seemed  to  be  taken 
away.  This  man  was  none  other  than 
Jesus.  To  Josephine  this  was  a  wel- 
come story,  for  she  had  never  heard 
of  this  before.  Surely  that  is  what  she 
needed  so  much — One  who  would  com- 
fort her  and  guide  her  through  those 
long  unending  hours,  One  who  would 
carry  all  her  sorrows  and  help  her 
bear  the  pain,  One  who  would  take 
the  place  of  Michael.  As  the  young 
minister  drew  his  message  to  a  close, 
he  gave  an  invitation  to  those  who 
did  not  already  know  this  Savior.  With 
tears  streaming  down  her  cheeks, 
Josephine  joined  others  at  the  altar. 
There  she  cried  out  to  God  for  her 
need  until  she  found  victory  that 
flooded  her  heart  with  a  peace  she 
had  never  known. 

As  Josephine  left  the  little  church 
that  night  she  was  no  longer  the 
heartbroken  girl  that  entered  just  an 
hour  before.  Life  seemed  worth  living 
now,  for  she  had  a  peace  of  mind 
that  she  had  never  experienced  be- 
fore. As  she  tripped  home  lightly  to 
her  little  apartment,  every  step 
seemed  to  be  a  little  song  in  her  heart. 
That  night  her  prayer  was  ended 
with  "Dear  God,  may  this  peace  have 
been  Michael's  too  before  he  slipped 
off  into  eternity." 


If  all  who  pray  with  their  lips 
would  learn  how  to  pray  with  their 
hearts  they  would  have  a  better  heart 
experience. 


May,  1945 
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CHRIST  SAVES,  HEALS,  AND 
REGENERATES 

By  MANUEL  TRUJILLO 

(Matt.   14:29,30) 
Beloved  Brethren: 

I  thank  God  in  the  name  of  Christ 
that  He  has  permitted  me  to  write 
you  without  shame,  but  on  the  con- 
trary— with  joy,  because  my  soul  is 
overflowing  as  I  write  the  above  text, 
knowing  that  it  will  reach  lost,  sin- 
benighted  souls.  This  text  which  I 
have  given  is  my  testimony.  I  shall 
give  you  a  brief  explanation  of  why 
I  apply  it  to  my  experience. 
CHRIST  SAVES 

Brethren,  it  has  been  some  time 
since  I  was  invited  to  Pachuca  to  hear 
the  Word  of  God.  I  had  been  invited 
several  times  to  hear  the  blessed  Word 
of  the  Savior,  but  I  was  always  re- 
bellious and  did  not  accept  until  De- 
cember 23,  1938.  God  then  touched  my 
heart  when  I  went  alone  in  search  for 
the  house  of  prayer,  which  was  the 
Church  of  God  in  this  city  (Puebla, 
Mexico) .  Thank  the  Lord  that  while 
the  pastor  and  other  brethren  were 
praying,  I  felt  a  very  strange  feeling 
in  my  heart  which  made  me  want  to 
cry.  I  was  completely  overcome. 
Blessed  be  the  name  of  Jesus!  Since 
that  date  I  have  felt  very  happy.  My 
life  is  not  the  same.  I  do  not  know 
how  the  days  come  and  go,  but  I  do 
all  in  the  name  of  Christ  and  He 
makes  everything  easv  for  me. 
CHRIST  HEALS 

I  suffered  an  infirmity  of  the  scalp 
for  more  than  a  year  to  such  an  extent 
that  I  had  to  shave  my  head  because 
of  boils  which  did  not  permit  the 
growth  of  hair.  It  was  so  bad  that  I 
had  to  use  a  liauid  which  was  so  nau- 
seously filthy  that  I  was  ashamed  to 
take  off  my  hat  before  people.  Even 
the  scent  of  this  liquid  made  me  want 
to  vomit.  But  blessed  be  the  name  of 
the  Lord,  upon  accepting  Christ  as  my 
Savior,  I  was  healed  without  knowing 
how  or  when.  I  only  know  that  I  no 
longer  felt  the  above  mentioned  in- 
firmity. I  thank  God  for  this  demon- 
stration of  His  power  so  great.  I 
should  let  you  know  that  this  was 
not  even  a  week  after  I  had  accepted 
Christ  as  my  Savior.  For  this  I  will 
praise  and  glorify  Him  forever.  Be- 
sides this  infirmity  and  other  trials 
that  we  have  had  in  this  short  time 
we  have  known  the  Lord,  all  my  fam- 
ily was  at  one  time  stricken  with 
sores  on  the  body.  When  we  cried  to 
our  doctor,  who  is  Christ,  and  prayed 
with  all  our  hearts,  all  of  us  were 
healed,  blessed  be  God,  without  hav- 
ing to  call  for  medical  aid,  as  we 
had  previously  done.  On  another  oc- 
casion, my  wife  became  ill  with 
pharyngitis  to  such  an  extent  that 
the  glands  in  her  throat  failed  to  pro- 
duce saliva.  But,  praise  the  Lord, 
again  we  called  for  our  doctor,  Christ, 
who  heals  all.  The  brethren  also 
prayed  and  there  was  a  manifestation 


of  the  infinite  power  of  God  and  my 
wife  was  immediately  healed.  This 
healing  was  so  complete  that  in  a  few 
minutes  she  was  eating  toasted  bread 
with  milk.  For  this  we  can  do  no  less 
than  praise  and  glorify  our  Lord  each 
moment. 

CHRIST  REGENERATES 

Brethren,  I  was  a  hardened,  vicious 
man.  At  the  age  of  eleven,  I  fell  into 
the  clutches  of  drink  and  began  to 
follow  a  life  of  vice,  which  lasted  from 
1904  until  1938,  which  is  a  total  of 
thirty-four  years.  But,  blessed  be  God, 
a  few  days  after  hearing  the  Word 
of  God,  He  began  to  withdraw  me  from 
the  life  of  vice  and  perdition  which 
I  was  living;  and  the  temptation  of 
drink,  which  was  injuring  my  health, 
and  a  cause  of  much  worry  to  my 
family,  completely  disappeared.  My 
previous  life  caused  much  displeasure 
on  the  part  of  my  family.  I  had  mis- 
treated my  children.  They  were  de- 
prived of  the  indispensable  and  nec- 
essary things  of  life,  since  it  is  only 
natural  that  sin  caused  me  to  waste 
my  money.  Because  of  the  terrible 
habit  of  drink,  I  could  not  obtain  my 
health.  My  life  was  in  danger  at  work 
because  of  accidents  and  even  my  job 
was  endangered  because  of  this  vice. 
But  now,  blessed  be  the  Lord,  all  this 
has  disappeared  and  in  my  home  ex- 
ists peace,  tranquility  and  love  in  the 
Lord. 

With  these  demonstrations  of  the 
power  of  our  great  Father,  I  can  not 
hold  my  peace,  and  each  moment  I 
praise  and  glorify  Him  with  all  my 
heart.  Brethren,  after  you  have  read 
this  testimony,  relate  it  to  others  that 
they,  too,  may  know  the  Great  Media- 
tor, our  Savior  Jesus  Christ,  and  that 
they,  too,  may  be  SAVED,  HEALED, 
and  REGENERATED. 


EXPRESSIONS   FROM   OUR 
READERS 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"We  enjoy  the  continued  story  in 

the  Lighted  Pathway  and  we  use  the 

lessons  some,  but  not  all  the  time." — 

Maude  Ellen  Hight,  Coffeeville,  Miss. 

— O— 

"I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. Every  word  of  it  is  food  to  my 
soul.  I  just  don't  see  how  you  could 
make  it  any  better.  I  am  a  group  cap- 
tain of  Y.P.E.  and  I  get  all  my  lessons 
from  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  could 
find  nothing  better. 

"I  enjoy  the  letters  from  our  sol- 
diers and  also  The  Fruit  of  the  Spirit 
has  been  a  real  help  to  me.  For  my 
sake  and  others,  don't  discontinue  any 
of  it." — Mrs.  John  Hacker,  Sunshine, 
Ky. 

— O— 

"I  am  a  member  of  the  Madison 
Heights  Christian  Church,  but  I  have 
used  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  so  many 
of  our  programs  that  others  have  be- 
come interested  and  feel  that  they 
want  it  sent  to  them  too.  I  am  enclos- 
ing    some     subscriptions     for     your 


paper." — Mrs.   Lelia   Stump,   Madison 
Heights,  Va. 

— O— 

"I  am  absolutely  in  favor  of  the 
short  stories  instead  of  the  continued 
one.  They  should  be  interesting  and 
bring  out  some  definite  Christian 
point.  Thank  you  for  this  opportunity. 
I  certainly  enjoy  the  Lighted  Path- 
way."— Thelma  Baker,  Weatherford, 
Tex. 

— O— 

"As  group  captain  of  the  Y.P.E.  I 
want  to  tell  you  that  we  always  use 
the  Bible  lessons  in  our  meetings.  We 
really  enjoy  the  benefit  of  them." — 
Mrs.  H.  Lashley,  New  Verda,  La. 
— O— 

"We  use  your  lessons  and  do  like 
them.  I  think  it  would  be  well  to  dis- 
continue the  continued  story  and  run 
a  short  story  instead."— Vera  Flowers, 
Moultrie,  Ga. 

— O— 

"I  enjoy  reading  the  Bible  lessons 
and  I  use  them  in  our  Y.P.E.  I  would 
be  glad  if  you  would  continue  them, 
for  I  have  found  them  a  great  bless- 
ing to  me.  I  think  the  Lighted  Path- 
way is  a  grand  paper." — Miss  Cable, 
Woodland,  Ala. 

— O— 

"Please  continue  the  continued 
story,  'In  the  Twinkling  of  an  Eye,' 
because  it  is  very  helpful  to  me  and 
many  other  young  people." — Mrs.  Lu- 
cille Patterson,  Anderson,  S.  C. 
— O— 

"I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  for  a  long  time  and  have 
enjoyed  the  different  .  continued 
stories  that  have  been  published.  So 
far  this  one  is  real  good  and  I  hope 
you  will  continue  it." — Mrs.  W.  A. 
Evans,  Johns  Island,  S.  C. 
— O— 

"I  don't  think  it  would  be  best  to 
leave  the  continued  story  out  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  for  I  think  that  is 
what  the  young  people  like  most  about 
the  paper.  That  is  always  the  first 
thing  I  read  when  I  receive  my  Light- 
ed Pathway.  I  look  forward  to  getting 
the  paper,  because  the  story  is  con- 
tinued. Please  give  us  this  good  story." 
— Evelyn  Childers. 

— O— 

I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
the  February  issue  was  especially  good. 
I,  too,  agree  that  the  continued  story 
should  be  discontinued  until  you  have 
more  space,  as  it  is  hard  to  keep  the 
story  on  your  mind  so  far  between 
issues. — Austin  G.  Thompson,  San 
Francisco,  Calif. 

— O— 

We  use  the  Bible  lessons  for  our 
Y.P.E.  service  and  like  them  very  much. 
They  are  a  great  help  and  encourage- 
ment to  us  as  young  people.  I  enjoy 
every  page  of  your  paper  and  I  espe- 
cially like  the  poems.— Mrs.  Maye  Wil- 
son, Hagerstown,  Md. 

I  can  hardly  wait  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  come  each  month.  As  soon 
as  it  comes,  I  read  it  from  cover  to 
cover.  I  enjoy  each  page.  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian and  belong  to  the  Nazarene 
church. — Mrs.  Guy  Lewis,  N.  Baldwin, 
Maine. 
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THE  CALL  TO  EVANGELISM 

By   PAUL   H.   WALKER 

Assistant   General    Overseer,    Northeast 
District 

In  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway 
some  time  ago,  I  was  greatly  impressed 
with  the  Personal  Evangelistic  Page, 
especially  to  know  that  there  is  being 
created  a  youth  movement  in  the 
Church  of  God  with  the  motive  in 
view  of  personal  evangelism.  I  know  of 
no  step  to  be  taken  that  is  more  need- 
ful than  the  step  towards  a  greater 
evangelistic  effort. 

The  call  to  evangelism  is  ringing  out 
everywhere  in  these  last  days,  but  the 
call  can  be  heard  only  by  the  ones 
who  are  dedicated  in  their  hearts  to 
the  service  of  God.  WHY  EVANGELIZE 
IF  WE  DO  NOT  SEE  THE  NEED?  The 
need  can  not  be  realized  unless  we 
are  close  enough  to  God  to  have  some 
idea  of  spiritual  values.  Let  us  exam- 
ine the  scriptural  records  relative  to 
the  need  of  evangelism. 

There  are  these  quotations  that 
cast  some  light  on  the  evangelistic 
need.  "Except  ye  repent  ye  shall  all 
likewise  perish."  "The  wicked  shall  be 
cast  into  HELL  and  all  the  NATIONS 
THAT  FORGET  GOD."  "The  wages  of 
sin  is  death  but  the  gift  of  God  is 
eternal  life."  My,  how  the  youth  of 
this  day  can  find  open  doors  to  bring 
the  gospel  message!  What  is  our  con- 
ception of  a  soul's  worth?  Let  us  get  a 
vision  of  ourselves  lost  forever.  Ap- 
pearing before  the  BLAZING  BAR  OF 
JUSTICE  TO  FACE  THE  CHRIST 
WHO  BLED  AND  DIED  FOR  US,  but 
in  spite  of  that  fact  we  rejected  Him, 
and  we  hear  Him  say,  "DEPART  FROM 
ME,  YE  CURSED,  INTO  EVERLAST- 
ING FIRE  PREPARED  FOR  THE 
DEVIL  AND  HIS  ANGELS."  The  door 
is  forever  closed  against  us  and  we  go 
out  into  outer  darkness.  Think  of  it! 
"OUTER  DARKNESS,  WHERE  THERE 
IS  WEEPING,  WAILING  AND  GNASH- 
ING OF  TEETH."  If  it  were  us  and  we 
had  to  drop  into  a  seething, 
flaming,  yawning,  gapping, 
hot  hell  of  fire  and  fury  we 
would,  when  there,  "WEEP." 
Why?  Because  of  blasted 
hopes,  lost  opportunities 
and  our  neglect.  We  would 
"WAIL"  and  "GNASH  OUR 
TEETH"  because  of  the  tor- 
ments and  tortures  in  the 
regions  of  the  damned.  Yes, 
in  a  place  of  all  fallen  so- 
ciety, fallen  angels  and 
myriads  of  demons. 

Now,  young  people,  let  us 
look  at  the  other  picture  of 
a  tender,  loving,  compas- 
sionate, sympathizing 
Savior  who  came  all  the 
way  from  heaven  and  bled 
and  died  on  a  cruel  cross 
on  Calvary's  hill  that  we 
might  be  redeemed  from 
sin  and  saved  from  the  aw- 


fulness  of  HELL.  My,  how  wonderful 
it  is  to  be  saved  and  feel  His  gentle, 
refreshing  Spirit  in  our  hearts  and 
lives!  Then  after  we  have  surrendered 
to  Him  and  He  has  forgiven  us,  and 
after  the  battles  of  life  are  over  and 
we  have  entered  with  Him  into  His 
eternal  abode,  we  will  be  able  to  walk 
gold-paved  streets,  live  in  an  eternal 
city  where  there  is  no  night,  hear  the 
angels  and  all  the  redeemed  give  Him 
praise  and  glory  and  honor. 

Surely  in  the  light  of  these  un- 
deniable, eternal  facts  we  can  begin 
to  get  some  idea  of  spiritual  values 
and  the  great  need  in  our  day  to  be 
close  enough  to  God  to  HEAR  THE 
CALL  TO  EVANGELISM. 

When  I  was  a  boy  on  the  ranch, 
after  I  had  given  my  heart  to  God,  I 
would  ride  the  range  rounding  up 
stock,  and  while  riding  along  I  would 
look  across  the  wide  open  spaces  and 
see  a  ranch  here  and  there  and  a  bur- 
den would  come  on  my  heart  for  the 
souls  of  these  poor  lost  people.  Tears 
would  stream  down  my  cheeks  and  I 
would  cry  and  pray  aloud,  as  I  went 
riding  along,  that  God  would  use  me 
to  carry  the  message  of  salvation.  The 
CALL  OF  EVANGELISM  came  upon 
me  and  soon  the  blessed  Holy  Ghost 
came  in  to  give  me  power  for  service, 
and  at  the  age  of  seventeen  I  was  in 
the  evangelistic  field.  The  fields  are 
just  as  ripe  today  as  they  were  twenty- 
five  years  ago  and  God  needs  the 
youth  of  the  Church  to  carry  this  mes- 
sage. 

The  "Youth  Personal  Evangelistic 
Union"  has  a  great  field  before  it.  Let 
me  suggest  that  each  union  get  a  list 
of  prospective  converts  or  someone 
and  make  them  an  object  of  prayer. 
Hold  them  up  before  God  each  time 
you  pray,  and  whenever  opportunity 
affords,  talk  to  them  about  the  Lord 
and  the  necessity  of  their  being  saved. 
Then,  if  at  all  possible,  get  them  to 
attend  your  Evangelistic  Union  meet- 
ing, and  in  this  way  you  will  have  an 

OUR  DUTY 


The  great  world's  heart  is  aching,  aching  fiercely  in  the  night, 
And  God  alone  can  heal  it,  and  God  alone  give  light; 

And  the  men  to  bear  that  message,  and  to  speak  the  living  word. 
Are  you  and  I,  my  brothers,  and  the  millions  that  have  heard. 


opportunity  to  get  them  to  the  altar. 
I  would  think  that  the  spirit  of  this 
meeting  would  always  be  evangelistic. 
Whatever  you  study,  it  must  be  re- 
membered that  that  study  revolves 
around  Christ  and  the  cross,  as  it  is 
that  that  makes  the  truth  of  force, 
therefore  the  study  can  always  be 
closed  by  showing  the  goodness  and 
willingness  of  Jesus  to  save,  and  this 
will  have  an  effect  on  the  hearts  of 
the  ones  you  have  prayed  for  and,  no 
doubt,  they  will  be  saved. 

The  Evangelistic  Union  of  Youth 
can  prove  a  great  blessing  in  the  Sun- 
day night  evangelistic  service  by  invit- 
ing people  to  the  altar.  I  am  not  in 
favor  of  trying  to  drag  people  to  the 
altar,  but  I  fear  that  there  is  not 
enough  personal  work  being  done 
through  the  congregation.  I  am  saved 
tonight  because  someone  came  to  me 
and  brought  me  to  the  Lord.  I  doubt 
I  ever  would  have  repented  and  prayed 
through  if  it  had  not  been  for  per- 
sonal workers  helping  me.  When  I 
was  so  convicted  of  sin  until  I  was 
nearly  desperate,  personal  workers 
told  me  how  to  pray,  how  to  find  God. 
It  is  not  proper  to  ask  a  sinner  to  say 
"Glory,"  "Praise  the  Lord,"  etc.,  but  it 
is  proper  to  ask  the  seeking  sinner  to 
say,  "Jesus,  save  me,"  "Lord,  forgive 
me,"  T  surrender  all,"  etc.,  and  by 
encouraging  the  seeker  you  can  do 
more  to  get  him  through  to  God  than 
you  can  by  clapping  your  hands  in 
his  ear  and  shouting  at  him.  He  wants 
to  be  saved  and  his  way  out  is  by  the 
cross,  and  to  go  that  way  he  must  for- 
sake sin  and  sinning  and  believe  that 
God  is  and  that  He  is  a  rewarder  of 
them  that  diligently  seek  Him.  When 
he  gets  the  witness  that  his  sins  are 
gone  it  is  then  time  to  hear  the  praises 
and  glories. 

The     spirit     of     true     evangelism 
chooses    to    work    at    all    times    and 
wherever  the  Lord  opens  the  door.  We 
who  possess  this  spirit  are  willing  to 
take  the  bitter  with  the  sweet.  If  the 
place  in  which  we  work  is 
hard,  we  have  an  all-suf- 
ficient Savior,  and  putting 
our  trust  in  Him  will  always 
reward  us  with  souls. 


Can  we  close  our  eyes  to  duty?  Can  we  fold  our  hands  at  ease, 

While  the  gates  of  night  stand  open  to  the  pathways  of  the  seas? 

Can  we  shut  up  our  compassions?  Can  we  leave  one  prayer  unsaid. 
Till   the   lands  which   hell   has   blasted   have  been   quickened   from 
the  dead? 

We  grope  among  our  trifles  and  our  spirits  fret  and  toss. 

While  above  us  burns  the  vision  of  the  Christ  upon  the  Cross; 

And  the  blood  of  God  is  streaming  from  His  broken  hands  and  side. 
And  the  lips  of  God  are  saying,  "Tell  my  brothers  I  have  died." 

0  voice  of  God,  we  hear  Thee,  above  the  shocks  of  time, 
Thine  echoes  roll  around  us,  and  the  message  is  sublime; 

No  power  of  man  shall  thwart  us,  no  stronghold  shall  dismay, 
When  God  commands  obedience  and  love  has  led  the  way. 

— Canon  Scott. 


OUR  JUNE  ISSUE 

We  are  dedicating  our 
June  issue  to  the  shut-ins. 
If  you  have  shut-in  friends 
in  your  town  or  community, 
perhaps  you  would  like  to 
take  or  send  them  one. 

Our  hospitals  are  full  of 
sick  people.  Let  us  make  a 
special  effort  to  get  this 
paper  to  them. 

Jesus  said,  "I  was  sick  and 
ye  visited  me."  Can  He  say 
that  of  you?  Make  the 
Lighted  Pathway  an  open- 
ing wedge  for  doing  person- 
al work  among  the  sick  in 
hospitals  and  elsewhere. 


MAY,  1945 
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REMINISCENCE 


By  KEN  ANDERSON 


A  LITTLE 
BIT  OF 
SUNSHINE 

for 

MOTHER. 


As  she  sat  there  at  the  window, 
reminiscing,  the  morning  sun  struck 
her  silvering  hair  and  gave  it  the  al- 
lusion of  a  halo.  In  her  lap  was  a 
book,  the  Book,  worn  from  reading 
—  and  from  tears.  Even  now  that 
she  had  lifted  her  eyes  from  it,  she 
stroked  it  with  her  weathered  hands, 

filjZ-,         and  she  could 

VvJy  fee*   ^s  mes" 

jjSsT3""*  sage   at   her 

finger  tips. 

She    was 

thinking  —  of 

him.   It  was 

several  weeks 

now,  eight  (or 

was   it   nine) 

since  he  left. 

It    seemed 

only  that  long 

since  he  had 

received   his   induction   papers.     Now 

there  would  be  no  more  furloughs,  no 

more  seeing  him  until  victory. 

Upon  the  screen  of  her  memory  he 
was  a  boy — kneeling  at  her  knee.  His 
face  was  turned  toward  heaven,  and 
he  was  praying.  She  wondered  if  he 
was  praying  now.  She  wondered  if  he 
had  yet  heeded  her  admonition  to  re- 
turn to  his  childhood  faith.  The  two 
V-mail  letters  she  had  received  since 
he  left  hinted  that  such  might  be  the 
case,  and  yet  she  wondered.  He  had 
strayed  so  far — 

During  a  moment  of  reminiscent 
panorama,  she  watched  him  grow.  He 
was  in  high  school — in  college — and 
now  in  uniform.  Her  boy! 

The  morning  sunlight  played  also 
upon  the  moisture  of  her  eyes,  where 
tears,  like  melted  diamonds,  slowly 
found  the  furrows  of  her  face. 

There  was  a  step  on  the  porch  stairs. 
Through  the  window  she  saw  that  it 
was  the  postman.  Maybe — 

Yes,  there  was  a  letter  from  him! 
She  hurried  back  to  her  chair  lest, 
faint  from  excitement,  she  collapse. 

It  was  a  long  letter,  not  V-mail  this 
time.  And  the  censor  had  made  few, 
if  any,  blots. 

Eagerly,  she  read: 

Somewhere  Overseas 
Dear  Mom, 

I've  been  thinking  much  of  you  these 
past  few  days.  But  we've  been  so  busy 
that  I  haven't  had  a  moment  of  time 
until  now. 

I  think  I  can  honestly  say,  Mom, 
that  you've  been  on  my  mind  con- 
tinually since  I  boarded  ship  at  the 
embarkation  point.  I  was  desperately 
lonesome  at  first,  and  thoughts  of  you 
helped  a  lot. 

I  saw  action  recently,  Mom,  and  just 
before  the  battle,  I  was  thinking  most 
of  you !  I  thought  a  lot  of  things,  Mom. 
I  hardly  know  how  to  write  it,  but  if  I 
stumble  over  some  of  the  words,  well, 
I  know  you'll  understand,  Mom. 

There's  something  terrible  about  the 


first  time  one  hears  the  rumble  of  the 
guns.  It  seems  that  a  cold  icy  hand 
reaches  down  and  pulls  the  heart 
right  out  of  a  fellow  for  a  moment.  It 
wasn't  that  I  was  afraid,  I  want  to  be 
patriotic  and  to  serve  the  good  old 
U.  S.  with  all  I've  got,  but  when  you 
hear  death  actually  barking  at  you, 
like  a  huge,  hungry  monster,  it  isn't 
exactly  pleasant. 

But,  Mom,  above  the  rumble  of  those 
guns,  even  above  the  whine  of  air- 
craft above  me,  I  was  thinking  of  you. 

I  thought  of  my  very  first  memories 
of  you.  Do  you  know  what  that  is? 
The  first  thing  I  can  remember  of  you 
is  that,  with  dad,  you  had  me  kneel 
beside  you  while  you  prayed.  I  remem- 
ber that  I  went  outside  with  Shep  and 
tried  to  make  him  kneel  with  me,  too. 

I  hadn't  thought  much  about  prayer 
since  I  got  into  high  school,  Mom.  I 
didn't  think  there  was  much  of  any 
need  of  it,  but  my  mind  has  been 
changed  now. 

Going  into  battle  is  something  like 
drowning,  I  guess.  Anyway,  one's  mind 
flashes  back  over  the  years,  and  he 
thinks  of  many  things.  At  least  that 
was  my  experience. 

The  very  first  time  I  went  into  ac- 
tion, I  did  a  lot  of  thinking,  Mom.  I 
thought  of  how  you  and  dad  used  to 
pray.  I  thought  that  God  would  help 
you  pay  off  the  mortgage,  and  how 
God  unusually  blessed  the  crops.  I 
thought,  too,  of  how  I  used  to  come 
home  late  at  night  to  hear  you  praying 
alone  in  your  room,  after  dad  had  died 
—praying  for  me,  for  my  life  and  for 
my  soul. 

I  thought  of  things  like  that  while 
waiting  for  the  command  to  advance. 

Well,  to  make  a  long  story  short, 
Mom,  that  thinking  back  over  the 
years  brought  me  to  real  spiritual  ac- 
tion, and  I  gave  my  heart  to  Christ! 
Say,  it's  great,  Mom!  I'm  really  happy 
now,  and  the  future  is  even  a  little 
bright! 

I  wonder  what  would  happen  to  me 
if  I  hadn't  had  those  memories  to 
guide  me.  I  can't  condemn  other  fel- 
lows who  go  into  action  unsaved.  May- 
be they  don't  have  praying  mothers  at 
home.  Maybe  they  can't  think  back 
to  family  altars — and  to  the  prayers 
of  a  mom  like  you  interceding  for  their 
souls. 

War  is  hell,  Mom.  That's  not  blas- 
phemy when  you  hear  it  described 
that  way.  It's  the  truth.  Love  is  a  for- 
gotten word;  hate  rules.  But,  O  Mom, 
it's  heaven  to  have  memories  like  I 
have — memories  of  you,  your  life  and 
your  prayers. 

I  guess  I  don't  need  to  be  ashamed 
to  tell  you  that  I've  got  tears  in  my 
eyes  now.  They're  tears  of  joy,  and  of 
thankfulness,  because  I'm  thinking  of 
you — and  of  the  way  your  life  and  your 
prayers  have  pointed  me  to  Christ. 

Well,  I  can't  take  time  to  write  much 
more.  We're  to  be  ready  for  call  at 
any  time.  They  say  we're  going  to  hit 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


A  POEM  FROM  THE  FRONT 

Dear  Mom — I  write  to  tell  you  I'm 

As  well  as  I  can  be, 

And  got  your  lovely  letter  that 

Was  forwarded  to  me; 

And  as  I  read  it  o'er  and  o'er 

It  gives  me  so  much  joy 

To    write   and    say    I'm    glad    you're 

proud 
Of  every  soldier  boy. 

Dear  Mom — It's  praise  like  that  that 

cheers 
Us  on  each  day  and  night 
And  gives  us  what  it  takes  to  war 
For  what  is  just  and  right; 
And  don't  forget  each  soldier  here 
In  khaki  and  in  blue 
Is  also  proud  to  save  and  serve 
His  flag  and  country  too. 

Dear  Mom — I  know  you  ask  the  Lord 

Each  hour  of  the  day 

To  be  our  guide  and  shield  us  from 

The  peril  of  the  fray; 

And  knowing  this  we  carry  on 

Until  the  war  is  won. 

So  keep  that  smile  you  wore  the  day 

You  said,  "God  bless  you,  Son." 

Dear  Mom — I've  got  to  cut  this  short 

By  saying,  "I'm  just  fine," 

Because  I  hear  the  tramp  of  march 

And  I  must  fall  in  line; 

So  don't  forget  to  tell  the  folk 

To  pray  a  little  more, 

Because  it  takes  the  stuff  that  comes 

From  prayers  to  end  the  war. 

— From  your  loving  soldier  boy. 


It  is  an  easy  thing  for  us  to  say 
what  we  shall  or  will  not  do,  but  the 
best  way  to  find  out  is  to  wait  and  see. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway,  which  you 
publish,  means  so  much  to  so  many 
of  us.  I  have  been  reading  it  regu- 
larly for  four  years.  I  can  sincerely 
say  that  I  have  gained  much  and 
have  truly  enjoyed  reading  it. 

I  have  been  in  Service  since  August, 
1942,  and  am  preparing  to  go  over- 
seas now.  My  wife  and  I  are  both 
Christians.  Pray  that  we  will  teach 
our  little  daughter  to  love  the  Lord. 

Sister  Harrison,  you  are  doing  a 
great  work.  Just  keep  it  up  and  some 
day  you  will  be  wonderfully  paid. — 
Sgt.  Wilbur  T.  Morris. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lord  has  been  so  real  to  me  and 
has  protected  me  from  danger.  I  do 
praise  Him  for  His  merciful  kindness. 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way, especially  the  Boys  in  Service 
Page.  May  God  bless  you  and  your 
good  work  is  my  prayer. 

I  received  a  real  blessing  the  other 
day  while  in  my  trench.  The  power  of 
God  came  on  me  and  what  a  time  I 
did  have.  I  am  happy  in  Jesus  today. 
He  is  the  Pilot  of  my  soul. — Pfc.  Clyde 
Harmon. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  Christian  and  I  am  doing  my 
utmost  to  live  for  God.  I  am  a  soldier 
in  the  U.  S.  Army  and  I  am  on  the 
front  now  in  Italy.  When  I  am  all 
alone  in  my  dugout  at  night,  I  pray 
and  talk  to  God  and  I  can  feel  His 
presence  with  me.  I  am  determined 
to  go  on  and  live  for  God  the  rest  of 
my  life. 

Sometimes  the  way  looks  hard 
when  I  am  so  far  away  from  the  good 
people  to  help  me,  but  they  are  pray- 
ing for  me,  I  know.  I  feel  that  if  it 
wasn't  for  God's  great  help  I  wouldn't 
be  here  today.  Somehow  God  has  pro- 
tected me  from  all  harm,  though  I 
have  been  in  some  close  places. 

I  appreciate  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  is  a  blessing  to  me. — Pfc. 
Buel  Stephens. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway 
and  I  give  out  the  number,  which  is 
sent  to  me,  to  other  boys.  I  am  a  young 
minister  twenty-four  years  old,  and 
at  the  present  time  in  the  Navy. 

I  have  a  sweet  Christian  wife  and 
two  little  boys.  I  long  for  the  close  of 
this  war,  when  I  can  get  my  little 
family  and  go  out  in  evangelistic  work 
for  the  Lord. 

Pray  for  all  of  us  boys  in  the  Service 
that  this  war  will  soon  close,  and  we 
can  return  to  our  families.  Encourag- 
ing letters  will  be  appreciated,  and 
don't  forget  to  pray  for  us. — Burnice 
Heath,  S2|c,  Acorn  48,  Port  Hueneme, 
Calif. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lord  has  come  to  my  rescue 
many  times  when  it  looked  like  the 


end  of  the  road  for  me.  I  praise  Him 
for  His  merciful  kindness  to  me.  The 
road  is  very  hard  here. 

I  appreciate  the  good  encouraging 
letters  I  receive.  They  help  in  a  great 
way.  Thanks  for  sending  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  me.  You  don't  know  how 
much  the  paper  encourages  and  helps 
me.  Just  keep  up  the  good  work.  May 
God  richly  bless  you  in  your  good 
work  is  my  prayer. — Buddy  Thornhill. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  I  assure  you  that  all 
the  boys  who  receive  it  are  pleased 
with  it,  and  will  always  read  it.  I 
hope  v/e  may  continue  to  receive  the 
paper. — Cpl.  Thomas  E.  Lasley. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  this  evening  to  let 
you  know  I  am  thinking  of  you  and 
your  wonderful  little  paper.  I  received 
my  January  paper  last  week  and  read 
it  from  cover  to  cover,  every  word  of 
it,  and  then  I  passed  it  on  to  my 
friends.  I  think  I  shall  keep  track 
of  it  sometime  and  see  how  far  it  does 
go  before  it  is  finally  disposed  of.  I 
believe  it  goes  a  long  way  and  I  sure- 
ly hope  it  helps  others  as  it  does  me. 

Yesterday  I  was  reading  the  paper 
and  the  first  letter  on  the  Boys  in 
Service  Page  was  very  good.  I  looked 
for  the  writer  and  found  that  Roose- 
velt Miller's  name  was  signed.  He  and 
I  grew  up  together  from  little  boys, 
and  are  almost  the  same  age.  It  really 
did  me  good  to  read  his  letter. 

Pray  for  me  and  all  the  boys. — Sgt. 
Vernon  L.  Flowers. 

Dear  Friend- 

Your  letter  came  yesterday  and  I 
was  surely  glad  to  hear  from  you 
again.  My  friends  and  I  all  appreciate 
the  Lighted  Pathway  and  read  it  from 
cover  to  cover. 

We  are  glad  that  you  good  people 
are  holding  us  up  in  prayer,  as  that 
is  what  it  is  going  to  take  to  bring 
peace  on  this  earth  again.  May  God 
bless  you  in  your  work. — Cpl.  Harold 
Wheeler. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

God  has  certainly  blessed  and  cared 
for  me  these  months  I've  been  with 
the  combat  unit  as  a  medic.  Being  so 
far  from  home  and  loved  ones,  also 
our  church,  and  having  very  few  real 
true  Christians  with  you,  it  makes  one 
appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway  more. 

I  accepted  Christ  as  my  personal 
Savior  when  I  was  nine  years  old.  He 
was  wonderful  to  me  as  I  grew  up  and 
even  more  wonderful  now,  for  I  can 
see  that  I  am  nothing  without  Him. ' 

I  will  be  so  happy  when  we  can  all 
return  to  enjoy  the  Y.P.E.  and  church 
services  again.  We  realize  it  is  the 
prayers  of  our  Christian  friends  back 
home  that  has  helped  us  to  go  on  so 
far. 

I   desire   your   prayers   that   I   will 


ever  do  God's  will  and  be  a  faithful 
soldier  of  the  cross. 

May  God  bless  you  and  the  paper 
to  win  many  souls  for  Christ. — Sgt. 
Ralph  E.  Daniel. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  in  receipt  of  your  very  nice  let- 
ter in  answer  to  my  request  as  to  the 
expiration  date  of  my  subscription  to 
the  Lighted  Pathway. 

It  was  very  thoughtful  of  you  and 
your  staff  to  renew  my  subscription, 
and  I  am  more  than  grateful  to  all  for 
this. 

It  is  truly  a  work  of  God  that  you 
are  in,  Sister  Harrison.  It  helps  bring 
hundreds  closer  to  God  each  day,  and 
surely  the  angels  of  heaven  must  re- 
joice over  you  and  this  great  work  and 
task  which  you  and  your  staff  are  per- 
forming. 

I  am  encouraged,  blessed  and  drawn 
closer  to  the  Lord  each  time  I  read  an 
issue  of  the  paper,  and  I  trust  that  I 
shall  be  able  to  obtain  it  so  long  as 
you  and  your  staff  turn  it  off  the 
press. 

I  am  praying  for  its  increased  de- 
mand and  soul  winning  for  the  Lord. 

Again  I  thank  you  so  much,  and 
may  God's  richest  blessings  abide  with 
you  and  your  work  always. — H.  P. 
Ford,  Jr.,  (Staff  Sergeant),  Section 
B-4  OCS  SAACC,  San  Antonio,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  still  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  appreciate  it  very  much. 
I  enjoy  reading  your  message  to  us 
young  people  each  month,  also  the 
continued  stories  and  other  good 
material  that  it  contains  is  a  blessing 
to  me. 

It  has  been  some  time  since  I  last 
wrote  to  you.  I  was  still  in  the  States 
then.  Now  I  am  in  New  Guinea.  I 
have  had  several  new  experiences 
since  being  here.  We  have  dealings 
with  the  natives  (little  black  people) 
here.  A  Christian  friend  here  began  to 
study  the  language  and  to  have  lit- 
tle mission  services  among  the  boys  in 
two  different  places  located  near  here. 
I  began  to  go  with  my  friend  to  the 
services.  I  enjoyed  it,  especially  the 
singing,  though  I  didn't  understand 
much  that  was  said. 

We  also  visited  the  native  villages. 
In  our  experiences  of  travel  to  these 
places  we  walked  in  dense  jungle, 
along  river  beds,  also  walked  a  narrow 
path  up  steep  grades  and  down  again 
around  a  mountain  pass  and  we  waded 
(soldier  style)  across  a  swift  river, 
since  there  was  no  bridge. 

I  was  touched  the  first  time  I  went 
to  one  of  these  villages  to  see  these 
little  people  living  more  like  animals 
than  like  human  beings.  They  are 
God's  creatures  too.  They  also  have  a 
touch  of  civilization  now.  When  we 
stop  to  realize  that  a  generation  or 
two  ago  these  little  bushy-headed  peo- 
ple were  termed  "wild  men"  and  in 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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NORTHEAST  BIBLE  AND  MUSIC  INSTITUTE 
Convenes  June  1 1  to  August  2 

Rev.  Paul  H.  Walker,  Assistant  Gen- 
eral Overseer  of  the  Northeast  district, 
has  become  the  founder  of  the  North- 
east Bible  and  Music  Institute  at 
Somerset,  Pa.,  on  a  forty-acre  campus, 
known  as  the  roof  garden  of  the  Al- 
leghenies,  nature's  own  ideal  grounds. 

Rev.  Frank  W.  Lemons  will  be  the 
principal  of  the  institute.  Brother 
Lemons  is  also  educationally  minded, 
and  is  greatly  interested  in  the  train- 
ing of  the  young  people  everywhere. 
At  the  last  Assembly  he  was  chosen 
as  Editor-in-chief  of  Youth  Literature 
for  the  Church  of  God. 

This  site  at  Somerset,  Pa.,  was 
Rev.  Poul  H.  Walker  chosen  by  a  unanimous  vote  of  the 
Asst.  Gen.  Overseer,  state  overseers  from  Maine  to  North 
Northeast  District  '  Carolina  and  the  decision  was  made 
at  a  special  conference  held  in  Wash- 
ington, D.  C,  January  3,  4,  1945,  officially  called  by  Rev.  Paul  H.  Walker,  Assist- 
ant General  Overseer  of  the  Northeast  District. 


Rev.  Frank  W.  Lemons 

Editor-in-chief    of 
Youth    Literature 


This  camp  is  reported  to  be  the  most  beautiful  and  best  equipped  of  any  in 
the  Church  of  God.  The  forty-acre  campus,  with  its  oaks,  maples,  pines  and 
lawns,  affords  adequate  housing  facilities,  making  it  a  picturesque  site  for  the 
school. 

The  facilities  are  two  large,  well  equipped  dormitories,  modern  rest  rooms, 
showers,  modern  dining  room  and  kitchen,  concession  stand,  camp  cottages  and 
cabins. 

Below  is  the  program  for  the  school  as  outlined  for  this  summer,  1945: 

President Rev.  P.  H.  Walker 

Superintendent  Rev.  F.  W.  Lemons 

Registrar Lourenna  Moreland 

Secretary  and  Treasurer  Rev.  J.  Stewart  Brinsfield 

FACULTY  CURRICULUM 

Rev.  F.  W.  Lemons 1.  Doctrine,  2.  Harmony  of  the  Gospels,  3.  Pauline 

Epistles,  4.  Dispensational  Truth,  Missions 

Rev.  E.  L.  Miller Practical  Psychology,  Personal  Evangelism 

Alva  Mae  McClure Bible  Atlas,  Hurlbut's  Teachers'  Course, 

Paul's  Missionary  Journeys 

Dorothy   (Dobbins)    Dake English,  Church  History,  Elocution 

Rev.  David  L.  Lykens  Parliamentary  Law 

Lillian  Savchenko  Voice 

Mrs.  Richard  Murray  . Piano  Accordion 

Colleen  Huff — Piano 

LeRoy  Carver Music  Instructor,  Choir  Directing,  Sight 

Singing,     Composition,     Rudiments     of 
Music,  Instrumental  Harmony 

Rev.  Ray  Morgan Dean  of  Men 

_ Dean  of  Women 

Mrs.  Ray  Morgan  and  Mrs.  Ella  M.  Harper  Dietitians 


PRICES  FOR  SCHOOL  TERM: 

Registration  Fee  

Tuition     


$  2.00 

.  14.00 

Room  and  Board  ..  40.00 


PRIVATE  LESSONS: 

Primary  Voice  Lesson 

Piano    — 

Advanced  Piano  _ 

Stringed  Instruments 


$56.00  Total 


$1.00 

.75 

.  1.00 

_     .50 


Wind  Instruments  — - —     .50 

Students  will  be  required  to  furnish  their  own  bedding  and  musical  in- 
struments. 

For  further  information  write  to:  Rev.  J.  Stewart  Brinsfield,  Edgewood 
Grove,  Somerset,  Pennsylvania,  or  Rev  Paul  H.  Walker,  2403  Elsinor  Avenue, 
Baltimore  16,  Maryland. 

This  is  subject  to  change. 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

BY  CECIL  TRUESDELL 

Question  1.  What  unpleasant  ex- 
periences did  Sennacherib  have  with 
the  true  God  and  a  false  one? 

Answer:  Sennacherib  was  the  son 
of  Sargon  whom  he  succeeded  as  ruler 
of  Assyria,  704  B.  C. 

His  unpleasant  experience  with  the 
true  God  occurred  when  the  Lord's 
angel  smote  185,000  of  his  soldiers 
with  death  one  night  as  they  slept  in 
their  encampment  outside  besieged 
Jerusalem  (2  Kings  19:35-36).  The 
unpleasant  experience  with  a  false 
god  took  place  when  he  found  Nis- 
roch,  the  idol  of  his  devotion,  unable 
to  save  him  from  the  murder  carried 
out  by  his  two  sons  upon  him  while  he 
worshipped  in  the  idol  temple  (2  Kings 
19:37). 


Question  2.  Was  Joab  related  to 
David? 

Ansiver:  Joab,  David's  commander- 
in-chief,  or  "Captain  of  the  Host" 
was  his  nephew.  Zeruiah,  his  mother, 
was  David's  sister  or  half-sister.  (1 
Chron.  2:13-16;   2  Sam.  2:18;    17:25.) 


Question  3.  What  miraculous  hap- 
pening served  as  a  warning,  at  Beth- 
el, to  Jeroboam,  to  turn  him  back  to 
God? 

Answer:  After  King  Jeroboam  had 
perverted  the  worship  of  God,  a 
prophet  from  Judah  came  by  divine 
inspiration  to  the  altar  at  Bethel 
where  the  king  stood  ready  to  burn 
incense.  At  God's  bidding,  the  prophet 
cried  against  the  altar,  and  declared 
that  it  WGuld  be  rent,  and  its  ashes 
spilled,  after  he  had  predicted  a  fu- 
ture judgment  against  the  false  wor- 
ship and  priests 

Filled  with  rage,  Jeroboam  stretched 
forth  his  arm,  and  ordered  that  the 
prophet  be  seized.  But  the  arm  which 
he  stretched  out  dried  up,  and  he 
could  not  withdraw  it.  Instantly  the 
altar  was  split  and  its  ashes  scattered 
over  the  place.  Terror  stricken,  the 
king  begged  the  prophet  to  appease 
the  wrath  of  God,  and  pray  for  the 
restoration  of  his  withered  member. 
God  heard  the  prayer,  and  the  hand 
was  restored.  However,  this  and  other 
signs  did  not  turn  the  wilful  Jeroboam 
from  a  tragic  end. 


Question  4.  What  son  of  Jacob  be- 
sides Joseph  was  not  named  among 
the  founders  of  the  Tribes  of  Israel? 

Answer:  Frankly,  Jacob  named  all 
his  sons  as  founders  of  the  Tribes 
(Gen.  49:1-28);  but  others  omitted 
certain  ones.  The  three  omitted  (one 
at  each  of  three  different  occasions) 
were  Simeon,  Levi,  and  Dan.  The  first 
two  named  were  to  be  "scattered"  in 
Israel  because  of  their  malice  and 
wickedness  (Gen.  49:5-7).  This  be- 
came true  (Josh.  19:1),  for  Simeon 
had  only  an  inheritance  within  the 
Tribe  of  Judah;  and  Levi  was  the 
priestly  Tribe,  scattered  throughout 
Israel's  twelve  Tribes.  Dan,  whose  fol- 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


National  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  News 


Pictured  above  is  G.  L.  Waters,  state 
superintendent  of  Sunday  Schools  and 
Y.  P.  E.'s  in  South  Carolina.  Brother 
Waters  supervises  the  state  in  which 
the  Sunday  School  is  located  that  has 
held  the  number  one  place  in  the 
Who's  Who  Sunday  School  column 
since  the  very  start.  South  Carolina  is 
well  organized  in  Sunday  School  work 
with  provisions  for  training  teachers, 
boosting  attendance,  securing  finance 
and  the  like.  It  takes  organization  and 
enthusiasm  to  build  large  effective 
Sunday  Schools. 

That  is  not  all  about  South  Carolina 
either,  for  they  now  lead  and  have  for 
years  taken  first  place  in  total  Light- 
ed Pathway  circulation.  Congratula- 
tions to  Brother  Waters  and  his  co- 
workers. Hundreds  of  young  people 
have  been  saved  in  South  Carolina 
since  the  Assembly,  providing  new  life 
to  inspire  others  and  carry  on  the 
work  for  the  Lord  and  His  Church. 
South  Carolina  is  one  of  the  leading 
contenders  for  the  national  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  banners  now  held 
by  North  Carolina,  for  the  A  Group 
of  states. 


$50,000  GOALS 

More  than  one  state  has  set  their 
goal  for  Orphanage  funds  this  year  on 
the  $50,000  mark.  The  majority  of  this 
will  be  raised  through  Young  People's 
and  Sunday  School  departments  of 
the  Church.  For  states  with  approxi- 
mate memberships  of  5,000  to  raise 
$50,000  for  Orphanage  work  means 
near  $10  per  member.  It  will  mean 
magnificent  work — but  the  young  peo- 


WHO'S  WHO 

(SUNDAY  SCHOOLS) 
Here  are  the  ten  leading  Church  of 
God  Sunday  Schools  in  the  nation  in 
average  attendance.  Others  are  work- 
ing to  win  a  place  in  this  column  and 
those  winning  honor  are  trying  to 
climb  higher,  so  watch  for  changes. 

Sunday   School   Average   Attend- 
ance for  February 

Greenville,  S.  C.  693 

Kannapolis,  N.  C.  597 

N.  Cleveland,  Tenn.  398 

Atlanta,  Ga.  348 

Wilmington,  N.  C 266 

E.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  241 

Jacksonville,  Fla.    235 

Hamilton,  Ohio  225 

N.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  221 

Dillon,  S.  C. .221 

WHO'S  WHO 

(Y.  P.  E.'s) 
Recorded  below  are  the  names  of 
the  Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E.'s  whose 
average  attendance  is  200  a  week  or 
above.  For  the  size  church  some  of 
these  figures  are  splendid.  There 
ought  to  be  ten  on  this  list  every 
month.  Come  on,  young  people. 

Y.P.E.   Average   Attendance 

Baxley,  Ga.  327 

Kannapolis,  N.  C.  .300 

N.  Charleston,  S.  C.  - 246 

N.  Cleveland,  Tenn.  226 

Springfield,  N.  C.  215 

Lenoir  City,  Tenn.  ....212 

(Report  not  received  from  Ohio) 

Joe  Little  is  superintendent  of  Sun- 
day Schools  and  Y.  P.  E.'s  in  Georgia. 
(Picture  not  available.)  Brother  Little 
leads  the  young  people  in  a  state  that 
has  held  first  place  in  the  Y.  P.  E.'s 
Who's  Who  column  since  it  was  inaug- 
urated. More  than  that,  Georgia  is  an 
earnest  contender  for  second  place  in 
total  Lighted  Pathway  circulation  and 
in  the  Christian  fight  for  one  or  both 
of  the  national  Group  A  banners. 
Georgia  has  done  outstanding  work 
the  last  few  years  in  supporting  the 
Orphanage  cause  through  the  young 
people's  and  Sunday  School  depart- 
ments— watch  them  this  year. 

pie  and  the  church  and  pastor  all 
working  together  can  do  it.  And  all 
they  do  will  not  be  too  much  for  this 
worthy  cause.  Outstanding  achieve- 
ments in  this  field  will  be  recognized 
on  this  page.  If  every  state  should  es- 
tablish such  a  goal  and  reach  it,  that 
is  $10  per  member,  the  Church  of  God 
would  raise  over  $600,000  for  this  noble 
cause. 


« 


Superintendent  of  Ohio 

Pictured  above  is  Ralph  E.  Williams, 
superintendent  of  Sunday  Schools  and 
Y.  P.  E.'s  in  Ohio.  Though  in  the  B 
Group  of  states  Ohio  has  been  con- 
sistently winning  three  places  on  the 
Sunday  Schools'  Who's  Who  more  than 
any  other  state,  which  shows  good 
Sunday  School  organization  and  work 
for  Brother  Williams  and  his  fellow 
laborers.  The  Buck  Eye  state  expects 
to  be  out  front  again  for  the  national 
banners  in  the  Group  B  states — but 
others  are  working  to  win  too. 

NEWS  FROM  ILLINOIS 

Illinois,  winner  of  both  national 
banners  in  the  Group  C  states  last 
year,  is  again  plunging  forward  and 
taking  new  heights  for  the  Lord.  For 
the  membership  of  churches  in  that 
section  the  folio-  ing  average  Sunday 
School  attendance  is  spectacular: 

Carmi,  111.  263 

Eldorado,  111.  198 

Not  only  are  these  attendance  rec- 
ords eood,  but  their  offerings  are  also 
exceptional. 

E.  St.  Louis,  111.  _$192.51 

Eldorado,  111.  169.13 

YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  ENDEAVOR 
OFFERINGS 

Eldorado,  111.  $401.45 

The  Y.  P.  E.  at  Chauncey,  111.,  had 
offerings  one  month  of  $160.  This  is 
excellent  for  churches  in  Group  C 
states.  It  means  more  than  $500  or 
$1,000  from  some  Y.  P.  E.'s  in  other 
sections.  Thank  you,  Brother  Miles, 
state  superintendent  of  Illinois,  for 
this  good  news. 


M   "Christ  for 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


Program  OutSine 


Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  wil!  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear    this    in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians   who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar    of    prayer    and    accept    Jesus. 

HOW  MAY  I  KNOW  S  AM  A 
CHRISTIAN? 

Scripture  lesson:  1  John  5:1-13. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Once  a  leader  said  to  one  of  his 
young  people,  "Are  you  a  Christian?" 
The  girl  answered,  "I  don't  know.  I 
think  I  am,  but  I  am  not  sure."  Later 
he  asked  another  young  person  and 
received  practically  the  same  answer. 
Both  of  these  young  people  were 
church  members.  Others  said,  "I  am  a 
member  of  the  church,  so  I  suppose 
I  am  a  Christian." 

One  leader  said  recently,  "I  find 
more  young  people  unsettled  on  the 
question  as  to  whether  or  not  they 
are  saved  than  any  other  one  ques- 
tion." 

Paul  says,  "The  love  of  Christ  con- 
straineth  us."  And  Jesus  says,  "If  ye 
love  me,  ye  will  keep  my  command- 
ments." If  we  have  repented  of  our 
sins  and  have  trusted  Jesus  to  save 
us,  we  are  Christians.  We  will  know 
by  the  witness  of  the  Holy  Spirit  in 
our  hearts  and  the  world  will  know 
by  our  lives.  The  true  Christian  has  an 
ideal,  Christ,  and  strives  each  day 
to  be  like  Him.  If  we  are  a  Christian 
we  will  produce  more  and  more  of  the 
fruits  of  a  Christian  life. 

How  can  we  help  young  people  to 
know  if  they  are  really  Christians? 

(Explain  in  your  own  words  that  in 
this  program  we  are  going  to  try  to 
find  out  how  we  may  know  we  are 
saved.  Suggest  that  each  one  pay  close 
attention  and  ask  his  own  heart  the 


question  right  now,  "Am  I  sure  that 
I  am  a  Christian?") 

INNER  EVIDENCES 
Repentance 

The  Bible  teaches  that  the  first  step 
in  becoming  a  Christian  is  to  repent 
of  sin.  The  word,  repentance,  means 
"a  change  of  mind."  There  are  three 
elements  in  repentance:  conviction, 
contrition  and  conversion. 

Conviction  means  that  one  realizes 
that  he  is  a  sinner;  contrition  means 
that  one  is  sorry  for  his  sins,  and  con- 
version means  that  one  turns  away 
from  his  sins  and  accepts  Christ. 

No  one  can  be  saved  unless  he  has 
repented  of  his  sins.  (Read  or  have 
others  prepared  to  read:  Luke  13:3; 
Acts  17:30;  Mark  1:15.) 

If  there  has  been  no  conviction  of 
sin  in  a  life,  and  no  sorrow  for  sin,  and 
no  turning  away  from  sin,  that  soul 
is  still  lost.  Repentance  will  change 
the  conduct,  because  one's  attitude 
toward  sin  and  toward  God  has 
changed. 

Faith 

The  second  step  in  becoming  a 
Christian  is  faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  The  Bible  teaches  that  one 
is  not  saved  when  he  has  repented  of 
sin.  The  gift  of  salvation  comes  when 
that  one  turns  away  from  sin  and 
turns  to  Jesus  and  trusts  Him  to  for- 
give his  sins.  (Read  John  3:36;  John 
3:18;  Mark  16:16.)  (Have  all  quote 
John  3:16.) 

What  does  it  mean  to  "believe  on 
Jesus"?  Faith  is  trust — personal  trust 
in  Jesus.  The  belief  that  makes  one 
a  Christian  is  casting  himself  upon 
Jesus,  the  bending  of  a  heart  to  the 
will  of  Christ;  it  is  taking  Jesus  at  His 
Word,  and  trusting  Him  to  do  that 
which  He  has  promised. 

One  writer  gives  this  definition  of 
a  Christian:  "If  I  know  that  Jesus 
Christ  died  for  me,  and  that  I  am  sor- 
ry for  my  sins  and  that  I  have  trusted 
Him  to  save  my  soul,  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian." The  Bible  gives  two  require- 
ments for  becoming  a  Christian — re- 
pentance and  faith. 

THE   WITNESS   WITHIN 

Some  one  asked  a  young  woman 
how  she  knew  she  was  a  Christian, 
and  she  replied:  "I  know  that  I  am  a 
Christian  because  I  have  repented  of 
my  sins,  I  trusted  and  believed  that 
Jesus  saved  my  soul,  and  there  is 
something  inside  my  heart  that  tells 
me  I  belong  to  Him."  The  Bible  says, 
"The  Spirit  himself  beareth  witness 
with  our  spirit,  that  we  are  the  chil- 
dren of  God." 

OUTER  EVIDENCES 
A  New  Life 

Being  a  Christian  makes  a  differ- 
ence on  the  inside  and  on  the  outside. 
Faith  in  Jesus  Christ  changes  the  life 
of  a  person. 

Paul  tells  us  in  2  Cor.  5:17,  "If  any 
man  be  in  Christ  he  is  a  new  creature: 
old  things  are  passed  away;  behold, 
all  things  are  become  new." 


Ask  these  questions  and  answer 
them  in  your  own  words.  If  a  person 
says  he  is  a  Christian,  but  continues 
to  live  in  the  old  way,  doing  just  as 
he  has  always  done,  with  no  effort 
to  correct  his  faults  and  remedy  his 
ways,  is  he  really  a  Christian?  If  a 
person  claims  to  be  a  Christian,  but 
loves  wrong  rather  than  right  and 
uses  his  influence  to  get  others  to  do 
wrong,  is  he  a  Christian?  If  one  con- 
fesses Christ,  joins  the  church,  and 
is  baptized,  but  goes  right  on  in  the 
old  sinful  life,  does  his  church  mem- 
bership prove  that  he  is  a  Christian? 
1  John  2:3  reads,  "And  hereby  we  do 
know  that  we  know  him,  if  we  keep 
his  commandments."  Will  one  who 
has  become  a  new  creature  try  to 
keep  His  commandments? 

By   Their  Fruits 

Two  people  saw  a  large  tree  in  a 
forest.  One  said  it  was  a  poplar  tree; 
the  other  said  it  was  an  oak.  They 
went  close  up  to  examine  it  and  found 
acorns  under  it.  The  fruit  of  the  tree 
proved  what  it  was. 

A  preacher  said,  "You  cannot  show 
the  roots  of  your  Christian  life,  you 
are  bound  to  show  its  fruits."  If  you 
are  a  Christian  your  character  will 
prove  it,  your  daily  life  will  prove  it. 

MONEY  AND  STS  USE 

Scripture  lesson:  Luke  12:13-21;  15: 
11-19. 

NOTE:  This  is  a  very  needful  sub- 
ject in  these  days  when  everybody  is 
trying  to  get  all  the  money  he  can 
possibly  get,  sometimes  regardless  of 
how  he  gets  it.  The  Bible  says  that, 
"The  love  of  money  is  the  root  of  all 
evil."  If  this  is  true,  then  we  should 
strive  to  get  all  out  of  this  lesson  pos- 
sible, so  that  we  may  understand 
God's  teaching  in  regard  to  the 
money  that  falls  into  our  possession. 

Instead  of  distributing  the  sub- 
topics as  usual,  let  the  speakers  be 
given  the  scripture  references  under 
heading,  "Bible  Readings,"  and  let 
them  study  in  connection  the  lesson 
as  a  whole. 

AVOID  TWO  EXTREMES 
Should  we  be  misers  or  spend- 
thrifts? According  to  the  teachings  of 
Jesus,  what  should  be  our  answer? 
Note  the  attitude  of  our  Lord  toward 
greed  in  Luke  12:15.  What  is  the 
meaning  of  "covetousness"?  How  does 
a  life  lived  wholly  for  gain  oppose  the 
ideal  which  Christ  set  up?  Read  Luke 
15:13  and  note  how  Jesus  character- 
ized the  reckless  spending  of  money. 
Do  you  think  that  our  Lord  con- 
demned the  younger  son  in  the  para- 
ble because  he  "wasted  his  substance 
with  riotous  living"?  What  do  you 
think  is  the  golden  mean  between 
the  excessive  eagerness  to  obtain  and 
possess  money  and  the  opposite  ex- 
treme of  squandering?  How  would  you 
formulate  this  middle  position  in 
the  light  of  the  teachings  of  Scripture, 
especially  the  New  Testament? 
IS  MY  MONEY  MINE? 
"Do   you  own   what   you  possess?" 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  answer  to  this  question  makes  a 
great  difference,  he  declares.  Saying, 
"Yes,  I  own  what  I  possess;  it  is  mine 
to  do  with  as  I  like,"  means  denying 
God  and  His  sovereignty,  and  life 
ceases  to  be  a  partnership  with  the 
Eternal  and  becomes  a  self-centered 
scramble  after  possessions.  Is  this  the 
answer  you  want  to  make  to  the  ques- 
tion? 

WE  ARE  GOD'S  PARTNERS 
Read  Luke  14:33.  A  New  Testament 
scholar  interprets  this  verse  as  fol- 
lows: "The  ties  must  be  broken  which 
a  man  makes  in  his  natural  life  be- 
tween himself  and  his  goods.  He  must 
cease  to  be  owner  of  them  in  his  own 
reckoning  and  become  only  a 
steward."  This  means  that  a  disciple 
of  Christ  must  recognize  that  God  is 
the  owner  of  all  things  and  that  man 
is  a  steward  or  partner  with  God  in 
the  things  which  he  possesses. 

BUDGETING  AND  ACCOUNTING 
"The  first  essential  in  a  satisfactory 
program  of  administration  is  to  make 
a  budget.  A  'budget'  is  what  we  say 
we  are  going  to  do  with  our  income. 
Hence,  making  a  budget  is  simply  a 
matter  of  checking  up  and  classifying 
our  proposed  expenditures."  After 
budgeting  comes  tne  accounting.  "An 
'accounting'  is  the  record  of  what  we 
actually  do  with  our  money."  Study 
and  memorize  the  following  princi- 
ples: (1)  Put  God  and  His  Kingdom 
first.  (2)  Provide  for  the  future.  (3) 
Treat  the  whole  income — what  we 
give,  what  we  save,  and  what  we 
spend — as  a  sacred  trust  to  be  admin- 
istered and  accounted  for  as  anoth- 
er's. What  are  some  things  to  be 
avoided  in  administering  our  steward- 
ships? Do  you  think  that  it  is  the 
purpose  of  a  purchase  rather  than 
the  price  that  determines  whether  it 
is  a  wise  or  foolish  investment?  What 
reasons  can  you  give  for  your  answer? 

WHAT  WE  SHARE 
What  is  true  giving  of  money?  "It  is 
the  unselfish  outpouring  of  oneself  in 
substance.  It  is  tne  voluntary  bestow- 
ing of  one's  own  possessions,  expect- 
ing nothing  in  return.  With  the  gift 
goes  one's  own  self,  a  part  of  one's 
very  self."  Study  and  discuss  the  fol- 
lowing principles  of  giving:  (1)  Giv- 
ing snould  be  worshipful.  (2)  Giving 
should  be  on  a  stewardship  basis.  (3) 
God  should  be  first  in  our  giving.  (4) 
Giving  should  be  systematic.  (5)  Giv- 
ing should  be  proportionate.  What 
proportion  of  our  income  should  we 
give  to  the  Kingdom?  Should  we  give 
a  tenth,  more  than  a  tenth,  or  less 
than  a  tenth?  Why?  (6)  Giving  should 
be  joyous.  * 

BIBLE  READINGS 

A  Rich  Man  That  Failed— Luke  16: 
19-31. 

Paul's  Advice  About  Money — 1  Tim. 
6:17-19. 

Jesus'  Warning  About  Treasure — 
Matt.  6:19-21. 

Give  to  the  Poor— Matt.  6:1-4. 

Jesus'  Advice — Luke  16:1-13. 

Money  and  Those  in  Need — 1  John 
3:17,18. 


PROMISES 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

A  promise  is  a  declaration  made  by 
one  person  to  another  to  do  or  to  re- 
frain from  doing.  When  a  promise  is 
made  we  have  the  right  to  expect  the 
performance  of  the  thing  or  its  non- 
performance according  to  the  nature 
of  the  declaration.  The  Bible  is  full 
from  cover  to  cover  of  the  promises 
of  God  to  man.  The  greatest  of  these 
is  the  promise  of  salvation,  through 
faith.  We  find  it  foretold  way  back 
in  the  Old  Testament  in  the  time  of 
Moses  and  running  on  down  thence 
to  the  final  chapters  of  Revelation. 

PROMISES  OF  GOD 

(a)  To  mankind  from  the  fall,  Gen. 
3:15. 

(b)  To  Noah,  Gen.  8:21,22;  Gen.  9: 
9-11. 

(c)  To  Abraham,  Gen.  13:15,16;  22: 
16-18. 

(d)  To  David,  2  Sam.  11:14. 

If  we  love  Him  and  keep  His  com- 
mandments He  has  promised  us  cer- 
tain rewards.  If  we  believe  in  His  Son, 
He  has  promised  us  eternal  life.  God's 
promises  are  not  like  those  of  man. 
He  never  breaks  them.  If  we  fail  to 
win  the  fulfillment  of  the  promise,  we 
must  search  our  own  hearts  and  lives 
to  find  the  reason. 

PROMISES  OF  CHRIST 
Christ  has  promised  us  so  many 
things  that  space  will  not  permit  our 
giving  chapter  and  verse.  Here  are  a 
lew  of  the  choice  ones.  Matt.  6:33;  11: 
28;  16:18,20;  10:28,29;  28:20;  John 
14:12-14. 

GOD'S  PROMISES  UNBREAKABLE 
AND   PRECIOUS 

Num.  23:19;  Kings  8:56;  2  Peter  1:4. 

Many  a  promise  has  been  made  and 
broken,  but  never  by  our  Lord.  Chris- 
tians are  oftentimes  too  careless  about 
carrying  out  their  promises.  Better 
not  to  make  a  promise  than  to  make 
one  and  break  it. 

Just  as  God  keeps  His  promise  to 
His  children,  the  promise  against  the 
wicked  will  be  carried  oirL 

Promises  to  the  repentant  and  re- 
turning, Isa.  55:1-4;  Jer.  31:34.  No 
matter  how  many  sins  we  have  done 
.in  the  past,  when  we  come  to  Him 
repenting  and  forsaking  we  have  the 
blessed  promise  that  they  will  be  re- 
membered against  us  no  more.  2  Cor. 
7:1. 

God  promises  to  uphold.  Psa.  73:26. 
He.  tells  us  in  Isaiah  to  be  not  dis- 
mayed for  He'll  be  with  us  and  will 
strengthen  us  even  down  to  old  age. 
He  promises  to  carry  us  and  deliver  us. 
We  would  never  make  the  goal  with- 
in our  weak  selves,  but  we  have  One 
who  is  fully  able  to  carry  us  through. 
1  Cor.  12:9. 

PROMISES  OF  TEMPORAL 
BLESSINGS 

Exodus  23:25;  Prov.  3:9,10;  Matt.  6: 
25,26;  Phil.  4:19;  2  Tim.  4:8. 


THE  SECOND  COMING  OF  CHRIST 

(1  Thess.  4:13-18) 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

The  second  coming  of  the  Lord  is 
the  hope  of  the  Church.  This  event  is 
of  such  great  importance  and  its  ap- 
proach is  so  imminent  that  all  who 
"love  his  appearing"  should  carefully 
and  diligently  study  it.  Prophecies  are 
being  fulfilled  so  that  that  glorious 
event  is,  no  doubt,  closer  at  hand  than 
we  think. 

Many  saints  from  the  apostles,  even 
until  now,  eagerly  anticipated,  and 
lovingly  longed  for  the  second  coming 
of  Christ.  Today,  perhaps,  as  never 
before,  multiplied  thousands  of  saints 
are  anticipating  Christ's  imminent 
return. 

In  this  study  we  wish  to  take  up  the 
thoughts:  What  Christ  will  look  for 
and  what  He  will  find  at  His  coming. 
It  is  very  evident  from  the  study  of 
the  Scriptures  that  there  are  funda- 
mental truths  and  characteristics  in 
the  hearts  and  lives  of  men  that  the 
Lord  will  expect  to  find  when  He 
comes.  From  statements  in  the  Word 
we  know  also  that  a  very  opposite  con- 
dition will  prevail.  Let  us  consider 
some  of  these  things. 

HE  WILL  LOOK  FOR  A  PURIFIED 
PEOPLE 

In  1  John  3:2,3  we  read,  "Beloved, 
now  are  we  the  sons  of  God,  and  it 
doth  not  yet  appear  what  we  shall  be: 
but  we  know  that,  when  he  shall  ap- 
pear, we  shall  be  like  him,  for  we 
snail  see  him  as  he  is.  And  every  man 
that  hath  this  hope  in  him  (of  seeing 
Him)  purifieth  himself,  even  as  he  is 
pure." 

The  ancient  Israelite,  in  order  to  be 
prepared  for  the  passing  of  the  death 
angel  that  dreadful  night  in  Egypt, 
must  have  his  hope  centered  in  the 
blood  sprinkled  upon  the  doorposts 
and  lintels.  "And  the  blood  shall  be 
to  you  for  a  token  upon  the  houses 
where  ye  are;  and  when  I  see  the  blood 
I  will  pass  over  you,  and  the  plague 
shall  not  be  upon  you  to  destroy  you, 
when  I  smite  the  land  of  Egypt."  Be- 
hold, the  only  hope  of  our  safety  in  the 
day  of  Christ's  coming  will  be  His 
blood  upon  our  souls. 
HE  WILL  LOOK  FOR  A  FAITHFUL 
PEOPLE 

We  believe  this  means  a  people  full 
of  faith,  and  persevering  in  the  faith. 
Peter  says  that  in  the  last  days  will 
come  scoffers  who  shall  say,  "Where 
is  the  promise  of  his  coming?"  Mat- 
thew warns  of  the  evil  servant  who 
says,  "My  Lord  delayeth  his  coming." 
Jesus  Himself  asks  the  question, 
"When  the  Son  of  man  cometh  will 
he  find  faith  on  the  earth?"  Will 
there  be  faith  on  the  earth?  Will  there 
be  those  believing  that  He  is  coming? 

HE  WILL  LOOK  FOR  A  WATCH- 
FUL PEOPLE 

The  principal  condemnation  pro- 
nounced in  the  Scriptures  in  regard 
to  the  Lord's  return,  is  against  those 
who  say,  "My  Lord  delayeth  his  com- 
ing." Those  who  believe  He  may  come 
at  any  time  believe  also  in  being  pre- 
pared when  He  comes — watching  and 
waiting  "with  your  loins  girded  about, 
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and  your  lights  burning;  and  ye  your- 
selves like  unto  men  that  wait  for 
their  Lord."  It  is  not  enough  to  be- 
lieve that  our  Lord  is  coming  back 
again,  but  it  is  very  important  that 
we  live  in  the  attitude  of  expectancy, 
for  the  fulfillment  of  the  promise,  and 
showing  to  the  world  that  we  are  look- 
ing for  Him.  "Denying  ungodliness 
and  worldly  lusts,  we  should  live  sob- 
erly, righteously,  and  godly,  in  this 
present  world;  looking  for  that  blessed 
hope,  and  the  glorious  appearing  of 
the  great  God  and  our  Savior  Jesus 
Christ."  It  will  be  such  a  company  that 
will  be  ushered  in  to  the  Marriage 
Supper  of  the  Lamb,  at  the  cry,  "Be- 
hold the  bridegroom  cometh!" 

Our  Lord  will  look  for  those  whose 
vision  is  upward.  But  how  many  will 
be  like  the  foolish  virgins,  away  seek- 
ing to  replenish  their  lamps,  when 
they  had  repeated  opportunities  and 
ample  time  to  have  their  lamps 
trimmed  and  burning!  And  in  an  un- 
pected  moment  their  Lord  will  come 
and  they  will  be  shut  out;  or,  like  the 
unfaithful  steward,  taken  unawares 
and  cut  asunder  and  appointed  a  por- 
tion with  the  unbelievers. 


whatever  we  are  doing,  that  we  can- 
not be  pleasing  Him  if  we  are  not 
happy  ourselves." — Christian  Home. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
and  something  should  be  done  about 
it."  But  what  is  being  done  about  it 
in  your  community?  These  girl  moth- 
ers need  help.  Many  of  the  mothers 
who  are  left  have  gone  back  home  to 
parents,  but  thousands  have  no  place 
to  go.  They  must  face  life's  battles 
alone.  If  you  have  the  strength  to  do 
something  about  it  and  do  nothing, 
God  will  hold  you  responsible.  May 
God  bless  everyone  who  will  read  this 
message  and  may  He  make  you  a 
blessing  in  your  community. 


DON'T  BE  DISCOURAGED 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
won't  win  the  tournament,"  said  this 
woman.  "Watch  the  half-hearted  way 
she  comes  up  to  the  catch  and  how 
she  falls  back  whenever  she  loses.  She 
has  not  the  will  to  win." 

Oh,  that  will  to  win!  How  fortunate 
is  the  person  who  can  summon  it  to 
aid  in  that  last  test  of  endurance, 
which  often  is  all  that  is  required  to 
turn  threatened  defeat  into  certain 
victory!  That  will  to  win  which  builds 
upon  its  own  triumphs,  establishing 
such  an  aura  of  achievement  around 
its  possessor  that  all  beholders  aid  by 
their  sure  expectation  that  it  will 
bring  success. 

In  periods  of  general  economic  in- 
clemency, in  times  of  personal  sorrow 
and  strain  it  is  well  to  remember  the 
words  of  Ruskin: 

"God  is  a  kind  Father.  He  sets  us 
all  in  the  places  where  He  wishes  us 
to  be  employed;  and  that  employment 
is  truly  our  Father's  business.  He 
chooses  work  for  every  creature  which 
will  be  delightful  to  them,  if  they  do 
it  simply  and  humbly.  He  gives  us 
always  strength  and  sense  enough  for 
what  He  wants  us  to  do;  if  we  either 
tire  or  puzzle  ourselves,  it  is  our  own 
fault.    And  we  may  always  be  sure, 


REMINISCENCE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

it  rough  one  of  these  days.  Things  are 
shaping  up  rapidly,  and  we  pray  that 
it  won't  be  long  until  this  horrible 
thing  will  be  all  over. 

So  thanks  for  the  memories,  Mom! 
And  remember,  I'll  be  seeing  you! 
Lovingly, 

YOUR  SON. 
—From  S.  S.  Banner. 

REFLECTIONS    OF   THE    MOTHER 
LEFT    BEHIND 

Earl   T.   Golden 

(Dedicated  to  the  anxious  mothers 
waiting  for  the  boys  to  come  home.) 

"Hurry  home,  my  son,"  the  words  re- 
sound on  mother's  ear, 

As  she  thinks  of  little  Johhny  as  a 
school  tot  leaving  home, 

But  now,  grown  up,  he  is  a  soldier 
"over  there," 

He's  past  the  days  when  as  a  young- 
ster he  did  roam. 

"I  hope  my  Johnny's  safe  tonight,  O 

God, 
And  Jesus,  You  remember  as  I  said 

good-bye  to  him, 
Trusting  in  the  Good  Shepherd's  staff 

and  rod, 
He  said,  'I'll  meet  you,  mother  dear, 

either  here  or  over  there.' 

"My    memory    recalls    his    childhood 

days  of  Sunday  School, 
When   as   a   lad   he   listened   to   the 

words  of  Teacher  Brown, 
How  he  stressed  the  meaning  of  the 

Golden  Rule, 
And  how  to  wear  a  smile  is  better 

than  a  frown. 

"And,  O  my  Lord,  I  happily  recall, 
As  penitent  bound  up  to  the  altar  he 

did  go, 
And    the   words   of   Johnny's   prayer 

o'er  near  the  wall, 
As   he   yieldingly   did   consecrate   his 

all. 

"My  heart  is  sad,  but  oh,  the  hope  is 

rich, 
That   I   shall   meet   my   Johnny   boy 

again, 
Maybe  in  a  different  world  than  this, 
When    heaven's    righteousness    shall 

ever  rule  and  reign. 

"And  now,  O  God,  as  in  the  days  of 

yore, 
I  dedicated  Johnny  Boy  to  Thee, 
And,  tonight,  I  say,  go  Thou  before, 
And    lead    him    safely    through    the 

strife  to  victory." 


Adventures  in  the  Land  of  Quiz 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
lowers  turned  to  idols,  is  not  named  in 
Revelation   (7:4-8). 

In  naming  the  princes  to  divide  the 
inheritance  among  the  tribal  families, 
Moses  does  not  specify  the  Tribe  of 
Levi  (Num.  34:13-29,  also  Num.  13:4- 
15).  Neither  does  he  mention  Simeon 
in  his  dying  blessing  (Deut.  33). 


QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  Where  and  when  was  a  dead  man 
restored  to  life  by  touching  the  bones 
of  another  corpse? 

2.  Before  her  marriage  to  Isaac,  was 
Rebekah  related  to  Lot? 

3.  Were  all  the  animals  once  "vege- 
tarians"? 

4.  Were  both  of  Joseph's  sons  born 
before  the  famine  in  Egypt? 


Christ  wept  for  love's  sake  for  the 
wicked  Jews  of  Jerusalem  who  were 
shutting  the  door  against  mercy, 
when  they  themselves  should  have 
been  weeping  for  gratitude  to  Him 
for  His  unmerited  offer  of  such  a 
bounteous  gift. 


BOYS  IN  SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
some  spots  they  still  exist,  therefore 
we  are  made  to  appreciate  the  work 
that  the  missionaries  have  done  here, 
and  we  can  also  picture  some  of  the 
problems  they  faced. 

The  natives  are  friendly  to  us  Amu- 
digans  (as  they  call  us)  and  seem  to 
look  up  to  us.  They  are  good  to  assist 
us  in  the  services  and  also  to  guide 
us  when  going  to  new  places.  "Lotu 
bilog  anadu"  means  Church  of  God. 
Remember  us  in  service. — Pfc.  L.  D. 
Gentry. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  received  your  most  wel- 
come letter  dated  December  14  and 
surely  was  glad  to  hear  from  you.  It 
is  a  lot  of  encouragement  to  receive 
a  letter  like  yours. 

I  would  like  very  much  to  continue 
receiving  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is 
a  big  help  to  me  along  the  way.  I  have 
read  it  from  cover  to  cover  each  issue 
I  have  received.  There  are  others  in 
my  company  who  enjoy  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway  too.  Thanks  for  your 
prayers  for  me.  God  bless  you  and 
your  work. — Pfc.  Roy  C.  McSwain. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  your  greetings  and  wish 
to  thank  you  very  much  for  your  nice 
letter.  In  my  estimation,  that  is  the 
nicest  Christmas  present  a  serviceman 
overseas  could  ask  for.  It  really  did  my 
heart  good  to  know  that  I  have  some- 
one who  thought  of  me  on  this  glori- 
ous day,  besides  my  immediate 
family. 

I  have  just  come  back  from  church 
services.  We  have  a  wonderful  chap- 
lain; I  could  sit  and  listen  to  him  for 
hours. 

I  am  in  combat  now  on  the  front 
lines.  I  am  in  the  Netherland  East 
Indies.  We  have  air  raids  here  nearly 
every  night,  but  they  do  not  do  much 
damage. 

I  always  read  every  word  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  enjoy  it  very 
much.  There  is  some  wonderful  read- 
ing in  it,  and  I  know  anyone  else  who 
is  privileged  to  read  the  paper  thinks 
the  same  thing.  Pray  for  me  and  all 
boys  in  service. — Pfc.  Harold  E.  Laz- 
zell. 
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IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

makes   me   so   savage   I   don't   know 
what  to  do.' 

"Now,  I  was  an  atheist,  and  did  not 
believe  the  Bible.  For  the  last  thirty 
years  (I  am  past  fifty)  I  had  stuck 
to  my  opinions,  and  when  I  heard  men 
talk  religious  trash  I  invariably  ob- 
jected. 

"But  this  seemed  altogether  differ- 
ent. I  tell  you,  for  a  thousand  pounds 
I  couldn't  have  said  a  word.  I  just 
hoped  it  would  all  turn  out  a  dream, 
but  the  further  we  went,  the  more 
certain  it  became  that  we  were  all 
awake,  and  that  by  some  unaccount- 
able visitation  of  Providence  a  num- 
ber of  people  had  suddenly  disap- 
peared in  the  night. 

"The  whole  of  society  was  un- 
hinged; everybody  had  to  do  some- 
body else's  work.  For  instance,  at  the 
terminus,  a  porter  had  been  put  into 
Smith's  stall,  as  the  usual  man  was 
missing.  Cabs  were  not  scarce,  but 
some  of  those  who  drove  them  seemed 
unlicensed  and  new  to  their  work.  The 
shutters  in  some  of  the  shops  were 
up,  and  on  getting  to  my  bank  I  heard 
the  keys  had  only  just  been  found. 

"Everyone  was  silent  and  afraid  lest 
some  great  misfortune  was  coming.  I 
noticed  we  all  seemed  to  mistrust  one 
another,  and  yet  as  each  fresh  clerk, 
turned  up  late,  entered  the  counting- 
room,  a  low  whisper  went  round.  The 
chief  cashier,  as  I  expected,  did  not 
come.  The  newspapers  no  one  cared  to 
look  at;  there  seemed  a  tacit  opinion 
that  they  could  tell  us  nothing. 

"Business  was  at  a  standstill.  I  saw 
that  very  soon.  I  hoped  as  the  day 
wore  on  that  it  would  revive,  but  it 
did  not.  The  clerks  went  off  without 
asking  my  permission,  and  I  was  left 
alone.  I  felt  I  hated  them.  I  did  not 
know  what  to  do.     I  could  not  well 
leave,  else  they  might  say  the  bank 
had   stopped   payment,   and  I   felt  I 
could  not  stay  there.  Business  seemed 
to  have  lost  its  interest,  and  money 
its  value.  I  put  up  the  shut- 
ters myself,   and   at  once 
noticed  what  a  change  had 
come  over  the  city  while  I 
had  been  at  the  bank.  Then 
all  were  trying  to  fill  the 
void  places;  now  it  seemed 
as    if    the    attempt    had 
failed. 

"In  the  city  some  of  the 
streets  had  that  dismal 
Sunday  appearance,  while 
a  few  houses  had  been 
broken  into;  but  in  the 
main  thoroughfares  there 
was  a  dense  mass  of  people, 
hurrying,  it  struck  me,  they 
knew  not  where.  Some 
seemed  dazed,  others  al- 
most mad  with  terror.  At 
the  stations  confusion 
reigned,  and  I  heard  there 
had  been  some  terrible  ac- 
cidents. I  went  into  my 
club,  but  the  waiters  had 
gone  off  without  leave,  and 
one  had  to  help  oneself. 

"As  evening  came  on,  I 
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saw  the  iurid  reflection  of  several 
fires,  but,  horrible  to  say,  no  one 
seemed  to  mind,  and  I  felt  myself  that 
if  the  whole  of  London  were  burnt, 
and  I  with  it,  I  should  not  care.  For 
the  first  time  in  my  life  I  no  longer 
feared  Death:  I  rather  looked  on  him 
as  a  friend. 

"As  the  gas  was  not  lit,  and  dark- 
ness came  down  upon  us,  one  heard 
cries  and  groans.  I  tried  to  light  the 
gas,  but  it  was  not  turned  on.  I  re- 
membered there  was  a  taper  in  the 
writing  room.  I  went  and  lit  it,  but 
of  course,  it  did  not  last  long.  I 
groped  my  way  into  the  dining  room, 
and  helped  myself  to  some  wine,  but 
I  could  not  find  much,  and  what  I 
took  seemed  to  have  no  effect;  and 
when  I  heard  voices,  they  fell  on  me 
as  if  I  were  in  a  dream.  They  were 
talking  of  the  Bible,  though,  and  it 
now  seemed  the  one  book  worth 
thinking  of,  yet  in  our  vast  club  li- 
brary I  doubt  if  I  should  have  found 
a  single  copy. 

"One  said,  'What  haunts  me  are  the 
words  "Watch  therefore."  You  can't 
watch  now.' 

"I  thought  of  my  dinner  party.  Lit- 
tle had  I  imagined  a  week  ago,  when 
I  issued  the  invitations,  how  I  should 
be  passing  the  hour. 

"Suddenly  I  remembered  the  secre- 
tary had  been  a  rengious  fanatic,  and 
I  made  my  way  slowly  to  his  room, 
knocking  over  a  table,  in  my  passage, 
with  glasses  on  it.  It  fell  with  a  crash 
which  sounded  through  the  house,  but 
no  one  noticed  it.  By  the  aid  of  a 
match  I  saw  candles  on  his  writing 
table  and  lit  them.  Yes!  as  I  thought, 
there  was  his  Bible.  It  was  open  as  if 
he  had  been  reading  it  when  called 
away,  and  another  book  I  had  never 
seen  before  lay  alongside  of  it — a  sort 
of  index. 

"The  Bible  was  open  at  Proverbs, 
and  these  verses,  being  marked, 
caught  my  eye: 

"  'Because  I  have  called  and  ye  re- 
fused, I  have  stretched  out  my  hand 
and  no  man  regarded;  I  also  will  laugh 

"IN  A  MOMENT"   (1   Cor.   15:52) 

Quite  suddenly — it  may  be  at  the  turning  of  a  lane. 
Where  I  stand  to  watch  a  skylark  soar  out  from  the  swelling  grain, 
That  the  trump  of  God  shall  thrill  me,  with  its  call  so  loud  and  clear. 
And  I'm  called  away  to  meet  Him,  Whom  of  all  I  hold  most  dear. 

Quite  suddenly — it  may  be  in  His  house  I  bend  my  knee. 
When  the  kingly  voice,  long  hoped  for,  comes  at  last  to  summon  me, 
And  the  fellowship  of  earth-life  that  has  seemed   so  passing  sweet, 
Proves  nothing  but  the  shadow  of  our  meeting  round  His  feet. 

Quite  suddenly — it  may  be  as  I   tread  the  busy  street. 
Strong   to  endure   life's  stress  and  strain,   its  every  call   to   meet, 
That  through  the  roar  of  traffic,  a  trumpet,  silvery  clear. 
Shall  stir  my  startled  senses  and  proclaim  His  coming  near. 

Quite  suddenly— it  may  be  as  I   lie  in  dreamless  sleep, 
God's  gift  to  many  a  sorrowing  heart,  with  no  more  tears  to  weep 
That  a  call  shall  break  my  slumber  and  a  voice  sound  in  my  ear; 
"Rise  up,  my  love,  and  come  away;  behold,  the  Bridegroom's  here." 

■ — Selected. 


at  yOUf  calamity;   I  will  mock  when 
your  fear  cometh.' 

"I  had  never  thought  before  of  God 
laughing — of  God  mocking.  I  had 
fancied  man  alone  did  that.  Man's 
laughing  had  ended  now — I  saw  that 
pretty  plain. 

"I  had  a  hazy  recollection  of  a  verse 
that  spoke  of  men  wanting  the  rocks 
to  fall  on  them;  so  looked  it  up  in  the 
index.  Yes,  there  was  the  word 
'Rock,'  and  some  of  the  passages  were 
marked  with  a  pencil.  One  was  Deut. 
32:15,  'He  forsook  God  which  made 
him,  and  lightly  esteemed  the  Rock 
of  our  salvation.' 

"Perhaps  he  marked  that  passage 
after  he  had  had  a  talk  with  me.  How 
well  I  remember  the  earnestness  with 
which  he  pressed  salvation  upon  me 
that  day — explaining  the  simplicity 
of  trusting  Christ  and  His  blood  for 
pardon — and  assuring  me  that  if  I 
only  yielded  myself  to  the  Lord  I 
should  understand  the  peace  and  joy 
he  talked  about.  But  it  was  no  use. 
I  remember  I  only  chaffed  him,  and 
said  mockingly  that  his  God  was  only 
a  myth,  and  time  would  prove  it,  and 
he  answered, 

"  'Never.  "Heaven  and  earth  shall 
pass  away,  but  my  word  shall  not  pass 
away."  He  may  come  tonight.' 

"I  laughed  and  said,  'What  odds  you 
take?  I  lay  you  long  ones.' 

"Another  passage  marked  was  1 
Samuel  2:2,  'Neither  is  there  any  rock 
like  our  God,'  and  lower  still  'Man 
who  built  his  house  upon  a  rock.'  j 

"I  had  no  need  to  look  that  out.  I 
knew  what  it  referred  to,  and  then  my 
eyes  caught  Matt.  27:51,  'The  earth 
did  quake,  and  the  rocks  rent.'  That 
was  when  Christ  died  to  save  sinners, 
died  to  save  me — and  yet  I  had  striven 
against  Him  all  my  life.  I  could  not 
bear  to  read  more.  I  shut  the  book 
and  got  up.  There  were  some  texts 
hanging  over  the  fireplace: 

"  'Repent  ye  therefore,  and  be  con- 
verted, that  your  sins  may  be  blotted 
out.' — Acts  3:19. 
"  'The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  His  Son 
cleanseth  us  from  all  sin.' 
—1  John  1:7. 

"  'Now  is  the  accepted 
time;  behold,  now  is  the 
day  of  salvation.' — 2  Cor. 
6:2. 

"As  I  turned  to  leave  the 
room  these  caught  my  eye, 
and  I  said,  'Well,  I  have 
been  a  fool.' " 

Tom  Hammond  looked 
up  from  the  little  booklet 
— a  look  of  bewilderment 
was  in  his  eyes,  a  sense 
of  blankness,  almost  of 
stupefaction,  in  his  mind. 
Like  one  who,  half  stunned, 
passes  through  some 
strange  and  wondrous  ex- 
perience, and  slowly  recalls 
every  item  of  that  experi- 
ence as  fuller  consciousness 
returns,  he  went,  mentally, 
slowly  over  the  story  of  the 
little  book. 

"The  versimilitude  of  the 
whole  story  is  little  less 
than   startling,"   he    mut- 
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tered.  His  eyes  dropped  upon  the  book 
again,  and  he  read  the  last  line  aloud, 
"Well,  I  have  been  a  fool." 

Slowly,  meditatively,  he  added,  "And 
I,  with  every  other  otherwise  sane  man 
who  has  been  careless  as  to  whether 
such  things  are  to  be,  am  as  big  a  fool 
as  the  man  in  that  book!" 

He  laid  the  dainty  little  messenger 
down  on  the  table  by  his  bedside.  His 
handling  of  the  book  was  almost  rev- 
erential. Reaching  to  the  electric  lever, 
he  switched  off  the  light.  He  wanted 
to  think,  and  he  could  think  best  in 
the  dark. 

"Of  course,  I  know  historically,"  he 
mused,  "all  the  events  of  the  Christ's 
life,  His  death,  His  resurrection,  and 
— and — well,  there,  I  think,  my  knowl- 
edge ends.  In  a  vague  way  I  have  al- 
ways known  that  the  Bible  said  some- 
thing of  a  great  final  denouement  to 
all  tne  World  Drama — an  award  time 
of  some  kind,  a  millennium  of  per- 
fect:— perfect — well  perfect  everything 
that  is  peaceful  and — Oh,  I  don't  know 
much  about  it,  after  all.  I  am  very 
much  in  a  fog,  I  see,  for  Mrs.  Joyce 
and  that  booklet  both  speak  of  a  re- 
turn of  Cnrist  into  the  air,  whither 
certain  dead  and  certain  living  are 
to  be  caught  up  to  be  with  Him  and 
to  begin  an  eternity  of  bliss." 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  tried  to 
disentangle  his  many  thoughts;  then, 
with  a  weary  little  sigh,  he  gave  up 
the  task,  murmuring,  "I  certainly 
am  not  ready  for  any  such  event.  If 
there  is  to  be  a  hideous  leaving  behind 
of  the  unready,  then  I  should  be  left 
to   all  that  unknown  hideousness." 

A  myriad  of  thoughts  crowded  upon 
his  brain.  He  gave  up,  at  length,  the 
perplexing  attempt  to  think  out  the 
problem,  telling  himself  that  with  the 
coming  of  the  new  day  he  would  be- 
gin a  definite  search  for  the  real  facts 
of  this  great  mystery — the  second 
coming  of  Christ. 

By  an  exercise  of  his  will  he  finally 
settled  himself  to  sleep. 

(To  be  continued) 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  April  Total 

Alabama    7,980 34,192 

Alaska    11  ___ 95 

Arizona    __.       385 2,428 

Arkansas    617  ... -...-4,904 

California   2,897 12,457 

Canada    337 2,673 

Colorado    79 474 

Connecticut    _. 2 174 

Delaware     199 1,620 

Florida  .  3,186  25,976 

Foreign 478 4,341 

Georgia    5,988 45,451 

Idaho    184... 1,731 

Illinois  3,938      29,734 

Indiana   .  993      6,998 

Iowa   .jm&asbtft  417 2,206 

Kansas     I ■':  ' .-"-7109      4,402 

Kentucky  *  5,1*1 ......20,857 

Louisiana    -644 .5,247 

Maine  ......  714 3,684 

Massachusetts  29 247 

Maryland  1,249  ..    11,430 

Michigan 1,777 13,913 

Minnesota     90 716 

Mississippi    ... 1,080 7,622 


Missouri  2,031 13,508 

Montana   193 1,410 

Nebraska    217 ...1,198 

New  Hampshire  42 

New  Jersey 231 1,974 

New  Mexico  273 2,449 

New  York  _.    208. ......1,284 

Nevada       8 124 

North  Carolina  6,395  ...49,622 

North  Dakota  235  .1,737 

Ohio  5,674 37,098 

Oklahoma        590 3,715 

Oregon        190  1,565 

Pennsylvania 1,221 9,331 

Rhode  Island  5 

South  Carolina  ......  10, 101 80,275 

South  Dakota  277 2,273 

Tennessee    4,318 30,175 

Texas     ....2,746 17,222 

Utah    _         2 29 

Virginia    1,815 14,066 

Washington  519 3,608 

Washington,  D.  C. ....  157...        .......1,441 

West  Virginia  3,609....        ...  26,879 

Wisconsin    75 488 

Wyoming    31 469 


Louisiana 4.0( 

Michigan     3.0( 

Washington,  D.  C.  2.K 

Oregon  2.01 

Oklahoma 2.0( 

North  Dakota  2.0( 

Arizona    1.0( 

Delaware    1.0C 

Indiana   1.0( 

Mississippi    : 1.0( 

New  Mexico  1.0C 


$812.2! 


80,340 


545,559. 


LIGHTED    PATHWAYS    FOR   MEN 

IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  eacn  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  March: 

Alabama    $186.50 

Kentucky    118.30 

Illinois   86.11 

Ohio  70.31 

California   64.16 

Texas    53.50 

South  Carolina  34.10 

Missouri  .-_ 34.10 

North  Carolina  29.70 

West  Virginia  28.00 

Georgia 20.20 

Florida     15.00 

Maryland    15.00 

Pennsylvania     13.50 

Virginia 9.00 

Tennessee   8.70 

Arkansas  6.00 


March   Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  th( 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  %l 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  having 
the  money  in  on  time. 

The  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  or 
time  is  the  20th  of  each  month;  foi 
instance,  April  payments  must  be  ir 
by  April  20. 

March   Honor  Roll 

E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
T..-W-  Day,  Jackson,  Miss. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

F.  C.  Crumpton,  Dora,  Ala. 
Edwin     M.     Mortenson,     Columbia 

S.  C. 

Clyde  T.  Perry,  Converse,  S.  C. 

E..  C.  Byrom,  Port  Arthur,  Tex. 
-     NOTE:  Each  of  the  last  four  on  the 
list  .sold    350    papers    and    had    their 
money  in  on  time.  We  feel  that  they 
each  should  receive  recognition. 

Last  month  J.  L.  Barfield,  South 
Greenwood,  S.  O,  was  left  off  the 
honor  roll  list  by  oversight.  We  are 
very  sorry  his  name  was  left  off.  He 
sold  504  papers. 


Many  writers  paint  many  beautiful 
word  pictures  around  Christ  and 
others  say  many  nice  things  about 
Him,  but  only  those  whose  faith  is 
anchored  in  Him  and  His  Word  can 
receive  life  from  Him  to  live  to  His 
praise  and  honor. 


1945   VINDAGUA 

ANNUAL  FOR  B.T.S.  AND  COLLEGE  IS  NOW 
BEING  PUBLISHED 

This  year's  Annual  is  one-half  again  larger  than  last  year's  publi- 
cation. It  will  contain  more  pictures,  more  news,  more  features,  more 
everything.!   But  the  good  part  is  this:  there  is  no  increase  in  price — 

$3.00  $3.00  $3.00 

We  are  offering  a  prize  to  the  state  overseer  who  has  the  most 
annuals  coming  to  his  state  according  to  membership.  We.^are  of- 
fering a  similar  prize  to  the  local  pastor  who  sells  the  most  bfeoks  in 
his  church.  If  you  win,  you  have  your  choice  of  either  a  set  djf  Mat- 
thew Henry's  Commentary,  a  set  of  Clark's  Commentary;  &#  a  $25 
war  bond.  SEND  YOUR  ORDERS  NOW 

Address  all  mail  to  Harold  Cato,  c  o  Bible  Training  School, 
SEVIERVILLE,  TENNESSEE 
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Attend  Summer  School 


S;  ,.«fe 


mk 


Bible  Training  School  and  College 

Sevierville,       -:-       ■:■       Tennessee 


FIRST  SEMESTER 


Registration:  June  4 
Classes:  June  5-Jufy  14 


SECOND  SEMESTER 

Registration:  July  14 
Classes:  July  16- August  18 


High  School 
Subjects 

(Fully  Accredited) 

English  II 

Typing  I 

General   Mathematics 

English  III 

Algebra  I 

Sociology 

Problems  of  Democracy 

English  IV 

American  History 

Algebra  II 

Music 


College  Subjects 


Mathematics 
English  Literature 
Theology 


Logic 

Typing 

Music 


Qa  to-  Bummen,  ScAaal 

and 

Make  tf-aul  yeate  in  ^kiee 


Christian  Workers 

and  Ministerial 

Subjects 

Doctrine 

Personal  Evangelism 

Grammar  I 

Homiletics 

Teacher  Training 

Christian  Evidence 

Bible  Atlas 

Epistles 

Missions 

Sociology 

Problems  of  Democracy 

Logic 

Theology 

Music 


TWELVE  WEEKS'  WORK  COMPLETED  IN  JUST  TEN  WEEKS 

FULL  CREDITS  EARNED  IN  ANY  TWO  SUBJECTS 
CHRISTIAN  TRAINING  IN  A  CHRISTIAN  ENVIRONMENT 


WRITE  FOR  FURTHER  INFORMATION 


THE  END  OF  THE  ROAD 

By  Mary  Livingston  Smith 


I  leave  my  desk,  with  the  busy  cares, 

And  lock  my  office  door, 
And  I  take  a  breath  of  the  fresh,  pure  air, 

As  I'm  out  on  the  street  once  more. 

Now  I  take  a  seat  in  the  city  bus, 

As  the  cars  go  racing  free. 
To  the  end  of  the  road,  I'm  on  my  way 

To  the  end  of  the  road  I'm  on  my  way, 

Along  the  avenue  broad  and  curved, 

With  hedges  along  the  way, 
By  many  a  friendly  house  I  pass, 

With  colors  bright  and  gay. 

Here's  one  with  a  clever  bit  of  fence, 
And  one  that  has  shutters  green; 

Another  with  awnings  of  purple  and  gold, 
The  prettiest  I  have  seen. 

But  here  I  leave  the  crowd  of  men, 

Turn  in  at  the  iron  gate, 
And  up  the  walk  with  a  hurried  step 

I  rush  as  if  'twere  late. 

And  here  in  the  early  twilight, 

As  the  house  comes  in  view, 
The  lights  peep  out  from  the  windows 

In  a  glorious  retinue. 


Up  the  broad  steps  in  a  flurry, 

And  in  at  the  wide  front  door, 
With  handclasps  and  happy  greetings, 

I'm  home  to  rest  once  more. 

And  the  voices  of  the  children 

Ring  out  in  merry  glee, 
"O  daddy,  I  finished  the  boat  I  made; 

I'm  happy  as  I  can  be." 

"  I  had  a  good  violin  lesson, 

My  teacher  is  surely  swell." 
"And,  daddy,  I  got  my  finger  hurt, 

But  now  it  is  getting  well." 

And  the  flames  of  the  fire  are  dancing  bright, 

And  the  crackling  seems  to  say, 
"I'm  glad  that  you're  home  with  us  tonight, 

Glad  that  you're  home  to  stay." 

Then  after  the  evening  meal  is  o'er, 
And  the  prayers  once  more  are  said, 

After  the  five-year-old's  story  time, 
The  children  are  tucked  in  bed. 

Yes,  home  is  the  end  of  the  road  for  me, 
'Tis  the  end  where  my  dreams  come  true, 

Where  fancy  flitters  and  air  castles  rise, 
And  love  gleams  out  anew. 


'Tis  the  end  of  my  planning,  my  thinking,  my 
work, 

'Tis  the  end  which  I  strive  for  each  day; 
And  may  I  deserve  the  joy  that  is  mine 

As  I  journey  along  my  way. 
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of  the  wonderful  music.  Oh,  if  he  could  only  play  a  harp, 
or  a  first  violin!  Then,  he  felt,  he  could  really  add  the 
inspiration  of  his  soul  to  the  music — could  thus  render  a 
service  worthy  of  the  great  composer. 

But  his  little  piccolo — why,  no  one  so  much  as  knew 
he  was  there! 

And  so,  indulging  in  his  discontent,  he  unconsciously 
ceased  playing.  The  offending  piccolo  lay  silent  in  his 
lap.   He  was  lost  in  disconsolate  reflection. 

Suddenly,  with  an  imperious  wave  of  his  baton,  the  great 
conductor  stopped  the  entire  orchestra  in  the  midst  of 
one  of  its  grandest  bursts  of  harmony. 

For  an  instant  there  was  complete  silence — an  instant 
which  seemed  an  age.  Then — "Where  is  the  piccolo?"  the 
conductor  demanded.  "I  cannot  go  on  with  this  number 
without  the  piccolo!" 

The  timid  youth  turned  cold,  then  hot.  His  eyes  swam 
in  a  mist.  The  whole  orchestra  seemed  to  melt  away  as 
he  saw  the  conductor  looking  straight  at  him! 

He  had  been  missed!  The  rendition  of  the  music  was 
marred  because  his  little  piping,  shrill-voiced  piccolo  had 
stopped!  Never  would  he  falter  again,  for  he  had  been 
shown  that,  not  only  the  whole  mighty  orchestra,  but  the 
brilliant  conductor  himself,  were  depending  on  him  to 
play  his  part. 

Dear  ones,  God  still  expects  us  to  play  our  part,  whatever 
may  come  or  go,  and  if  we  have  our  sails  set  right  we 
will  not  fail  Him.  Sometimes  we  cannot  see  very  far  ahead 
and  we  must  walk  by  faith. 

/  ivalk  by  faith  and  not  by  sight — 

/  cannot  see  so  very  far  ahead; 
And  so  His  eyes  search  out  the  way  for  me. 

A  path  He  knows  is  safe  for  me  to  tread, 
A  path  too  narroio  for  the  crowd; 

Yet  tivo  might  walk  there,  closely,  side  by  side, 
As  He  ivill  walk  with  me  from  day  to  day; 

When  shadoios  fall,  He  still  my  steps  will  guide. 

If  you  are  chafing  under  your  affliction,  perhaps  your 
instrument  is  out  of  tune  with  God.  Perhaps  it  never  was 
in  tune.  There  are  so  many  hearts  in  that  condition  today. 
They  are  adding  nothing  to  the  music  of  life.  They  make 
many  discords,  making  it  difficult  for  the  other  musicians 
to  play  correctly.  They  need  the  touch  of  the  Master's 
hand  in  order  to  produce  music  that  will  bless  their  own 
lives  and  the  lives  of  others. 

Grace  Noll  Crowell  says: 

/  have  seen  such  trust  through  deep  distress, 
Such  shining  faith  when  roadioays  have  been  dark, 
Such  valiant  courage  that  the  memories  bless 
My  life  like  music.   I  have  caught  the  spark 
From  that  high  flame  and  held  it  to  my  own 
Small  candle's  wick  until  a  sudden  light, 
Brighter  than  anything  I  yet  have  knoion, 
Kindled,  and  lit  my  way  across  the  night. 

So  for  the  sake  of  others  I  shall  hold 

My  candle  high;  perhaps  it,  too,  may  shed 

A  little  radiant  spark  of  flying  gold 

To  light  some  blacke?ied  ivick  that  long  was  dead. 

God,  from  Thy  central  power  house  on  high, 

Watch  that  no  flame  of  faith  may  ever  die. 

Dear  afflicted  friends,  if  you  could  just  realize  how  much 
your  life  is  counting  when  you  hold  your  candle  high  in 
the  hour  of  suffering  you  would  not  feel  like  the  little  boy 
with  the  piccolo,  that  your  light  was  in  vain  or  too  small 
to  be  noticed.  I  have  heard  people  say  many  times,  on 
leaving  the  bedside  of  a  friend,  "Isn't  it  an  inspiration  to 
visit  her  or  him?"  The  light  that  shines  out  of  a  life  in 
time  of  affliction  is  more  noticeable  than  that  that  shines 
under  ordinary  circumstances. 

Let  me  see  for  a  moment:  As  I  sit  by  your  bedside,  in 
my  imagination  I  see  a  woman  come  into  the  room.  I  hear 
her  say,  "Are  you  comfortable?  Is  there  anything  I  can 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


Dear  Shut-ins:    God  bless  you. 

May  we  come  into  your  sickroom  this  morning  and  bring 
to  you  this  beautiful  bouquet  of  flowers?  We  want  you  to 
know  that  we  are  thinking  of  you  and  praying  that  God 
may  have  His  way  in  your  life.  If  you  are  truly  His  child 
and  He  has  shut  you  in  for  a  season,  perhaps  He  is  calling 
you  to  a  prayer  life.  The  greatest 
[  need  of  the  world  today  is  interces- 
sors. The  people  who  have  health  and 
#1  strength  have  thrust  upon  them  so 
^^S  many  responsibilities  that  few  of 
them  have  the  time  needed  for  real 
intercession.  So  if  God  has  shut  you 
W    Si  in  for  that  purpose,  if  you  have  made 

mL  W       that  complete  consecration,  you  can 

»  gladly  say,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

I  had  a  sister  who  was  an  invalid 
for  twenty-five  years.  I  never  heard 
her  murmur  or  even  ask  the  ques- 
tion, Why  am  I  afflicted?  She  would 
often  close  her  letters  to  me  with 
these  words,  "I  am  praying  for  you." 
I  told  her  that  if  anything  I  might 
do  for  the  Lord  down  through  the  years  amounted  to  any- 
thing, that  she  would  likely  be  given  credit  for  the  largest 
part,  because  of  her  patient  waiting  upon  the  Lord.  She 
knows  now  all  about  it,  for  she  has  gone  on  to  her  reward. 
Are  you  making  the  best  of  your  time  as  you  lie  on  that 
bed  of  affliction,  or  sit  in  that  wheel  chair  day  by  day? 
Ask  yourself  that  question. 

Dr.  E.  Stanley  Jones  tells  of  Chinese  laborers  who,  as 
they  carry  their  heavy  loads,  chant,  "There  are  fools  on 
the  road,"  and  the  men  in  the  rear  reply,  "But  there  are 
stars  in  the  sky."  What  are  you  looking  at  today,  at  the 
pain  and  aches,  the  confinement  to  your  bed  or  chair, 
or  wherever  it  might  be,  or  are  you  looking  up  to  the  One 
who  has  planned  your  life  and  mine  and  saying,  "Thy  will 
be  done"?  If  that  is  God's  will,  it  is  the  sweetest  place  in 
the  world. 

This  morning  before  I  began  this  message  I  went  up- 
stairs and  kneeled  by  my  bedside  and  asked  God  to  direct 
me  in  my  message  to  you.  In  the  ten  o'clock  mail  this 
little  poem  came  to  me.  There  was  nothing  else  in  the 
envelope.  It  has  a  wonderful  message  for  you.  As  soon 
as  I  read  it  I  said,  "Thank  you,  Lord." 

"One  ship  drives  east  and  another  drives  west, 
While  the  self-same  breezes  blow, 
It's  the  set  of  the  sails  and  not  the  gales 
That  bids  them  where  to  go. 

"Like  the  winds  of  the  sea  are  the  ways  of  fate, 
As  we  voyage  along  through  life. 
It's  the  set  of  the  soul  that  decides  the  goal, 
And  not  the  storm  or  the  strife." 

Dear  shut-ins,  how  are  your  sails  set  this  morning?  The 
breezes  of  God's  love  are  blowing  around  you  and  you  are 
responsible  for  the  way  your  little  boat  may  drift.  You 
may  think  your  life  is  not  counting  for  God,  but  just 
as  sure  as  you  live,  if  you  keep  your  eyes  lifted  to  the  stars, 
God  will  use  you. 

A  mighty  orchestra  was  having  its  final  rehearsal  for 
the  grand  concert.  Majestic  harmonies  filled  the  air.  The 
conductor  was  at  his  best  and  was  skillfully  drawing  forth 
from  the  musicians  the  very  finest  effort  of  which  they 
were  capable. 

Far  back  in  the  last  row,  almost  hidden  in  a  corner 
behind  the  other  players,  a  timid-looking  youth  sat  with 
his  piccolo.  He  loved  the  music  with  all  the  soulful  love 
of  a  great  artist.  The  violins  thrilled  him  with  their  sweet- 
ness, the  heavy-stringed  instruments  satisfied  his  sense  of 
grandeur  as  the  mighty  crescendos  rose  in  response  to  the 
conductor's  baton. 

But  his  own  little  piccolo  seemed  meager,  insignificant, 
out  of  place  in  the  midst  of  all  that  sweet  harmony.  Its 
small,  shrill  voice  suddenly  offended  him.  It  seemed  to  add 
neither  sweetness  nor  grandeur  to  the  wealth  and  beauty 


In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"Will  you  come  into  my  workroom, 
Mr.  Hammond?  It  is  a  kind  of  sanctum 
to  me  as  well  as  a  workroom,  and  I 
always  feel  that  I  can  talk  freer 
there  than  anywhere  else." 

It  was  the  Jew,  Abraham  Cohen, 
who  said  these  words.  His  visitor  was 
Tom  Hammond.  It  was  the  morning 
after  Tom  Hammond  had  been  trou- 
bled about  "Long  Odds"  and  its  mys- 
terious subject. 

Jew  and  Gentile  had  had  a  few  mo- 
ments' general  talk  in  the  sitting- 
room  downstairs,  but  Cohen  wanted 
to  see  his  visitor  alone — to  be  where 
nothing  should  interrupt  their  con- 
versation. 

Tom  Hammond's  first  vision  of 
Cohen's  workroom  amazed  him.  As  we 
have  seen  before  the  apartment  was 
a  large  one,  and,  besides  being  a 
workroom,  partook  of  the  character 
of  a  study,  den,  sanctum— anything 
of  that  order  that  best  pleases  the 
reader. 

But  it  was  the  finished  work  which 
chiefly  arrested  the  attention  of  Tom 
Hammond,  and  in  wondering  tones  he 
cried:  "It  is  all  so  exquisitely  wrought 
and  fashioned!  But  what  can  it  be 
for?" 

Cohen  searched  his  visitor's  face 
with  his  deep,  grave  eyes. 

"Will  you  give  me  your  word,  Mr. 
Hammond,"  he  asked,  "that  you  will 
hold  in  strictest  confidence  the  fact 
that  this  work  is  here  in  this  place,  if 
I  tell  you  what  it  is  for?" 

"I  do  give  you  my  word  of  honor, 
Mr.  Cohen."  As  he  spoke,  Tom  Ham- 
mond held  forth  his  hand.  The  Jew 
grasped  the  hand,  there  was  an  ex- 
change of  grips;  then,  as  their  clasp 
parted,  the  Jew  said: 

"I  do  not  wish  to  bind  you  to  any 
secrecy  as  to  the  fact  that  such  work 
as  this  is  being  performed  in  Eng- 
land, but  only  that  you  should  pre- 
serve the  secret  of  the  whereabouts  of 
the  work  and  workers."  With  a  sud- 
den glow  of  pride — it  flashed  in  his 
eyes,  it  rang  in  his  tones — he  cried, 
"This  work  is  for  the  New  Temple!" 

"The  New  Temple?  I  don't  think  I 
quite  understand  you,  Mr.  Cohen. 
Where  is  this  temple  being  built?" 
There  was  amaze  in  Tom  Hammond's 
voice. 

"It  is  not  yet  begun,"  replied  the 
Jew.  "That  is,  the  actual  rearing  has 
not  yet  begun,  though  the  prepara- 
tions are  well  forward.  The  New  Tem- 


ple is  to  be  at  Jerusalem,  Mr.  Ham- 
mond." 

The  ring  of  pride  deepened  in  his 
voice  as  he  went  on:  "There  can  be 
no  other  site  for  the  Temple  of  Jeho- 
vah save  Zion,  the  city  of  our  God, 
beautiful  for  situation,  the  joy  of  the 
whole  earth — the  center  of  the  world, 
Mr.  Hammond." 

As  he  talked,  Tom  Hammond, 
watching  him  intently,  saw  how  the 
soul  of  the  man  and  the  hope  of  the 
true  Israelite  shone  out  of  his  eyes. 

Crossing  the  room  to  where  a  chart 
of  the  world  (on  Mercator's  Projec- 
tion) hung  on  the  wall,  the  Jew  took 
an  inch-marked  straight-edge,  and 
laying  one  end  of  it  on  Barrow  Point, 
Alaska,  he  marked  the  spot  on  the 
straight-edge  where  it  toucned  Jerusa- 
lem. From  Jerusalem  to  Wrangel  Land, 
Siberia,  farthest  east,  he  showed  by 
his  straight-edge  that  practically  he 
got  the  same  measurement  as  when 
from  the  west.  From  Jerusalem  to 
North  Cape,  Scandinavia,  and  from 
Jerusalem  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope, 
he  showed  again  was  each  practically 
the  same  distance. 

"Always,  always,  is  Zion  the  center 
of  the  inhabited  earth!"  he  cried  in 
quiet,  excited  tones.  Moving  quickly 
back  to  Hammond's  side,  he  said,  "Did 
you  ever  think  of  this,  sir,  that  prac- 
tically speaking,  all  tne  nations  west 
of  Jerusalem  (those  of  Europe)  write 
from  west  to  east — that  is,  towards  the 
city  of  our  God;  whilst  all  the  Asiatic 
races  (those  east  of  Zion)  write  from 
east  to  west — just  the  opposite — but 
always  towards  Zion?  No,  no,  sir; 
there  can  be  no  other  place  on  earth 
for  the  New  Temple  of  Jehovah  save 
Jerusalem.  Read  Ezekiel,  from  the 
fortieth  chapter,  sir,  and  you  will  see 
how  glorious  a  temple  Jehovah  is  to 
have  soon.  'Show  the  house  to  the 
people  of  Israel,'  God  said  in  vision  to 
His  prophet,  'and  let  them  build  it 
after  the  sum,  the  pattern  which  I 
show  you.'  And  that,  sir,  is  what  we 
are  doing." 

"Who  are  the  we  who  are  doing 
this?"  Tom  Hammond's  face  was  as 
full  of  wonder  as  his  voice.  "Who," 
he  continued,  "makes  the  plans,  gives 
the  orders,  finds  the  funds?" 

"Wealthy,  patriotic  men  of  our  peo- 
ple, sir.  We  as  a  race  are  learning 
that  soon  the  Messiah  will  come,  and 
we  are  proving  our  belief  by  preparing 
for  the  house  of  our  God.  Italian  Jews 
all  over  Italy  are  carving  the  richest 
marbles;  wrought  iron,  wondrous 
works  in  metal,  gold  and  silver  orna- 
ments, cornices,  chapiters,  bells  for 
the  high  priest's  robes,  and  a  myriad 
other  things  are  being  prepared;  so 
that  the  moment  the  last  restriction 
on  our  land — the  land  of  our  fathers, 
the  land  which  Jehovah  gave  unto  our 
forefather  Abraham,  saying,  'Your 
seed  shall  possess  it'— is  removed,  we 
shall  begin  to  ship  the  several  pre- 
pared parts  of  the  temple  to  Palestine, 
as   the   Gentiles  term  our   land." 

A  curious  little  smile  flittered  over 
his  face  as  he  added: 

"The  very  march  of  modern  times 
in  the  East,  Mr.  Hammond,  is  all  help- 


ing to  make  the  consummation  of  our 
work  more  easy.  The  new  railways  laid 
from  the  coast  to  Jerusalem  are  surely 
part  of  the  providence  of  our  God. 
When  Messiah  comes,  sir,  we  shall  be 
waiting  ready  for  Him,  I  trust." 

"But  do  you  not  know,"  Tom  Ham- 
mond interrupted,  "that  according  to 
every  record  of  history  as  well  as  the 
New  Testament,  all  Christendom  has 
believed,  for  all  the  ages  since,  that 
the  Messiah  came  nearly  two  thou- 
sand years  ago?" 

"The  Nazarene?" 

There  was  as  much  or  more  of  pity 
than  scorn  in  the  voice  of  the  Jew 
as  he  uttered  the  word. 

"How  could  He  be  the  Messiah,  sir?" 
he  went  on.  "Could  any  good  thing 
come  out  of  Nazareth?  Besides,  our 
Messiah  is  to  redeem  Israel,  to  deliver 
them  from  the  hand  of  the  oppressor, 
and  to  gather  again  into  one  nation 
all  our  scattered  race.  No,  no!  a  thou- 
sand times  No!  The  Nazarene  could 
not  be  our  Messiah!" 

Turning  quickly  to  Hammond,  he 
asked,  "Are  you  a  Christian,  sir?" 

For  a  moment  Tom  Hammond  was 
startled  by  the  suddenness,  the  def- 
initeness,  of  the  question.  He  found  no 
immediate  word  of  reply. 

"You  are  a  Gentile,  of  course,  Mr. 
Hammond,"  the  Jew  went  on,  "but 
are  you  a  Christian?  For  it  is  a  curious 
fact  that  I  find  very  few  Gentiles 
whom  I  have  met,  even  professed 
Christians,  and  fewer  still  who  ever 
pretend  to  live  up  to  their  profession." 

Tom  Hammond  recovered  himself 
sufficiently  to  say:  "Yes,  I  am  a  Gen- 
tile, of  course,  and  I  suppose  I  am — 
er — " 

It  struck  him,  as  he  floundered  in 
the  second  half  of  his  reply,  as  being 
very  extraordinary  that  he  should  find 
it  difficult  to  state  why  he  supposed  he 
was  a  Christian.  While  he  hesitated 
the  Jew  went  on: 

"Why  should  you  say  you  suppose, 
sir?  Is  there  nothing  distinctive 
enough  about  the  possession  of  Chris- 
( Continued  on  page  17) 
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Children's  Paee 


Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

We  were  sorry  to  have  to  take  your 
page  last  month,  but  we  are  sure  you 
enjoyed  the  beautiful  poems  about 
Daddy  on  that  page.  This  month  we 
are  giving  you  a  story  about  a  little 
piece  of  clay.  This  story  we  are  using 
to  show  how  you  are  just  a  little  lump 
of  clay  in  the  Master's  hands  and  as 
you  give  yourself  over  to  Him  He  will 
mould  you  into  a  beautiful  vessel  meet 
for  the  Master's  use.  How  about  your 
saying,  "Here,  Jesus,  I  am  giving  my- 
self to  you,  just  to  use  in  your  vine- 
yard somewhere?"  Ask  Him  to  lead 
you  and  guide  you.  He  says,  "I  will 
guide  you  with  mine  eye." 

We  can  publish  only  a  few  of  the 
names  of  the  Happy  Home  Circle 
members  this  time. 

The  names  of  children  who  have 
joined  the  Happy  Home  Circle: 

Lillie  Dee  Miller,  Jim,  W.  Va. 

Joann  Pilcher,  Box  212,  Shannon, 
Ga. 

Joan  Bost,  Box  379,  Landis,  N.  C. 

Carl  Hoel,  Parrott,  Va. 

Vita  Jean  Holt,  Rt.  3,  Newport,  Tenn. 

Margaret  Stephens,  Box  212,  Shan- 
non, Ga. 

Peggy  Rainwater,  Box  641,  Sham- 
rock  Tgx 

Elizabeth  Pratt,  1106  Olive  St.,  De- 
catur, Ala. 

Rosemary  Pratt,  1106  Olive  St.,  De- 
catur, Ala. 

Mable  Mills,  Rt.  1,  Box  201,  Sumner, 
Wash. 

THE  LUMP  OF  CLAY 

Ruth  C.  Uebelle 

Down  deep  in  the  earth,  buried 
beneath  sod  and  weeds,  lay  a  lump  of 
clay.  Many  centuries  had  he  lain  there, 
very  content  with  his  lowly  life,  be- 
cause he  knew  no  other  existence.  He 
chatted  often  with  his  brothers  and 
sisters  who  lay  near  him,  and  thus  the 
time  passed  pleasantly. 

One  warm  summer  day  the  earth  by 
his  side  was  rudely  disturbed  when  a 
big  shovel  came  down  and  scooped  up 
many  of  his  friends  and  relatives, 
throwing  them  into  a  big  truck.  He 
heard  voices  talking;  and  although  he 
could  not  hear  all  that  was  said,  he 
understood  enough  to  know  that  men 
were  taking  his  companions  to  a  fac- 
tory, where  they  would  be  made  into 
pottery  and  adorned  fit  for  a  king's 
palace.  Ah,  thought  he,  perhaps  they'll 
be  taking  me  next,  and  I  shall  have  a 
chance  to  see  what  this  great  outside 
world  looks  like.  I  can  partially  see  it 
from  where  I  lie,  and  I  had  no  idea  it 
was  so  beautiful.  But  although  the 
men  continued  working  for  some  time, 
in  some  way  or  other  he  was  missed, 
and  when  the  big  truck  drove  away 
with  his  companions,  he  was  left  be- 
hind. 

Great  indeed,  then,  was  his  loneli- 


ness. True,  there  were  other  lumps  of 
clay  near  by,  but  they  were  strangers 
to  him,  and  he  felt  a  little  shy  about 
starting  a  conversation.  Instead,  he 
fretted  to  himself,  "Here  am  I  down  in 
the  ground  in  this  damp  place.  Why 
could  not  I  have  been  taken  out,  too, 
and  given  the  opportunity  to  see  the 
world?  I  am  sure  that  if  given  a 
chance  I  should  make  something  very 
beautiful,  and  who  knows  but  that  a 
king  might  buy  me  and  place  me  in 
his  palace  for  everyone  to  admire.  Ah, 
that  would  be  the  life." 

A  week  passed  by.  One  afternoon  the 
big  truck  drove  up  again,  and  joy  of 
joys,  this  time  he  was  lifted  with  many 
other  lumps  of  clay  and  thrown  into 
the  truck.  He  was  a  little  displeased 
with  the  careless  way  in  which  he  was 
tossed  and  jostled  about,  for  it  did  not 
seem  befitting  to  his  dignity,  but  he 
was  too  much  interested  in  his  new 
surroundings  to  think  about  the  mat- 
ter long.  Soon  they  arrived  at  the  fac- 
tory where  the  tedious  process  of 
making  him  into  a  beautiful  vase  was 
begun. 

First  he  was  broken  into  very  fine 
pieces  and  mashed  until  he  became 
the  consistency  of  thick  cream.  That 
hurt  him  somewhat,  but  he  bore  the 
pain  in  silence.  He  was  next  run 
through  a  set  of  silk-lined  sieves  and 
diluted  with  water.  After  that  he  was 
mixed  with  a  kind  of  powder  in  order 
that  he  might  be  stronger  and  less 
likely  to  break.  He  did  not  consider 
that  point  however,  but  only  thought 
that  he  was  being  insulted  by  having 
to  associate  with  flint  power.  After  be- 
ing thoroughly  mixed  the  whole  was 
forced  into  a  press  lined  with  cloth, 
where  the  water  was  allowed  to  escape, 
leaving  the  clay  an  elastic  mass.  Sure- 
ly, surely  now,  he  thought,  I  am  ready 
to  be  made  into  a  vase.  But  no,  he  was 
sent  to  a  damp  cellar  where  dis- 
integration rendered  the  grain  still 
finer.  During  the  weeks  in  the  dark- 
ness he  found  much  time  to  complain 
over  his  condition.  "I  might  as  well 
have  stayed  where  I  was,"  he  grum- 
bled. "It  was  no  darker  in  the  ground 
than  it  is  here,  and  there  I  was  not 
mashed  and  broken  as  I  am  now.  I  do 
not  believe  I  shall  ever  be  made  into  a 
vase  or  have  the  chance  to  travel  and 
see  things." 

Within  a  few  weeks  he  was  taken 
from  his  cellar  to  the  outer  world 
again.  "They  have  recognized  my 
worth  at  last,"  he  exulted,  "and  I  shall 
yet  be  made  into  a  beautiful  vase  at 
which  people  will  gaze."  Still,  however, 
he  was  not  ready  for  the  finishing  pro- 
cess. The  potter  took  him  through '  a 
"slapping"  or  "wedging"  process.  He 
was  pounded  and  kneaded  until  there 
was  no  breath  left  in  his  body.  The 
pain  hurt  him  terribly;  he  was  sore  all 
over.  How  I  wish  I  had  remained 
where    I  was,  he  thought;     I  was  not 


bruised  and  beaten  there.  When  the 
wedging  was  completed,  the  potter 
threw  him  on  the  wheel  and  he  could 
feel  himself  being  shaped  into  the  vase 
he  longed  to  be.  When  the  master's 
hand  had  completed  the  task,  he  was 
detached  and  set  aside  to  dry.  "Fin- 
ished at  last,"  he  breathed  to  himself, 
but  it  was  not  so.  Soon  he  was  taken 
to  a  lathe  to  be  polished.  The  polish- 
ing hurt  him  even  more  than  the 
wedging  had,  and  he  had  not  strength 
enough  left  to  complain.  Again  he  was 
set  aside  to  dry.  Then  back  once  more 
to  the  lathe  to  be  burnished.  After- 
wards he  was  put  into  the  kiln  for  the 
necessary  firing.  This  experience,  he 
felt,  was  the  worst  one  yet.  "I  cannot 
stand  this  fire  and  heat,"  he  cried. 
"Oh,  take  me  out.  It  would  be  better  if 
I  had  never  come.  I  cannot,  cannot 
stand  it."  But  the  potter  knew  how 
much  he  could  stand,  and  he  was  al- 
lowed to  remain  until  the  master  had 
said  it  was  enough.  The  heat  was 
withdrawn,  and  he  was  permitted  to 
cool  gradually.  Finally  he  was  taken 
out  and  turned  over  to  the  artist  to  be 
decorated  in  lovely  pale  colors. 

At  last  he  was  really  completed;  his 
hopes  and  desires  were  attained.  He 
was  soon  sent  to  an  exhibit  in  a  large 
city.  There  he  was  gazed  upon  to  his 
heart's  desire.  Admirers  were  con- 
stantly near  him,  and  he  knew  that 
many  desired  him  for  their  own. 

When  the  exhibit  was  over,  he  went 
with  others  to  a  boat  and  traveled 
across  the  sea.  Finally  his  long- 
cherished  dream  came  true,  and  he 
did  indeed  find  himself  in  a  king's 
palace.  Now  was  he  glad,  glad  that  he 
had  submitted  to  an  ordeal  which, 
while  very  painful  at  the  time,  had 
perfected  him  so  that  he  could  stand 
without  a  flaw,  the  admiration  of  all 
who  saw  him.  "What  if,"  he  said  to 
himself,  "the  potter  had  heeded  me 
and  taken  me  out  when  I  complained 
because  the  method  was  too  painful. 
I  should  not  now  be  adorning  a  king's 
palace  but  should  have  been  thrown 
out  as  refuse,  or  at  best  should  ha  /e 
been  fit  only  for  a  place  of  low  degree. 
I  thank  thee,  master,  because  thou 
didst  bring  me  to  completion." 

We,  too,  are  but  lumps  of  clay  which 
the  heavenly  Master  is  seeking  to  per- 
fect through  these  light  afflictions. 
Ofttimes  when  we  are  being  shaped  or 
polished  by  the  lathe,  or  perchance 
thrown  into  the  crucible  of  fire,  the 
experience  seems  more  than  we  can 
bear.  Never  fear;  He  knows  how  much 
we  can  endure  and  when  to  say,  "It  is 
enough."  Only  let  Him  have  His  way 
and  He  will  see  that  the  work  is  per- 
fected. Then,  when  we  are  found  in 
the  palace  of  the  heavenly  King,  we 
shall  be  glad  that  He  brought  us  to 
completion. 


V-E  Day  has  come  and  there  will 
be  thousands  of  our  boys  in  hospitals. 
They  will  need  comfort  and  help.  Will 
you  please  send  us  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  hospitals  where  we  may 
send  the  June  issue,  which  is  dedicat- 
ed to  shut-ins  everywhere?  Please  help 
us  to  place  them  where  they  will  do 
the  most  good. — Alda  B.  Harrison. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


HAPPY  HOME  (IHCLE  ( 


Dedicated  to 
Shut-in    Mothers 


> 


NOTE:  Many  mothers  are  shut  in 
with  sick  children.  We  hope  these  sug- 
gestions will  help. 

FOR  THE  CHILD   WHO   IS 
GETTING  WELL 

By  Jennie  E.   Stewart 

When  little  sister  was  getting  well 
from  a  serious  illness,  it  was  hard  to 
keep  her  eager  little  fingers  busy  with- 
out overtaxing  her  feeble  strength.  We 
thought  best  for  her  to  play  by  herself 
as  much  as  possible  to  avoid  overstim- 
ulation while  she  was  weak. 

Father  brought  home  two  penny 
dolls  dressed  as  brother  and  sister. 
They  were  four  inches  tall,  all  in  one 
piece,  and  would  stand  erect  without 
support.  The  baby  was  delighted  with 
them.  They  were  so  light  in  her  little 
fingers. 

She  wanted  to  play  Sunday  School 
with  her  dollies,  so  we  bought  another 
ten,  in  different  colored  costumes. 
With  a  small  bed  table  set  across  her 
thin  little  body  she  could  stand  these 
dollies  in  a  circle,  tell  them  her  Sun- 
day School  stories,  go  through  the 
songs  and  exercises  she  had  learned  at 
Sunday  School,  and  welcome  and  dis- 
miss them  in  the  words  she  loved  so 
much. 

She  arranged  them  around  a  little 
cardboard  table  for  meals,     and     she 


heard  their  bedtime  prayers  before  she 
tucked  them,  four  in  a  bed,  in  the  lit- 
tle paper  cradles  we  made  for  her. 
Sometimes  she  placed  them  all  in  a 
row  on  her  pillow  and  went  to  sleep 
contentedly  beside  them.  With  her  lit- 
tle bed  table  she  could  rest  any  time 
she  tried,  without  calling  for  assist- 
ance, and  we  often  found  her  asleep 
with  the  dollies  standing  on  the  table 
over  her. 

When  she  was  well  again  we  washed 
the  dollies  in  soap  and  water,  scalded 
them  and  put  them  away  to  wait  till 
she  had  some  slight  illness  which  the 
doctor  thought  needed  rest  in  bed. 
Then  they  were  brought  out — a  de- 
lightful novelty  once  more.  I  do  not 
know  of  anything  that  cost  only  twelve 
cents  that  could  possibly  give  a  sick 
child  more  pleasure  while  she  is  sick 
and  weak. 

A  BOOK  OF  LEAVES 

By  Lucille  Hamilton 
Children  are  always  interested  to 
know  that  the  pages  of  a  book  are 
called  leaves.  Each  leaf  or  page  has 
two  sides,  just  as  leaves  on  bushes  and 
trees  have  two  sides. 

The  leaves  of  a  book  are  usually  of 
the  same  length  and  width,  while  the 
leaves  of  a  tree  or  a  plant  may  be 
quite  unlike  in  size,    at    least.    Some- 


times they  will  be  different  in  shape. 

Children  soon  discover  that  leaves 
on  different  trees  and  plants  are  so 
different  from  each  other  that  we  can 
tell  by  looking  at  them  what  sort  of  a 
tree  or  bush  each  leaf  comes  off  of. 
There  are  maple  leaves,  oak,  elm, 
apple,  geranium  leaves,  leaves  from 
the  ivy  on  the  house,  or  from  the  lilies 
of  the  valley  growing  in  the  shade  of 
the  porch. 

Sometimes  the  children  will  bring  us 
leaves  which  we  can  not  identify.  In 
that  case,  we  will  all  make  a  happy 
game  of  finding  out  what  kind  of  a 
leaf  this  new  acquaintance  is. 

But  to  go  back  to  our  "Book  of 
Leaves."  We  will  need  to  have  a  book 
made  of  stout,  plain  paper  stitched  to- 
gether so  we  can  turn  the  leaves  over. 
The  children  will  have  a  grand  time 
gathering  leaves  of  different  kinds, 
laying  them  smoothly  upon  the  paper 
page,  and  outlining  them  carefully 
and  firmly  with  a  fairly  well-sharp- 
ened lead  pencil.  Each  leaf  should 
have  its  own  stem  of  proper  length. 

Then  a  little  observation  will  show 
what  sort  of  veins  that  leaf  has  — 
whether  there  is  just  one  vein  or  mid- 
rib through  the  middle,  or  whether 
there  is  a  palmate  rib  which  branches 
out  as  in  the  maple  leaf.  Then  the 
child  can  sketch  in  the  proper  kind  of 
a  rib  or  vein  and  print  the  name  of 
that  leaf  under  it.  The  printing  should 
be  done  very  neatly. 

Before  long,  the  boy  or  girl  will  learn 
to  recognize  many  different  kinds  of 
beautiful  leaves,  and  to  name  them. 


KITCHEN    PRAYER 

By   MARGARET   H.    SIMENDINGER 

They've  gone  to  church,  God.  Daddy,  Donald  and  Neil  with  their  ears  still 
pink  from  the  washing  I  gave  them.  Neil  says  his  collar  is  too  stiffly  starched. 
Forgive  him  if  he  fidgets,  God — he  is  so  little.   You  understand. 

I  couldn't  go.  The  baby  is  too  tiny.  You  understand  that,  too,  don't  you,  God? 
She  is  sleeping  now.  I  can  see  one  soft  little  cheek  and  a  fuzz  of  doiony  hair 
as  she  cuddles,  warm  and  sweet-scented,  in  her  basket. 

The  peas  are  bubbling  in  the  pot.  The  potatoes  are  chuckling.  The  kitchen 
is  fragrant  ivith  roasting  chicken.  There  are  so  many  things  I  ivant  to  tell  you, 
God.   So  many  things  I  zoant  to  thank  you  for. 

For  my  children.  My  noisy,  fun-loving ,  dirty-faced,  door-slamming  little  boys. 
Such  ordinary  little  boys,  God.  Just  like  millions  of  other  little  boys.  Normal, 
we  call  it.    Thank  you,  God. 

For  my  home.  The  fireplace  at  the  end  of  the  living  room,  where  we  gather 
on  cool  evenings.  Organdy  curtains  at  the  windoios,  and  Neil's  fire  truck  on 
the  floor  in  front  of  the  sofa.  The  spicy  scent  of  baking  apple  pies.  The  bed- 
room ivindoiv  that  always  sticks.    Normal,  we  call  it.    Thank  you,  God. 

For  my  friends.  Noisy  evenings,  playing  silly  games.  Quiet  afternoons,  re- 
laxing over  a  cup  of  tea.  The  heart-warming  feeling  of  being  wanted,  liked. 
Normal,  we  call  it.    Thank  you,  God. 

For  my  town.  The  grizzled,  smiling  cop  at  the  crossioalk.  The  bus  driver  ivho 
knoius  our  corner.  The  grocery  clerk  who  always  makes  sure  that  my  carrots 
are  long  and  thin.  Small  American  toion.  Normal,  we  call  it.   Thank  you,  God. 

For  my  country.  Land  of  thousands  of  good  toions.  Land  of  millions  of  men 
and  women,  true  friends  of  millions  of  other  men  and  women.  Millions  of  fine, 
true  husbands — of  rose-petal  baby  girls — of  tousle-headed,  hard-playing  little 
boys.  Normal,  we  call  it.   Thank  you,  God. 

Help  us  in  our  efforts  to  keep  our  America  normal.  Help  us  to  reach  out  to 
the  vict.ms  of  abnormality.  Help  us  to  teach  those  who  are  bewildered  and 
twisted,  how  to  be  normal  again.  You  understand,  don't  you,  God?  In  Jesus' 
name,  Amen. — Mother's  Golden  Now. 


June,  1945 
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CHASTENING 

(Excerpts  from  an  article  by 
James  H.  McConkey; 
The    summer    showers    are    falling. 
The  poet  stands  by  the  window  watch- 
ing them.  They  are  beating  and  buf- 
feting   the    earth    with    their    fierce 
downpour.  But   the   poet  sees  in  his 
imaginings    more    than    the    showers 
which  are  falling  before  his  eyes.    He 
sees  myriads  of  lovely  flowers 
which  shall  soon  be  breaking 
forth  from  the  watered  earth, 
filling      it      with      matchless 
beauty  and  fragrance.  And  so 
he  sings: 

"It  isn't  raining  rain  for  me, 

it's  raining  daffodils; 
In  every  dimpled  drop  I  see 

wild  flowers  upon  the  hills. 
A   cloud  of  gray   engulfs  the 

day,    and    overwhelms    the 

town; 
It  isn't  raining  rain  for  me: 

it's  raining  roses  down." 

Perchance     some     one     of 
God's    chastened    children    is 
even  now  saying:   "O  God,  it 
is    raining    hard    for    me    to- 
night.   Testings    are    raining 
upon  me  which  seem  beyond 
my   power  to   endure.   Disap- 
pointments  are    raining    fast, 
to  the  utter  defeat  of  all  my 
chosen   plans.     Bereavements 
are     raining     into     my     life 
which  are  making  my  shrink- 
ing heart  quiver  in  its  intense 
suffering.  The  rain  of  afflic- 
tion  is    surely    beating    down 
upon    my    soul    these    days." 
Withal,  friend,  you  are  mistaken. 
It  isn't  raining  rain  for  you.    It's 
raining  blessing.    For,  if  you  will 
but    believe    your   Father's   Word, 
under     that     beating     rain     are 
springing  up  spiritual  flowers  of 
such    fragrance    and    beauty,    as 
never  before  grew  in  that  storm- 
less,    unchastened    life    of    yours. 
You  indeed  see  the  rain.    But  do 
you    see    also   the    flowers?     You 
are    pained   by   the   testings,   but 
God  sees  the  sweet  flower  of  faith 
which  is  upspringing  in  your  life 
under  those  very  trials.  You  shrink 
from  the  suffering,  but  God  sees 
the  tender  compassion  for  other 
sufferers   which   is    finding   birth 
in  your  soul.  You  see  the  disap- 
pointments,   but    God    sees     the 
sweet    submission    to    His    divine 
and  perfect  will  which  is  growing 
out  of  the  very  same.  Your  heart 
winces    under    the    sore    bereave- 
ment, but  God  sees  the  deepening 
and  enriching  which  that  sorrow 
has  brought  to  you.  It  isn't  raining 
afflictions  for  you.     It  is  raining 
tenderness,  love,  compassion,  pa- 
tience    and     a     thousand     other 
flowers  and  fruits  of  the  blessed 


Spirit  which  are  bringing  into  your 
life  such  a  spiritual  enrichment  as  all 
the  fullness  of  worldly  prosperity  and 
ease  was  never  able  to  beget  in  your 
innermost  soul. 

And  are  you  saying,  "But,  what  a 
fruitless  branch  I  must  be  that  God 
must  needs  so  to  purge  me"?  Nay,  not 
so.  Have  you  not  noticed  what  kind 
of  branches  it  is  that  God  purges? 
Hear  His  Word:    "Every   branch   that 
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'When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2.4m 


beareth  fruit,  he  purgeth  it,"  John 
15:2.  It  is  not  the  fruitless  but  the 
fruitful  branch  which  is  purged.  And 
why?  "That  it  may  bring  forth  more 
fruit."  Purging  is,  therefore,  not  the 
proof  of  worthlessness,  but  the  proof 
of  fruit.  For  it  is  only  the  fruit  bear- 
ers that  are  purged.  The  others  are 
"taken  away."  Wherefore  His  purging 
is  both  the  proof  that  there  is  fruit, 
and  the  pledge  that  there  shall  be 
more. 

God  does  not  expect  us  to 
enjoy  chastening,  but  to  en- 
dure it  for  the  sake  of  its 
afterward. 
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HE    LEADETH    ME 

In  pastures  green.  Not  always;  sometimes  He 

Who  knoweth  best,  in  kindness  leadeth  me 

In  weary  ways,  where  heavy  shadows  be. 

Out  of  the  sunshine,  warm,  and  soft  and  bright, 

Out  of  the  sunshine  into  darkest  night, 

I  oft  ivould  faint  ivith  sorrow  and  affright — 

Only  for  this — 7  know  He  holds  my  hand, 

Whether  it  be  green  or  desert  land 

I  trust,  although  I  may  not  understand. 

And  by  still  loaters?  No,  not  always  so: 
Ofttimes  the  heavy  tempests  round  me  blow; 
And  o'er  my  soul  the  waves  and  billoios  go. 
But  when  the  storms  beat  loudest,  and  I  cry 
Aloud  for  help,  the  Master  standeth  by, 
And  whispers  to  my  soul,  "Lo,  it  is  I." 
Above  the  tempest  wild  I  hear  Him  say: 
"Beyond  this  darkness  lies  the  perfect  day, 
In  every  path  of  thine  I  lead  the  way." 

So,  whether  on  the  hill-tops  high  and  fair 
I  dwell,  or  in  the  sunless  valleys  where 
The  shadows  lie — what  matter?  He  is  there. 
And  more  than  this:  where'er  the  pathway  lead 
He  gives  to  me  no  helpless,  broken  reed, 
So  where  He  leads  me  I  can  safely  go; 
And  in  the  blest  hereafter  I  shall  know 
Why  in  His  wisdom  He  hath  led  me  so. 

— Selected. 


Sometimes  we  reproach  our- 
selves because  we  are  not  en- 
joying affliction.  We  ought  to 
be  like  Paul,  who,  we  say,  "re- 
joiced in  tribulation."  But  do 
we  think  by  this  that  Paul 
really  enjoyed  tribulation? 
Surely  not.  When  they  slashed 
his  naked  back  with  the  iron 
points  of  the  leather-thonged 
scourge,  think  you  he  enjoyed 
it?  The  stones  they  hurled  at 
him  were  no  sweet-meat  mis- 
siles tossed  by  sportive  hands 
in  friendly  carnival.  They 
were  businesslike,  merciless, 
jagged,  and  went  home  to 
their  target  with  blows  that 
crushed  him  into  bloody  in- 
sensibility. The  "perils  by 
false  brethren  too" — do  you 
know  what  this  is? — to  have 
a  friend  play  you  false — one 
whom  you  had  taken  to  your 
heart  of  hearts,  one  whom  you 
leaned  upon,  and  to  whom  you 
poured  out  your  soul,  what  is 
that  but  the  stiletto-stab  that 
makes  the  blood  spurt  from  every 
vein  in  your  innermost  being? 
Did  you  enjoy  that?  Surely  not. 
Well,  neither  did  Paul.  Neither 
does  any  man  with  flesh,  and 
blood,  and  nerves,  and  heart.  But 
what  did  this  old  hero  of  Jesus 
Christ's  kingdom  say  about  the 
affliction?  Listen,  "I  rejoice  in 
tribulation,  for  tribulation  work- 
eth,"  etc.  He  rejoiced  not  in  tribu- 
lation, itself,  but  amid  tribula- 
tion for  the  things  that  came 
forth  from  it.  Likewise,  God,  our 
Father,  does  not  expect  us  to  en- 
joy child-training.  He  is  not  dis- 
pleased if  we  find  it  hard  to  bear, 
and  shrink  under  it.  Nay,  He  dis- 
tinctly says,  "it  is  grievous,"  and 
He  only  asks  us  to  endure  it,  not 
for  itself,  but  for  the  glorious  "aft- 
erward" which  is  to  come  forth 
from  it. 

There    are    three    warnings    we 
need  amid  child-training.  In  verse 
five,  God  admonishes  us  to: 
"DESPISE   NOT" 
Do   not   "esteem   lightly"   God's 
child-training.  Do  not  look  down 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Just  a  Mountain  JSlotn 


er 


W.    A.    HlLLIS 


On  a  trip  that  took  me  into  thirty- 
six  states  and  nearly  13,000  miles,  a 
little  story  was  related  to  me  by  an 
evangelist  who  was  preaching  for  a 
mountain  minister. 

"It  was  Sunday  evening  and  as  we 
came  to  the  service  the  minister  said 
to  me,  'Mother  R.  heard  through  the 
people  who  were  here  for  the  morning 
service  how  you  had  brought  to  them 
the  Savior  as  the  only  One  who 
could  help  and  she  has  sent  word  ask- 
ing if  you  could  come  and  see  her  be- 
fore you  leave.'  I  said,  'Yes,  if  all  is 
well,  we  can  go  tomorrow  morning.' 
So  the  following  morning — Monday — 
we  made  our  way  up  the  mountain- 
side to  the  little  old  log  cabin.  Talk 
about  poverty,  it  seemed  as  if  no  one 
could  have  less.  The  old  house  rotting 
down  and  the  logs  settling  closer  and 
closer,  with  a  dirt  floor  within.  In 
the  old  wheel  chair  someone  had 
secured  for  her,  sat  Sister  R. 

"Her  hands  and  feet,  her  neck,  yes, 
even  her  entire  body  were  twisted  and 
knotted  by  the  rheumatism  that 
brought  such  great  suffering  to  her. 

"When  I  was  introduced  she  said  to 
me,  'I  just  want  to  shake  hands  with 
you  but  you  see  I  can't  do  it.  But  I 
am  so  glad  to  see  you.  When  the  peo- 
ple came  yesterday  and  told  me  of 
your  sermon  and  how  God  so  loved  us, 
I  could  say  "Amen."  He  does  love  us 
and  He  has  been  so  good  to  me.  He 
came  to  live  with  me  years  ago.  It 
was  through  the  foolishness  of  preach- 
ing I  found  Jesus  Christ  as  my  Savior, 
yes,  my  "Friend  that  sticketh  closer 
than  a  brother."  He  gave  me  a  good 
Christian  husband,  and  then  He  gave 
us  two  little  lads,  Eddie  and  Charlie. 
One  day,  eleven  years  ago,  he  took 
husband  home  to  be  with  Him,  and 
oh!  it  was  so  lonely;  but  God  is  good. 
Then  came  the  rheumatism.  It  was  so 
hard  by  day,  but  the  longer  nights 
that  it  seemed  would  never  end — I 
could  not  have  endured  it  but  for  His 
promises  that  made  it  possible  for  me 
to  rest  in  Him. 

"  'The  laddies  were  so  good  to  me, 
caring  for  me,  waiting  on  me  and  do- 
ing everything  they  could,  and  when 
they  could  get  any  work  they  brought 
me  all  they  earned,  and  so  we  got 
along.  One  day  Eddie  said  to  me, 
"Mother,  I  wish  I  could  go  to  school 
and  learn  and  then  go  out  and  make 
money  and  then  we  could  make  it 
easier  for  you." 

"  'Later  on,  Charlie  and  I  were  in 
the  room,  and  Charlie  said,  "Mother, 
if  I  can  get  any  work  to  do  this  sum- 
mer I  will  not  go  to  school,  but  stay 
out  and  earn  something  and  help 
Eddie  to  go  to  school." 

"  'It  was  one  day  in  August  when 
Eddie  came  in  and  said,  "Mother,  we 
are  going  down  to  the  big  hole  for  a 
swim."  Mister,  it  wasn't  two  hours  be- 
fore they  brought  them  back  in  an  old 
wagon  and  the  mud  was  still  in  Ed- 
die's hair,  for  he  had  gone  down  try- 


ing to  save  Charlie — .'  She  stopped, 
all  choked  up.  The  minister  motioned 
to  me  to  step  outside,  and  as  I  did  so, 
he  turned  and  said  to  me,  T  knew  she 
could  not  tell  you,  and  I  can't  control 
myself,  so  I  thought  it  best  to  come 
out  here.' 

"  'We  do  not  have  any  caskets  down 
here  as  you  have  in  other  places.  We 
made  two  boxes,  and  we  brought  some 
blocks  of  wood  and  we  put  two  of 
them  right  here,  and  we  placed  the 
one  box  with  Eddie  here,  and  the  oth- 
er box  with  Charlie  right  there,  and 
then  someone  rolled  Mother  R.  right 
out  between  the  two  boxes.  I  tried  to 
bring  to  her  and  to  the  friends  gath- 
ered there  the  comfort  only  found  in 
the  Word  of  God.  After  the  message 
of  comfort  I  brought  to  them  the 
warning  from  God's  Word  and  the 
story  of  how  uncertain  life  is.  When  I 
was  through  she  put  one  twisted 
hand  on  Eddie's  face  and  said,  "Good- 
bye, you  were  always  a  good  boy  to 
mother  and  always  thinking  about 
her  and  seeking  for  her  comfort." 
Then  she  put  the  other  old  hand,  so 
twisted  and  knotted  that  it  hurt  you 
to  look  at  it,  on  Charlie's  face  and 
said,  "Charlie,  you  have  been  such  a 
blessed  boy  to  mother,  and  not  only 
thought  of  her,  but  wanted  to  help 
Eddie  to  go  to  school.  But,  Charlie,  God 
is  good.  His  plan  was  better  than 
yours  and  mother's,  for  God  said,  T 
will  not  separate  those  brothers,  but 
I  will  take  them  both  out  of  Earth's 
Old  College.  It  is  a  hard  school, 
Charlie,  and  I  will  take  them  up  to 
God's  University,  and  there  will  train 
them  together.'  I  am  coming  some  day, 
Charlie,  when  God  gets  through  train- 
ing me;  then  He  will  take  me  out  of 
the  Old  Earth  College  down  here  and 
I  will  come.  Perhaps  it  will  not  be 
long,  and  then  we  will  go  on  in  our 
training  to  the  Great  Teacher — the 
only  Teacher  for  the  ages  and  ages 
to  come."  ' 

"Our  hearts  were  deeply  touched 
and  it  was  with  difficulty  we  con- 
trolled our  emotions  before  re-enter- 
ing the  home.  As  we  returned  to  the 
old  log  cabin  it  all  seemed  so  differ- 
ent from  what  it  did  when  we  entered 
a  few  minutes  before — it  was  holy 
ground  now,  for  the  King  made  His 
abiding  place  here,  and  the  poverty 
and  squalor  were  forgotten  as  we 
looked  into  the  face  of  His  child. 

"When  we  entered  she  said  to  me, 
'Mister,  will  you  please  hand  me  that 
little  bag  hanging  against  the  wall?' 
I  took  down  from  a  nail  driven  into 
the  old  log  a  little  knit  bag  and 
handed  it  to  her.  With  considerable 
effort  she  was  able  to  turn  it  upside 
down  into  the  lap,  spools,  thread,  pins 
and  little  things.  Finally  she  succeeded 
in  finding  something  she  was  search- 
ing for  and  then  she  reached  out  that 
poor  old  hand  and  offered  me  a  25c 
piece.  She  said,  T  want  to  give  this 
(Continued  on  page  18) 


LITTLE   ADVENTURES    IN    THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

By  C.  M.  Truesdell 
QUESTION  NO.  1 

Where  and  when  was  a  dead  man 
restored  to  life  by  touching  the  bones 
of  another  corpse? 

Answer:  Almost  eight  and  a  half 
centuries  before  Christ,  the  prophet 
Elisha  died  and  was  buried  (deposited) 
in  a  grave  (sepulchre).  Sometime 
later,  as  the  men  of  Israel  were  con- 
ducting the  funeral  of  another  man, 
they  saw  a  band  of  hostile  Moabites 
invading  the  country,  and  in  their 
flight  they  hurriedly  cast  the  dead 
man  into  the  tomb  of  Elisha.  In  those 
days  the  Hebrews  did  not  place  the 
bodies  of  deceased  folk  in  deep  holes 
excavated  in  the  earth.  They  anoint- 
ed them  after  washing,  wrapped  them, 
and  either  laid  them  to  rest  on  a  rock 
ledge  or  shelf  in  a  cave,  or  in  a  sepul- 
chre scooped  horizontally  in  a  rock 
somewhere,  closing  the  entrance  gen- 
erally with  a  big  rock.  Hence,  the 
bodies  were  not  covered  with  dirt. 
When  the  entrance  was  opened,  and 
the  body  of  the  dead  man  thrown  in- 
to the  tomb  of  Elisha  by  the  terror- 
stricken  Hebrews,  and  touched  the 
bones  of  Elisha  the  prophet,  life 
surged  through  it  once  again,  and 
the  man  "revived,  and  stood  upon  his 
feet."    2  Kings  13:20,  21. 

QUESTION  NO.  2 

Before  her  marriage  to  Isaac,  was 
Rebekah  related  to  Lot? 

Answer:  Yes,  she  was.  Of  course, 
her  marriage  to  Isaac  would  have 
made  Lot  her  first  cousin  by  mar- 
riage; but  she  was  already  the  great 
niece  of  Lot,  because  she  was  the 
granddaughter  of  Milcah  his  sister, 
who  married  Nahor,  the  brother  of 
Abram  (Gen.  24:24;  11:29,31;  12:5). 
QUESTION  NO.  3 

Were  all  the  animals  once  "vege- 
tarians"? 

Answer:  Yes,  all  animals  were  cre- 
ated with  an  appetite  for  herbs. 
There  were  no  carnivorous  (flesh- 
eating)  animals  until  man's  fall 
brought  the  curse  upon  all  creation 
(Genesis  1:29,30;  9:2-10). 
QUESTION  NO.  4 

Were  both  of  Joseph's  sons  born 
before  the  famine  in  Egypt? 

Answer:  They  were  if  Gen.  41:50- 
52).  Their  names  were  respectively: 
Manasseh  and  Ephraim.  With  their 
uncles  they  shared  the  honor  of  being 
the  founders  of  the  Twelve  Tribes  of 

Tevo  pi 

QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  Who  was  the  mother  of  Absalom 
and  Tamar? 

2.  Into  how  many  provinces  was  the 
"land  of  Israel,"  or  Palestine,  divided 
during  the  time  of  Christ? 

3.  Was  there  anything  in  common 
between  Paul's  coworkers,  Silas  (Acts) 
and  Silvanus   (Paul's  Epistles)  ? 

4.  How  can  the  difficulty  between 
Genesis  50:13,  which  says  Jacob  was 
buried  in  the  cave  of  Machpelah  at 
Hebron,  and  Acts  7:15, 16,  which  states 
that  he  was  laid  to  rest  in  the  sepul- 
chre at  Sychem  (Shechem),  be  har- 
monized? 
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FOR   POETRY   LOVERS 


A  LITTLE  MESSAGE 

(Dedicated  to  those  who  are  shut-ins) 
Mrs.  Mae  Mason  Bladwin 

I  will  give  you  a  little  message,  and 

right  here  I'll  begin 
By  saying  I  am  an  invalid,  or  what 

you  may  call  a  shut-in. 
I  can't  go  out  like  others  over  God's 

beautiful  earth  to  roam, 
But  I'm   happy   and   contented   right 

here   in   my  little   home. 

Some  may  think  I  am  lonely  and 
brooding  my  life  away; 

Not  so  with  me,  for  I'm  rejoicing  in 
a  Savior's  love  today. 

When  I  read  God's  Word  each  morn- 
ing, I  find  joy  and  peace  so  sweet. 

And  when  I  pray  He  answers,  if  I 
stay  humble  at  His  feet. 

He   sends  many  sisters  and  brothers 

to  cheer  me  along  life's  way, 
And    many    fathers    and    mothers    to 

comfort,  which  drives  the  shadows 

away. 
I  can't  come  and  go  like  some,  and  in 

God's  vineyard  work, 
And  I   can't  be  on  the  run,  but  my 

duty  I'll  never  shirk. 

We  each  have  work  to  do  whether  we 

go,  or  at  home  stay, 
If  nothing  more,  pray  for  our  soldier 

boys  who  are  so  far  away. 
I  want  my  life  each  day  to  be  a  light 

to  one  and  all, 
So  I  will  be  ready  to  meet  Him  when 

my  Savior  for  me  doth  call. 

So  cheer  up,  all  you  shut-ins,  and  let 

us  all  together  say, 
If  I  haven't  tried,  right  here  I  begin 

to  drive  the  shadows  away. 
Let  us  try  to  be  a  blessing  while  in 

this  world  of  sin  and  strife, 
Then    some    day    when    we    meet    in 

heaven,  we'll  have  a  new  body  and 

a  new  life. 

THE  SHUT-IN 

Mrs.  Jane  Rogers 

Being  a  shut-in  isn't  so  bad, 
When  you  know  the  Lord  is  near; 
He  seems  to  know  every  trouble  I've 

had, 
He  lends  a  listening  ear. 

He  seems  to  lighten  my  heavy  load, 

He  seems  to  know  and  care, 

For    He    traveled    along    life's    dreary 

road, 
My  heartaches  He  loves  to  share. 

There  are  many  others  worse  off  than 

I, 
Out  there  on  the  battlefield, 
Left  there  wounded  to  suffer  and  die, 
No  loving  hand  do  they  feel. 

Some  are  in  fox  holes  afraid  to  move, 
Waiting,  wondering,  lonely  and  dire, 
Thinking  of  home  and  those  they  love, 
Watching  the  enemy's   fire. 

No,  being  a  shut-in  isn't  so  bad, 


When  you  know  that  Jesus  is  near, 
And  He  doesn't  stay  just  in  one  place, 
But  He  is  everywhere. 


TOO  TIRED  TO  PRAY 

By  Jane  Coffin 

She  thought,  when  night  had  finally 

ended  day, 
"Dear  Lord,  tonight  I  am  too  tired  to 

pray," 
And   wearily   she   closed   her   eyes  in 

sleep, 
Slipping  far  into  the  shadowed  deep. 

Up  in  heaven  the  dear  Lord  heard 
and  smiled. 

"Today  she  soothed  a  little  crying- 
child, 

She  stopped  her  work  to  take  old  Ella 
Kloop 

A  fragrant,  warming  bowl  of  her  good 
soup. 

Her  house  was  orderly,  her  garden 
tended, 

Her  children  fed,  their  clothes  all 
clean  and  mended. 

Her  husband,  home  from  work,  found 
happiness 

And  quiet  peace  in  her  deep  gentle- 
ness." 

The    dear    Lord    smiled    again,    "Too 

tired  to  pray? 
Her    hands    have    offered    prayers    of 

love  all  day!" 


SHALL  I   PRAY  ON? 

For  years  I've  prayed,  and  yet  I  see 

no  change, 
The  mountain  stands  exactly  where  it 

stood; 
The  shadows  that  it  cast  are  just  as 

deep; 
The    path    to    its    summit    e'en    more 

steep; 
Shall  I  pray  on? 

Shall  I  pray  on  with  ne'er  a  hopeful 
sigh? 

Not  only  does  the  mountain  still  re- 
main, 

But,  while  I  watch  to  see  it  disappear, 

Becomes  the  more  appalling  year  by 
year. 
Shall  I  pray  on? 

I    shall    pray    on,    tho'    distant    as   it 

seems, 
The  answer  may  be  almost  at  my  door, 
Or  just  around  the  corner  on  its  way; 
But,  whether  near  or  far,  yes,  I  shall 
pray— 
I  shall  pray  on. 

— Selected. 

PRAY  ONE  FOR  ANOTHER 

I  cannot  tell  why  there  should  come  to 

me 
A  thought  of  some  one  miles  and  miles 

away, 
In  swift  insistence  on  the  memory, 
Unless  a  need  there  be  that  I  should 


pray. 

Too  hurried  oft  are  we  to  spare  the 

thought 
For    days    together,    of    some    friends 

away; 
Perhaps  God  does  it  for  us,  and  we 

ought 
To  read  His  signal  as  a  call  to  pray. 

Perhaps,    just    then,    my    friend    has 

fiercer  fight, 
And    more    appalling    weakness,    and 

decay; 
Of  courage,  darkness,  some  lost  sense 

of  right — 
And  so,  in  case  he  needs  my  prayer, 

I  pray. 

Friend,  do  the  same  for  me; 

If  I  intrude 

Unasked  upon  you,  on  some  crowded 

day, 
Give  me   a  moment's  prayer 
As  interlude; 
Be  very  sure  I  need  it,  therefore  pray. 

And   when   prayest,    friend,   I   ask   of 

thee 
That  thou  wilt  seek  of  God,  not  mine 

own  way; 
Not  what  I  want,  but  His  best  thought 

for  me; 
Do  thou  through  Jesus  Christ  implore, 

I  pray. 

— Selected. 


STEADFAST 

Everard  Jack  Appleton 

If  I  can  help  another  bear  an  ill 

By   bearing   mine   with   somewhat   of 

good  grace 

Can  take  fate's  thrusts  with  not  too 

long   a   face 
And  help  him  through  his  trials,  then 

I  WILL! 
For  do  not  braver  men  than  I  decline 
To  bow  to  troubles  graver,  far,  than 

mine! 
Pain  twists  this  body?  Yes,  but  it  shall 

not 
Distort  my  soul,  by  all  the  gods  that 

be! 
And  when  it's  done  its  worst,  Pain's 

victory 
Shall  be  an  empty  one!  Whate'er  my 

lot, 
My  banner,  ragged,  but  nailed  to  the 

mast, 
Shall  fly  triumphant  to  the  very  last! 
Others  so  much  worse  off  than  I  have 

fought ; 
Have    smiled — have   met   defeat   with 

unbent  head; 
They  shame  me  into  following  where 

they  led. 
Can    I    ignore    the    lesson   they    have 

taught? 
Strike   hands   with   me!    Dark  is  the 

way  we  go, 
But   souls  courageous  line  it — that  I 

know! 

"Speak  gently,  it  is  better  far 
To  rule  by  love,  than  fear; 

Speak  gently,  let  no  harsh  words 
mar 
The  good  we  may  do  here." 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


yautU   Perianal  CuaHc^lidtic  Ionian 


NOTE:  Dear  boys  and  girls  who  are 
shut  in  behind  prison  bars,  the  flow- 
ers on  our  front  cover  page  are  for 
you  also. 

Members  of  our  Y.P.E.U.,  what  are 
you  doing  for  these  unfortunate  ones? 
How  about  carrying  to  them  some 
Lighted  Pathways?  Perhaps  you  would 
be  the  means  of  preparing  a  large 
number  of  them  for  heaven.  Don't 
forget  that  Jesus  said,  "I  was  in  prison 
and  ye  visited  me  not."  Can  that  be 
said  of  you? — Ed. 

A  SCARLET  SIN   FORGIVEN 

(A  True  Story  by  D.  N.  Buntain) 

A  jail  is  an  awfully  sad  place.  Such 
a  large  percentage  of  the  prisoners 
are  mere  boys.  In  your  times  of  prayer 
remember  the  prisoners.  I  can  see 
them  now  during  the  roll  call — 
marching — marching  by — some  sen- 
tenced for  a  few  months,  others  for 
a  few  years  and  still  others  for  life. 
Penitentiary  scenes  are  not  easy  to 
forget. 

THE  CRIME 

This  incident  occurred  in  my  former 
field  of  labor  in  Western  Canada.  The 
young  man  who  precipitated  this  in- 
cident left  with  me  the  solemn  re- 
sponsibility of  warning  the  youth  of 
our  land  to  flee  from  the  wrath  to 
come  and  keep  aivay  from  the  sins 
of  this  world. 

This  young  man,  not  quite  twenty, 
with  a  lovely,  cheery  face,  was  born 
of  Scottish  parents.  Early  in  life  his 
father  died  and  he  remembers  his 
mother  doing  what  work  she  could 
find  to  do — cleaning  offices  and  work- 
ing out  by  the  day — trying  the  best 
she  could  to  keep  a  roof  over  the  heads 
of  two  little  sisters  and  himself. 

Discouraged  because  he  could  find 
nothing    to     do,    he     fell    in 
among    evil   companions   who 
introduced  him  to  home-brew, 
the  curse  of  our  day. 

With  a  loaded  gun  he  found 
a  downtown  filling  station 
and  so,  placing  a  handkerchief 
over  his  face,  he  walked  up 
to  one  of  the  attendants  who 
was  shoveling  the  snow. 
Threatening  the  attendant, 
he  demanded  money  for  food. 
This  little  scene  quickly  drew 
the  attention  of  the  station 
manager,  who  ran  over  to  see 
what  the  disturbance  was 
about.  Again  he  repeated  his 
demand  for  money  and  at  the 
same  time  discharged  his  gun 
into  the  ground.  The  manager, 
who  was  q  very  shrewd  fellow, 
turned  toward  the  filling  sta- 
tion followed  by  the  bandit 
who  covered  him  with  his  re- 
volver. As  they  entered  the 
station  a  passer-by  observed 
what  was  happening  and 
quickly  phoned  the  police. 

When  the  police  arrived  the 


lad  tried  to  escape  and  in  the  scuffle 
a  policeman,  one  of  the  best  offi- 
cers on  the  force,  was  mortally 
wounded.  This  officer  died  several 
days  later. 

At  the  trial  able  lawyers  defended 
the  lad.  Their  plea  was  that  the 
shooting  was  accidental.  Then  came 
the  day  when  the  jury  filed  back  into 
their  seats  and  the  judge  asked  the 
foreman  for  their  decision.  The  lad 
saw  the  foreman  rise  and  declare  him 
to  be  guilty  of  murder.  The  judge,  in 
solemn  tones,  pronounced  the  sen- 
tence of  death. 

I  was  appointed  to  take  charge  of 
the  lad  as  a  spiritual  advisor. 

From  that  day  on  it  was  my  solemn 
responsibility  over  a  period  of  five 
months  to  visit  him  in  his  death-cell 
where,  with  the  exception  of  the 
guards,  I  alone  was  privileged  to  go. 
His  mother  and  sisters  came  to  visit 


Dear  Christian  Friends: 

Only  God  alone,  I  feel,  can  reward  you  for  your 
kindness  to  me  in  publishing  my  letter  in  your 
splendid  paper,  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have  re- 
ceived many  letters  from  all  parts  of  our  good  ole 
U.  S.  A.,  and,  believe  me,  each  and  every  one  has 
been  appreciated.  These  are  friends,  brothers  and 
sisters  in  Christ  Jesus,  the  kind  of  love  and  thought- 
fulness  our  Savior  told  us  to  have  for  one  another. 
Friends  not  bought  by  silver  and  gold,  but  by  the 
precious  blood  of  our  Lord,  the  true,  unselfish 
friendship  that  lasts  through  this  life  and  the 
life  eternal. 

Mrs.  Harrison,  it  seems  to  me  that  we  find  in  the 
23rd  Psalm  what  should  really  apply  especially  to 
one  who  does  the  good  you  do.  "Surely  goodness  and 
mercy  shall  follow  you  all  the  days  of  your  life 
and  you  shall  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for- 
ever." That  is  my  honest  thoughts  of  you  and  I 
ask  God's  richest  blessings  upon  you  and  yours. 

In  a  few  months  now  I  hope  and  expect  to  be 
free  agabj  free  of  man's  law  and  Satan's  fetters 
broken  and  ready  to  tell  the  wonderful  story  of 
how  Jesus  took  my  burden  and  left  me  with  a  song. 

I  thank  you  so  much,  and  best  wishes  to  your 
entire  staff. — I  am  always  your  friend,  John  R.  Gant, 
Box  900,  Register  No.  56901,  Jefferson  City,  Mo, 


him  but  the  law  of  the  land  did  not 
permit  them  to  enter  his  cell.  They 
stood  outside  in  the  corridor  and  spoke 
to  him  through  the  bars.  But  as  a 
minister  of  the  Gospel  I  might  enter 
where  they  could  not  and  talk  to  him 
day  or  night.  And  this  I  did.  Many  a 
long  hour  I  spent  with  him  there.  I 
prayed  with  him  and  read  the  Bible 
to  him  and  did  my  best  to  prepare 
him  to  meet  his  God.  Then  the  weeks 
slipped  into  months  and  day  by  day 
his  smiling  face  would  meet  me  at 
the  door  of  his  cell.  He  would  grip 
me  by  the  hand.  He  grew  to  welcome 
my  coming,  for  it  broke  for  him  the 
long,  lonely  hours  of  awful  stillness. 
We  would  sit  down  and  I  would  reach 
for  my  pocket  Testament  and  then  I 
would  talk  to  him  about  the  things  of 
God. 

THE  CONVERSION 
Thus  we  had  many  precious  times 
together  so  that  finally  he  commis- 
sioned me  as  one  of  his  very  few 
friends  to  take  his  message  to  young 
people  everywhere  that  they  should 
keep  away  from  every  evil  thing  that 
had  made  his  life  such  a  disappointing 
one. 

Then  came  the  closing  day.  I  ac- 
companied his  mother  and  sisters  as 
they  went  to  him  to  say  good-bye. 
That  mother  had  worked  for  him  and 
hoped  for  him  and  now  it  was  the 
final  good-bye.  As  we  left  I  stepped 
into  the  Governor's  office.  I  said  to 
the  Governor,  "Is  there  any  word 
from  Ottawa?"  "Yes,"  he  replied,  "the 
order  is  that  the  young  man  must  pay 
the  penalty  for  his  crime  tomorrow." 
That  evening  I  went  back  to  the 
cell.  We  sat  on  the  side  of  the  bed 
together.  He  had  given  his  heart  to 
the  Lord.  There  he  was  sweetly  trust- 
ing in  the  atoning  blood  of  Jesus. 
With  our  faithful  New  Testa- 
ment across  my  knees,  we 
talked  together  as  two  pals 
would  have.  We  talked  of  the 
things  of  God,  of  heaven,  of 
forgiveness,  of  Calvary,  of  the 
thief  on  the  cross,  of  the  Mas- 
ter Himself. 

There  was  time  for  letters. 
One  to  mother,  one  to  each  of 
his  sisters  and  another  to  his 
sweetheart.  After  he  had 
handed  them  to  me  for  de- 
livery on  the  morrow  he 
crossed  the  cell  toward  his 
cot.  But  sleep  would  not  come. 
The  strain  of  the  hour  was 
terrific  and  as  he  lay  there 
he  said,  "Will  you  come  over 
here  alongside  of  me?"  So 
fully  clothed  I  lay  down  be- 
side the  lad.  Then  with  his 
arms  about  me  he  pulled  me 
toward  him  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes he  was  sound  asleep. 

When  sleep  "nad  settled  it- 
self upon  him  I  got  up  and 
.sat  down  where  I  could  look 
(Continued  .on  page  15) 


June,  1945 
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Skut-in   G 


orner 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  enjoy  it  very  much.  I  think 
it  is  a  grand  paper. 

I  have  been  crippled  all  my  life.  I 
haven't  ever  known  what  it  means  to 
be  well  enough  to  walk  like  other  peo- 
ple. 

If  you  will  get  some  of  the  boys  and 
girls  at  B.T.S.  to  write  to  me,  I  sure- 
ly will  appreciate  it.  I  will  appreciate 
a  letter  from  any  Christian. — Chris- 
tine Sullivan,  Star  Route,  Pinson,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  fail  me  when  I  try  to  express 
how  much  I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. It  is  food  to  my  soul  and  has  en- 
couraged me  many  times. 

I  am  a  shut-in  and  have  spent  most 
of  the  last  six  years  in  bed.  I  have  two 
little  girls,  one  nine  years  old  and  the 
other  fourteen.  My  husband  works 
away  from  home  and  is  a  backslider. 

Will  you  please  add  me  as  one  of 
your  Happy  Home  Circle  members  and 
help  me  pray  for  a  home  of  prayer? 
As  I  am  a  young  mother  twenty-nine 
years  old,  I  often  meet  problems  to 
solve  that  I  hardly  know  what  is  best, 
but  I  do  want  to  rear  my  children  to 
the  best  of  my  knowledge  and  to  live 
in  a  way  that  I  won't  mind  their  walk- 
ing in  my  footsteps.  Will  you  please 
pray  for  my  healing?  I  need  to  be  well 
so  bad,  but  I  know  if  God  doesn't  do  it 
I  will  never  be  well. 

Pray  for  my  brother  overseas. — Mrs. 
Mamie     Blaylock,     Campaign,     Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  shut-in  and  can  only  go  to 
church  when  someone  rolls  me  in  my 
wheel  chair.  I  have  many  good  friends, 
(bless  their  dear  hearts  I  love  them 
all)  who  roll  me  to  each  service  and  I 
surely  thank  God  for  them.  Pray  for 
me  that  I  may  gain  strength  in  my 
body  until  I  can  walk  to  church  and 
that  I  may  win  many  souls  for  Him. 
That  is  my  desire. — Lora  E.  Rider, 
Rt.  2,  Summerville,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  sending  you  the  name  and  ad- 
dress of  a  shut-in  here  in  Ware 
Shoals.  Mrs.  Clyde  Grant,  3N  Riegel 
One,  Ware  Shoals,  S.  C.  She  has  been 
a  shut-in  for  fifteen  years  and  enjoys 
the  Lighted  Pathway  so  much. — Mis. 
N.  A.  Jordan,  Ware  Shoals,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  shut-in  and  have  been  on  the 
bed  for  seventeen  years.  I  found  the 
Lord  about  twelve  years  ago  and  I 
want  to  say  that  I  have  found  Him  to 
be  a  true  friend.  Pray  for  me. — Mrs. 
Flonnie  Young,  Rt.  2,  Box  184,  Dunn, 
N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  still  in  the  sanatorium  for  my 
lungs.  My  doctor  said  there  was  some 
improvement.  Please  pray  that  God 
will  undertake  and  heal  my  body.  I 


have  a  bad  nervous  condition  and  my 
eyes  are  bad. 

Sometimes  I  grow  so  homesick  for 
heaven,  but  I  will  be  contented  to  wait 
until  God  calls  me  home  and  what  a 
happy  day  that  will  be. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a 
real  blessing  to  me.  Your  work  is  won- 
derful. May  God  be  with  you  and  bless 
you. 

Please  pray  for  my  day  supervisor. 
She  needs  more  of  God's  love  in  her 
heart. — Mrs.  L.  M.  Rowe,  3  Annex,  Alto, 
Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

One  of  my  friends  let  me  read  her 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  enjoyed  it  so 
much  that  I  decided  to  subscribe  for 
the  paper.  Please  send  it  to  me  right 
away. 

I  am  a  shut-in  and  a  widow  too.  I 
can't  get  out  much,  but  I  love  the  Lord 
just  the  same. 

I  enjoy  hearing  the  Word  daily  over 
the  broadcast.  I  thank  God  every  day 
for  my  radio  and  all  the  religious  pro- 
grams I  hear.  I  don't  care  for  the 
worldly  programs,  just  the  religious 
ones. — Mrs.  Ed  Cartledge,  112  Eliza- 
beth Lane,  East  Point,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  always  happy  when  the 
Lighted  Pathway  comes.  It  has  been 
such  a  blessing  to  me  while  I  have 
been  in  the  hospital.  You  will 
know  by  this  that  I  am  still  in  the 
hospital,  waiting  upon  the  Lord  to  re- 
new my  strength.  I  know  His  will  must 
be  done. 

We  have  very  nice  religious  service 
here,  Sunday  School,  Bible  class,  and 
prayer  service.  Thank  God  for  every- 
thing. I  believe  God  will  restore  my 
health  one  day.  By  His  grace  I  am 
willing  to  wait,  because  we  do  nothing 
of  ourselves.  Of  course,  I  am  thankful 
that  God  afflicted  me,  because  He  has 
drawn  me  closer  to  Him. 

Please  pray  for  me  and  my  family. 
— Eliza  Garrett,  Campbell  Hall,  State 
Park,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a 
blessing  to  me  and  to  my  son.  I  send 
my  paper  on  to  him  when  I  finish 
reading  it. 

I  have  been  feeling  real  bad  for 
several  days,  but  am  some  better  now, 
thank  God.  I  can't  walk  on  the  streets 
when  it  rains  or  snows,  so  I  am  shut 
in  most  all  the  time,  but  I  sing  as  I 
work,  and  pray.  God  gives  me  all  that 
I  have. 

All  the  Bible  I  have  is  my  mother's 
old  Bible  and  it  is  so  aged  and  worn 
and  some  of  its  leaves  are  gone.  I  won- 
der if  any  of  the  members  would  send 
me  a  Bible.  I  do  love  to  read. 

Pray  for  me,  for  sometimes  my 
strength  almost  gives  out. — Joan  Gil- 
liam, 818  W.  Fayette  St.,  Baltimore  1, 
Md. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  really  a 
blessing  to  me.  The  Lord  is  so  good  to 
us.  You  are  doing  much  for  us  shut- 
ins  and  may  the  blessed  Lord  keep  you 
is  my  prayer. — Mrs.  M.  L.  Hunsucher, 
104  N.  Maple  St.,  Kannapolis.'N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a 
blessing  to  me.  I  can  never  tell  you 
how  much  I  enjoy  it.  I  don't  see  how 
I  could  do  without  it  now.  It  is  food  to 
my  soul,  for  I  am  a  shut-in,  especially 
in  the  winter  months  when  the 
weather  is  so  cold  and  the  air  so  damp 
or  rainy. 

I  am  all  that  is  left  on  this  long 
toilsome  road.  I  am  a  weary-worn, 
tired  pilgrim.  Each  day  and  night  I  al- 
most look  for,  or  feel  that  I  will  reach 
the  end  before  the  sun  rises  again.  My 
load  of  suffering  is  so  heavy  I  faint 
beneath  the  load  sometimes,  but  I 
know  that  Jesus  will  not  leave  nor 
forsake  me.  Surely  there  is  a  rest  and 
a  reward  awaiting  me  when  I  have 
fought  my  last  great  battle  and  my 
life's  evening  sun  has  forever  set.  Pray 
for  me. — Mrs.  Evily  C.  Carter,  Rt.  1, 
Coffee,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  shut-in  almost  all  of 
my  life.  I  had  scarlet  fever  when  I  was 
six  years  old  and  it  left  me  in  a  help- 
less condition.  I  stayed  in  the  hospital 
five  months  without  success. 

My  mother  died  when  I  was  eleven 
years  old. 

In  spite  of  all  my  misfortunes  in 
life,  I  can  truly  say  that  God  has  won- 
derfully stood  by  me  and  I  know  He 
will  see  me  through. 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  almost  four  years  and 
think  it  is  fine.  It  has  given  me  new 
courage  a  great  many  times.  May  God 
bless  you  as  you  carry  on  the  good 
work.  I  covet  the  prayers  of  all  praying 
people. — Joan  Gains,  Rt.  1,  Carnesville, 
Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

For  some  time  I  have  been  think- 
ing of  writing  to  you  and  telling  you 
how  much  I  appreciate  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  has  been  a  real  blessing 
to  me.  I  can  hardly  wait  from  one 
month  until  the  next  for  it  to  come. 

I  have  been  sick  for  over  a  year,  in 
bed  most  of  the  time,  but  God  has 
been  with  me  and  helped  me  to  bear 
my  suffering.  Thank  God  for  that 
peace  and  joy  we  can  have  even 
though  we  are  suffering,  tempted  and 
tried,  nothing  in  this  world  can  take 
it  from  us. 

A  few  weeks  ago  my  ear  bealed.  It 
was  swollen  all  around  the  outside 
and  looked  like  it  would  have  to  be 
lanced.  One  night  it  was  hurting  so 
bad,  seemed  like  I  could  stand  it  no 
longer.  I  began  to  pray  and  it  got 
easy  and  I  went  off  to  sleep.  In  a  few 
days  it  was  well.  That  helped  me  to 
have  more  faith.  Sister  Harrison,  I 
want  you  and  all  the  saints  of  God 
to  pray  for  me  that  God  will  under- 
take for  me  and  I  will  soon  be  up  and 
able  to  go  to  church  again. — Katie 
Jones,  Rt.  3,  Box  358,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Auntie: 

I  was  so  glad  when  at  mail  call,  a 
few  days  past,  to  receive  a  letter  from 
you.  It  was  enjoyed  very  much.  There 
is  nothing  we  boys  look  forward  to 
more  than — mail  from  home. 

Now  a  bit  about  myself.  Of  course, 
you  know  there  is  very  little  I  can 
tell  of  where  I  am  or  what  I  do,  as  it 
would  not  pass  the  censor.  I  have  been 
overseas  one  year  almost  to  the  day. 
I  first  was  in  England,  then  after 
D-Day  I  went  to  France,  and  now  I 
am  in  Belgium.  Yes,  many  things  have 
happened  during  this  past  year.  I 
know  I  would  hate  to  re-live  it,  for 
by  no  means  has  it  been  enjoyable  or 
pleasant.  As  for  myself,  and  I  believe 
all  the  other  boys  and  girls  who  are 
overseas,  I'm  sure  that  being  in  this 
terrible  war,  doing  and  undergoing 
things  which  in  our  earlier  years 
we  never  dreamed  of  ever  having  to 
■do;  being  so  far  from  home  and  the 
ones  who  mean  so  much  to  us,  and 
who  are  so  tender  to  our  hearts,  makes 
a  much  darker  picture  than  we  have 
ever  seen.  But  to  me  there  is  one  way 
out,  one  way  by  which  that  dark  pic- 
ture is  made  so  much  lighter  and  so 
much  brighter.  If,  and  I  mean  if,  they 
only  knew  the  joy,  the  comfort,  the 
satisfaction,  the  strength  with  which 
to  fight  their  many  difficulties  and 
that  sweet  peace  which  is  received  by 
taking  God  in  their  lives  and  trusting 
their  all  in  all  to  His  care  and  keep- 
ing, /  know  that  dark  picture  would 
be  brightened  many  times.  Yes,  I  am 
speaking  from  my  own  personal  ex- 
perience. Truly  there  is  nothing  more 
comforting  and  sweeter  than  to  know 
God's  mighty  hand  is  round  about  us 
to  shield  and  protect  us  from  the 
many  dangers  we  are  facing.  I  thank 
God  for  what  He  means  to  me,  and 
for  His  goodness  and  tender  mercies. 

I  can  look  back  a  few  years  and  see 
the  explanations  to  a  number  of 
things  which  took  place,  even  though 
at  the  time  I  didn't  understand  or 
realize  their  importance.  For  in- 
stance, while  in  Bible  Training  School 
there  in  Sevierville,  little  did  I  realize 
what  I  was  being  prepared  for,  but 
now  I  know.  It  was  to  deepen  my  ex- 
perience and  give  me  a  firmer  spirit- 
ual foundation,  that  I  may  go  through 
this  which  I  am  now  going  through, 
and  for  that  which  is  to  come,  more 
victoriously.  So  I  say,  "God  works  in 
mysterious  ways,  his  wonders  to  per- 
form." 

I  have  been  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway  almost  every  month,  though 
at  times  they  are  a  bit  late  reaching 
me.  I  always  look  forward  to  them, 
and  I  do  wish  you  knew  how  much  I 
enjoy  the  paper  and  how  much  good 
I  receive  from  it.  I  must  say  being  de- 
prived of  going  to  church  where  I 
can  enjoy  more  fully  the  sweet  bless- 
ings of  the  Lord,  my  heart  and  soul 
does  hunger  for  spiritual  food.  So 
when  I  receive  my  Lighted  Pathway, 
as  well  as  other  papers,  they  are  sure- 
ly treats  to  me. 


I  especially  enjoy  reading  the  let- 
ters other  Service  men  write,  for  they 
seem  to  give  me  more  inspiration  and 
determination  to  fight  the  trials  and 
the  many  devilish  tricks,  which  the 
old  devil  puts  in  my  path  from  day 
to  day. 

I  truly  want  you  to  remember  me 
in  your  prayers  that  I  may  live  in 
such  a  way  that  I  will  lead  others  to 
Christ  and  that  I  always  may  be  what 
He  would  have  me  be. 

I'm  trusting  this  will  find  you  well 
and  feeling  good  in  every  way.  Do 
write  me  again. — Alton  Haworth. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  the  wonderful  paper  you 
sent  me,  The  Lighted  Pathway.  I  was 
indeed  glad  to  receive  them,  not  only 
to  keep  up  with  the  story,  "In  the 
Twinkling  of  an  Eye,"  but  also  that  I 
get  real  glory  from  reading  the  paper. 
I  was  reading  one  of  your  Lighted 
Pathways  one  Sunday  morning,  and 
all  of  a  sudden  I  started  to  crying  and 
praising  God  for  what  He  had  done 
for  me  and  what  I  knew  that  He  could 
do  yet.  I  thank  God  that  He  made  a 
way  to  prove  that  He  was  so  very  real. 

I  am  only  saved  at  the  present. 
Please  pray  that  I  will  be  sanctified 
and  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  have 
been  here  in  the  hospital  about  fifty- 
five  days.  Most  everyone  is  playing 
cards  or  cursing  and  some  time  both. 
Please  pray  that  God  will  help  me  to 
overcome. 

Enclosed  is  two  dollars  to  be  used 
for  the  good  work. — Pvt.  Albert  Mont- 
gomery, 44016878,  Ward  B  25,  Sta. 
Hosp.,  Camp  Blanding,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  very 
much,  and  especially  the  Service 
Men's  Page. 

Over  here  in  France,  and  I  imagine 
it  is  the  same  on  all  war  fronts,  it  is 
indeed  a  pleasure  and  a  privilege  to 
get  to  attend  a  service,  whenever  it 
is  possible.  With  chances  to  attend 
a  service  few  and  far  between,  your 
wonderful  magazine  helps  to  fill  in 
the  gap,  by  supplying  food  for  the 
hungry  soul.  I  have  read  several  mes- 
sages in  the  paper  that  have  seemed 
to  be  especially  for  me,  along  with 
some  very  helpful  articles. — Pfc. 
David  H.  Harrison. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  find  it  a  great  pleasure  to  read 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have  been  re- 
ceiving the  paper  for  some  time  and 
it  is  highly  appreciated. 

As  you  know,  my  mother  is  a  matron 
in  the  girls'  home.  She  seems  to  enjoy 
the  work  very  much.  She  has  been 
working  for  the  Orphanage  for  over 
two  years  and  I  am  very  proud  to  say 
my  mother  is  a  worker  for  the  Lord.  I 
only  wish  I  could  say  the  same  for 
myself  and  my  shipmates.  We  are  very 
busy  trying  to  end  this  war  so  we 
can  return  to  our  homes  and  churches 


and  live  again  as  God-loving  people. 

The  officers  try  to  arrange  it  so  we 
can  have  church  services  every  Sun- 
day if  it  is  permissible.  We  enjoy  the 
service  very  much  and  look  forward 
to  it. 

In  closing,  1  would  like  to  request 
prayer,  not  only  for  myself,  but  all 
my  shipmates  that  we  may  return  to 
the  States  to  all  our  loved  ones  and  the 
things  we  left  behind. — Leonard  E. 
Rogers,  Sl|c. 

NOTE:  Leonard  is  a  son  of  Mrs.  Jane 
Rogers,  one  of  the  orphanage  matrons, 
and  he  and  his  buddies  have  recently 
sent  in  one  hundred  dollars  as  a  gift 
to  the  orphanage.  I  am  sure  these 
children  will  appreciate  the  interest 
these  young  men  have  shown  in  them, 
and  that  God  will  bless  them  for  it. — 
Ed. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  really 
been  a  blessing  to  me.  I  appreciate 
your  letters  and  the  Christmas  greet- 
ing card.  The  card  meant  more  than 
a  greeting,  for  it  was  a  message  from 
God. 

Sister  Harrison,  take  it  from  me, 
when  the  going  gets  hard  the  rough- 
est sinner  will  pray.  No  matter  how 
big  a  sinner  a  man  is  he  knows  that 
God  is  his  only  comfort.  Please  pray 
for  me. — Sgt.  Thomas  C.  Lawson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway 
so  much.  It  is  just  like  getting  a  let- 
ter from  home,  and  I  surely  do  thank 
those  who  have  made  it  possible  for 
me  to  receive  such  wonderful  papers. 

I  am  a  Christian  and  a  member  of 
the  Church  of  God  at  Princeton,  W. 
Va.  I  am  not  as  close  to  God  as  I 
would  like  to  be  and  I  desire  your 
prayers  that  I  may  get  closer  and  do 
His  will.— Pvt.  Percy  L.  Gordon. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  the  past  two  years.  I 
wish  to  say  that  I  have  enjoyed  every 
word  of  this  paper.  Being  overseas, 
the  paper  is  very  late  in  reaching  me, 
but  I  enjoy  it  when  it  does  come.  I 
am  looking  forward  to  the  next  issue 
with  great  interest. 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Assembly  of 
God,  but  while  in  the  States  I  enjoyed 
a  blessed  fellowship  with  the  people 
of  the  North  Chattanooga  Church  of 
God. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  work. 
— Pfc.  Donald  J.  Frost. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathways  have  been 
coming  all  along  and  I  haven't  missed 
receiving  a  one.  I  enjoy  the  paper  very 
much. 

Thanks  to  all  the  friends  who  wrote 
to  me.  It  is  impossible  for  me  to  an- 
swer all  the  letters  but  I  really  ap- 
preciate them.  May  God  bless  every- 
one.— Pfc.  Harold  Hickman,  Philip- 
pines. 


June,  1945 
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Seven  Dips  to  Perfection 


Pauline  Weaver  Harding 


The  story  of  Namaan  and  his  seven 
dips  in  the  river  of  Jordan  is  one  of 
the  most  interesting  in  the  Bible,  and 
yet  it  gives  one  food  for  thought  to- 
day. Aren't  there  other  rivers  of  Jor- 
dan, figuratively  speaking,  that  we 
as  Christians  may  dip  today  and  come 
out  whole?  Who  is  it  that  does  not 
want  to  know  of  a  place  where  he 
can  shed  his  imperfections  and  come 
out  in  the  perfection  of  God's  love? 
Can  we  reach  that  river  of  Jordan? 
Have  we  the  courage  to  dip  seven 
times,  to  keep  on  keeping  on  until 
all  our  faults  and  failures  are  washed 
away  and  we  are  made  whole — as 
Christ? 

About  the  time  we  decide  within 
our  hearts  that  we  are  not  good 
enough,  that  we  do  need  a  closer  re- 
lationship with  God,  then  we  are 
nearing  our  first  dip.  We  have  seen 
ourselves,  realizing  we  are  not  an 
important  person,  but  we  are  indeed 
naught!  "What  is  man,  that  God  is 
mindful  of  him?"  Down  we  go.  And 
the  waters  wash  away  our  pride. 
Muddy  Jordan — and  the  pride  is  car- 
ried away  and  in  its  place  we  feel  a 
deep  humility,  a  knowledge  of  our  lit- 
tleness, a  desire  to  kneel  close  to  Jesus' 
feet  and  ask  Him  for  mercy,  for 
guidance  and  for  His  love. 

But  we  must  not  stop  there.  That 
is  only  the  first  step  to  our  perfec- 
tion. Perhaps  Namaan  lost  his 
starchiness  and  pride  when  he  dipped 
in  Jordan  the  first  time,  but  his  flesh 
was  not  made  perfect.  His  leprosy  still 
remained.  So  down  we  go  again!  And 
washed  away  this  time  is  our  wisdom 
— the  things  we  thought  we  knew; 
our  ways  of  feeling  that  we  knew  what 
one  should  and  should  not  do;  our 
opinions.  We  find,  when  we  arise, 
that  there  is  something  new  about 
us!  Our  minds  are  not  the  same.  We 
see  that  we  don't  see!  We  understand 
that  we  don't  know  how  to  do  any- 
thing, but  that  we  need  wisdom  and 
knowledge  from  God — about  how  to 
conduct  our  lives,  how  to  lead  souls  to 
Him,  how  to  carry  on  His  Church 
work.  We  have  gained  a  desire  for  His 
wisdom. 

By  this  time  we  are  really  thirsting 
for  God,  for  His  perfection.  We  have 
realized  we  are  nothing,  but  somehow 
we  still  cling  to  what  others  will  think 
if  we  confess  our  knowledge  of  God, 
our  shortcoming,  His  greatness,  His 
desire  for  perfection  in  our  lives.  We 
are  afraid  of  others'  opinions,  and 
afraid  that  they  will  think  us  fanatic, 
that  they  will  think  we  are  trying  to 
do  too  much.  But  down  into  the  wa- 
ters we  go  again.  Off  it  comes;  we 
come  out  not  thinking  of  other  peo- 
ple, the  desire  to  please  others  gone, 
and  in  its  place  we  feel  the  urge  to 
sing  "Where  He  Leads  Me  I  Will  Fol- 
low," content  to  do  the  things,  say 
the  things  that  He  will  give. 

We  are  coming  along,  and  so  was 


Namaan.  Don't  you  imagine  that  after 
each  dip  Namaan  would  carefully 
consider  stopping,  that  things  and 
people  would  tempt  him  to  go  on 
home  and  stop  being  foolish  enough 
to  try  to  be  rid  of  leprosy?  And  about 
now,  won't  the  tempter  try  to  make 
us  decide  we  are  going  too  far,  that 
there  isn't  and  never  will  be  perfection 
in  this  world?  But  we  can  win — as  did 
Namaan.  We  can  resist  the  devil  and 
dip  again  and  again  toward  perfec- 
tion. 

Are  you  selfish?  On  first  thought 
the  answer  "No"  automatically  springs 
to  your  lips.  But  are  you  sure?  As 
you  say  that — consider!  Who  do  you 
consider  daily?  Is  it,  "What  can  I  do 
to  make  my  neighbor,  my  friend,  or 
even  my  enemy  more  comfortable, 
happier  today?"  Or  is  it — "What  can 
I  do  today  that  will  make  me  happier, 
and  cause  me  to  get  along  better?" 
When  you  go  to  church  are  you  think- 
ing, "What  am  I  going  to  be  able  to 
do  or  say  to  help  some  Christian  get 
nearer  God  tonight  or  some  sinner  see 
the  need  of  Him  in  their  life?"  or  are 
you  thinking — "I'm  tired.  I  wonder 
how  little  I  will  necessarily  have  to 
do  in  church  tonight?"  Now  have  you 
changed  your  mind?  Do  you  think 
you  need  that  fourth  dip  to  perfec- 
tion to  rid  yourself  of  selfishness? 
You  will  never  reach  perfection  with- 
out it!  Let's  go.  And  when  we  arise 
— there's  the  love  of  God  in  your  heart, 
that  desire  to  make  a  lonely  heart  less 
lonely,  a  burdened  soul  less  burdened, 
an  unhappy  person  glad  and  a  lost 
sinner  saved.  Self  fades  away  into  the 
background  and  others  take  the  spot- 
light! Humanity — that  great  surging, 
eternity-bound  group  of  souls,  becomes 
something  important  to  you,  and  you 
see  that  even  the  little  things  you 
can  say  or  do  may  dry  a  tear  or  bring 
a  smile  or  save  a  soul. 

And  now  we  are  truly  on  our  way. 
Now  we  are  nearing  the  goal  we  de- 
sire. But  there  are  other  things  to  do 
— we  need  another  dip.  We  are  im- 
patient, and  intolerant;  we  do  not 
understand  the  people  who  will  not 
listen  to  us,  the  people  who  do  not 
seek  for  the  perfection  we  are  on  our 
way  to  finding.  We  go  down  again.  It 
fades,  it  washes  away  the  impatience 
and  intolerance  of  people.  In  its  place 
we  have  an  understanding  heart,  a 
patient  spirit!  We  no  longer  get  im- 
patient when  people  refuse  to  accept 
God  or  when  they  turn  their  backs 
on  Him,  but  we  patiently  try  to  win 
them  to  Him,  we  never  cease  to  pray 
for  their  souls.  No  longer  do  we  feel 
contempt  or  dislike  for  that  person 
who  refuses  to  see  and  believe  as  we 
do;  we  are  tolerant  and  understand- 
ing; we  understand  their  unkindness, 
their  illness  to  us;  we  realize  there 
are  things  below  the  surface  which 
we  have  never  taken  the  trouble  to 
analyze.   We   have   come  up   with   an 


understanding  heart,  the  kind  that 
Jesus  had  as  He  walked  and  talked 
with  people  of  all  temperaments  and 
walks  of  life. 

And  now  we  stand  as  Namaan  did — 
so  far,  and  yet  not  in  the  perfect  plan 
of  God — not  yet  cleansed,  not  yet  are 
we  the  things  He  wants  us  to  be,  not 
yet  having  reached  that  point  of  per- 
fection, that  place  of  perfect  service 
to  Him.  And  down  we  must  go  again — 
into  the  river  of  Jordan,  on  our  way 
to  perfection. 

This  time  we  shed  off  our  question- 
ing of  God.  We  stop  our  doubting  at 
the  events  of  our  life.  We  trust — com- 
pletely— knowing  that  all  things  work 
together  for  good  to  them  that  love 
the  Lord.  We  do  not  wonder  any  more 
at  the  things  of  life.  We  merely  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done."  We  do  not  ask 
that  He  should  tell  us  why;  we  mere- 
ly ask  that  He  should  help  us  care- 
fully live  His  plan;  that  we  may  learn 
well  the  lessons  He  is  teaching.  When 
we  arise  from  our  sixth  dip  we  feel 
the  greatest  desire  of  our  heart  to  be 
in  the  place  in  life  that  He  has  picked 
for  us.  Gone  is  our  plan,  our  desire, 
but  there  we  have  in  our  heart  and 
mind  the  desire  for  anything  that  He 
would  want. 

And  so  we  once  more  plunge  into 
the  waters,  and  this  time  washed 
away  is  our  self  mind.  We  no  longer 
think  of  the  things  we  did  think  of — 
we  are  of  the  mind  of  Christ.  Gone  are 
all  the  thoughts,  ideas,  plans,  and 
prejudices,  and  in  their  places  has 
come  the  perfect  will  of  God.  We  find 
ourselves  cleansed,  made  whole,  walk- 
ing in  the  perfect  will  of  God.  He  has 
led  us  to  His  plan  for  our  lives;  He 
has  given  us  our  niche  in  life;  we 
have  lost  all  our  ideas  and  opinions 
in  His  will.  "There  is  therefore  now 
no  condemnation" — we  are  no  longer 
walking  after  the  flesh,  but  after  the 
Spirit.  "We  seek  those  things  which 
are  above" — we  look  for  a  city  to 
come,  whose  builder  and  maker  is  God. 
And  because  of  these  dips,  because 
of  that  more  personal,  more  intimate, 
more  wonderful  experience  with  God, 
we  find  ourselves  a  newer,  more  per- 
fect, more  Christlike  person — one  who 
can  accomplish  unthought-of  things 
for  Him. 

And  the  river  of  Jordan  is  prayer. 
We  go  down,  and  down,  and  down 
again  in  prayer  to  Him,  asking  Him 
to  rid  us  of  these  things,  coming  to 
Him  in  humility,  speaking  to  Him 
as  we  would  our  earthly  father,  tell- 
ing Him  that  we  desire  these  perfect 
things  of  life,  that  we  won't  be  sat- 
isfied with  just  an  experience,  but 
that  we  want  to  go  toward  perfection, 
as  He  commands  us  in  His  Word  to 
do.  But  we  must  not  stop,  or  else  we 
fail.  We  must  do  as  Namaan  did,  we 
must  dip  again  and  again  into  the 
waters  of  prayer,  and  we  must  even 
"pray  without  ceasing." 


Spirituality  is  the  fullness  of  God 
in  the  soul  and  the  crucifixion  of  self 
in  the  life,  making  the  life  rich  with 
the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  and  an  exam- 
ple to  all  in  faithful  service. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


National  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  News 


"IF  WE   KNEW  EACH   OTHER" 

"How    little    trouble    there    would    be 
If  I  knew  you  and  you  knew  me. 
We  pass  each  other  on  the  street, 
But  just  come  out  and  let  us  meet 
At  Sunday  School  next  Sunday. 

"Each  one  intends  to  do  what's  fair, 
And  treat  his  neighbor  on  the  square, 
But   he  may   not  quite   understand 
Why  you  don't  take  him  by  the  hand 
At  Sunday  School  next  Sunday. 

"This  world  is  sure  a  busy  place, 
And  we  must  hustle  in  the  race; 
For  social  hours  some  are  not  free 
The  six  weekdays,  but  all  should  be 
At  Sunday  School  next  Sunday. 

"We  have  an  interest  in  our  town, 
The  dear  old  place  must  not  go  down. 
We  want  to  push  good  things  along, 
And  we  can  help  some  if  we're  strong 
At  Sunday  School  next  Sunday. 

"Don't  knock  and  kick  and  slam  and 

slap 
At  everybody  on  the  map, 
But  push  and  pull  and  boost  and  boom, 
And  use  up  all  the  standing  room 
At  Sunday  School  next  Sunday." 

— From  "Pennsylvania  Herald." 
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BOOST  YOUR  Y.P.E.  AND 
Y.P.E.U. 

At  last  we  have  obtained  beau- 
tiful gold  plated  pins  designed 
and  manufactured  exclusively 
for  our  Y.P.E.  and  Y.P.E.U.  These 
letters  on  a  colorful  insignia  and 
background  are  now  available  at 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House.  Sketches  of  this  pin  are 
not  yet  here,  and  although  you 
have  not  seen  it,  we  are  certain 
that  you  will  be  more  than 
pleased  with  its  appearance. 
Therefore,  you  may  order  it  with 
confidence.  These  are  not  gaudy, 
but  attractive  little  emblems 
which  anyone  may  well  be  proud 
of. 

TWO    STYLES    OF    FASTENERS 
Screw  base  fastener  for  lapel 
attachment  for  men;  welded  pin 
fastener  for  women. 

When  ordering,  please  specify 
which  style  fastener  you  prefer, 
or  if  mixing  the  order,  how  many 
of  each  are  wanted.  Save  money 
by  ordering  in  groups  of  six, 
twelve,  or  more.  Here  are  the 
prices: 

Single  pin 75c 

Two  pins  $1.25 

Six   pins   $3.25 

Twelve  pins  $6.00 

Why  not  get  your  entire  Y.P.E. 
together,  decide  how  many  pins 
you  need,  and  order  accordingly 
at  once.  Be  among  the  first  to 
boost  your  organization  in  this 
unique   manner. 

Please  send  ALL  orders  to  the 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 


C.  M.  TRUESDELL,  Associate  Editor 

WHO'S   WHO 
(Sunday  Schools) 

Below  are  the  ten  Church  of  God 
Sunday  Schools  in  the  United  States 
with  the  leading  average  attendance 
for  the  month  of  March,  1945.  Don't 
you  think  you  can  put  your  local  or 
state  Sunday  School  on  this  list?  We've 
a  hunch  you  can  do  it  if  you  try!  Take 
warning,  however,  it  won't  be  a  land- 
slide. From  the  reports  coming  in, 
we  can  see  that  if  some  of  the  states 
keep  at  it,  some  of  the  old  familiar 
names  will  be  gone,  and  new  ones 
will  take  their  places  in  the  "big  ten" 
for  next  issue.  Keep  your  eye  on  this 
page  and  notice  how  some  of  the  un- 
knowns are  establishing  and  enlarging 
new  beachheads  in  the  field  of  attend- 
ance. Meanwhile,  show  the  world  you 
can  put  your  Sunday  School  there  too. 
Nothing  builds  up  a  church  like  its 
Sunday  School,  and  every  new  mem- 
ber in  the  school  is  a  prospect  more 
easily  won  to  the  body  of  Christ.  What 
do  you  say,  let's  not  have  a  member 
of  the  "big  ten"  with  an  average  at- 
tendance of  less  tnan  350  weekly.  Can 
we  do  it?  Who  said  we  couldn't?  Watch 
and  see! 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL  AVERAGE 
ATTENDANCE  FOR  MARCH 

Greenville,  S.  C.  : 758 

Kannapolis,  N.  C. 597 

North  Cleveland,  Tenn.  426 

Atlanta,   Ga.   418 

Alton  Park,  Tenn.  334 

Hamilton,  Ohio  300 

Canton,   Ohio  295 

E.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  271 

Wilmington,  N.  C.  266 

N.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  242 

OUR  UNIVERSAL  SLOGAN 

"Christ    for   youth    and    youth 
for  Christ" 

WHO'S   WHO 

(Y.  P.  E/s) 

Read  the  list  of  local  Y.P.E. 's  in  the 
nation  with  an  average  attendance  of 
200  a  week,  or  above.  The  list  is  proof 
that  someone  has  been  working.  The 
topmost  Y.P.E.  has  an  increase  of  204 
over  its  rating  in  the  last  issue,  where 
it  also  held  first  place.  Let's  get  the 
young  people  into  our  services.  We 
can't  put  our  newly  adopted  motto  in- 
to effect  without  doing  this.  If  every- 
one will  do  his  part,  we  will  soon  have 
a  "big  ten"  in  Y.P.E.,  with  a  minimum 
attendance  of  250.  What  do  you  say? 
Can  we  do  it  before  the  next  Assem- 
bly? Sure  we  will.  If  your  church  isn't 
on  this  list,  help  to  put  it  there. 
Y.P.E.  AVERAGE  ATTENDANCE 

Baxley,  Ga. 531 

Lenoir  City,  Tenn.  263 

Hamilton,  Ohio  255 

Rock  Hill,  S.  C 250 

Middletown,  Ohio 240 

Iva,  S.  C.  225 
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WHAT   WE   DID    IN   MARCH 

1.  Average  weekly  Sunday 
School  attendance  in  the  nation 
is  161,118. 

2.  Young  people  saved  during 
the  month  of  March  number 
1,083. 

3.  Average  weekly  Y.P.E.  at- 
tendance in  the  nation  is  67,740. 

4.  Total  Sunday  School  offer- 
ings in  the  nation  for  March 
were  $24,974.26. 

5.  Total  Y.P.E.  offerings  in 
the  nation  for  March  were  $18,- 
662.74. 


Group   Leaders  in  Sunday  School 
Attendance  for  March 

Below  is  the  state  leading  in  at- 
tendance in  each  of  the  seven  groups, 
as  well  as  we  are  able  to  determine 
with  the  incomplete  reports  at  hand. 
If  the  secretaries  of  the  states  will 
send  a  complete  report  with  total  av- 
erage attendance,  etc.,  promptly  to 
the  General  Overseer's  office  each 
month,  we  promise  to  do  our  part 
toward  keeping  you  informed  regard- 
ing your  Sunday  Schools  and  Y.P.E. 's, 
with  our  limited  space. 
Group  State  Number 

"A"  South  Carolina  7,817 

"B"  West    Virginia    3,547 

"C"  Illinois  2,065 

"D"~_     -  California  ..  1,453 

"E"  Arizona   564 

"F"    -        Idaho   .  433 

"G"--        Colorado  259 

In  a  recent  letter  from  Brother  Per- 
due Stanley,  we  find  that  two  Sunday 
Schools  in  Florida,  Jacksonville  and 
Lakeland,  tied  with  an  average  at- 
tendance of  239  for  the  month  of 
March.  Those  two  schools  had  only 
three  members  each  less  than  the 
lowest  one  of  the  "big  ten."  Watch 
Florida! 

LEST  WE   FORGET— 

In  this  tragic  day  when  constantly 
pictures  confront  us  showing  the  sweet 
faces  of  innocent  and  helpless  children 
whose  starved  and  emaciated  little 
forms  are  stiff  in  death,  lying  some- 
where in  a  recently  captured  prison 
camp,  our  hearts  bleed  as  we  attempt 
to  quench  the  tears  that  would  other- 
wise spring  forth  unbidden.  We  re- 
cently saw  two  little  children,  a  little 
girl  of  perhaps  nine,  and  possibly  her 
younger  brother,  about  five  years  of 
age.  They  lay  side  by  side,  the  flesh 
shrunken  around  the  bones  of  their 
little  limbs.  Two  tightly  clasped  child- 
ish hands  testified  that  in  those  last 
horrible  hours,  filled  with  gnawing 
hunger,  exposure  and  dread,  they  had 
faced  the  grim  monster,  death,  with 
tender  hearts  united  in  fellowship. 
There  was  a  touching  smile  of  resig- 
nation on  each  face,  as  if  some  angel 
(Continued  on  page   16) 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


Program  Outline 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  hut  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Voung  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear    this    in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chns- 
:ians    who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in 
vitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar    of    prayer    and    accept    Jesus. 

SERVICE  A  WAY  TO  LEADERSHIP 

Scripture:    Matt.  20:20-28. 
Leader's  Thoughts 

There  are  those  who  seek  leadership 
because  of  the  honor  connected  with 
it.    No  wonder  they  fail. 

Capacity  for  suffering  and  disap- 
pointment is  essential  to  be  a  true 
leader,  for  these  are  often  met  with. 

Christian  leadership  is  the  direct  op- 
posite of  worldly  leadership.  It  is  not 
something  given,  but  something 
earned  by  service. 

The  life  of  Jesus  shows  the  way  to 
leadership;  it  is  prayer,  communion, 
helpfulness. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

Service  develops  the  soul.  It  lifts  us 
out  of  ourselves  and  helps  us  to  see 
the  needs  and  the  problems  of  others. 

Leadership  must  be  unselfish,  or  it 
is  useless.  The  real  leader  thinks  not 
of  himself  but  of  those  he  wants  to 
help. 

Leadership  must  have  a  goal.  We 
must  see  clearly  whither  we  are  lead- 
ing— what  we  are  aiming  at. 

Y.P.E.  service  offers  opportunities 
for  leading.  If  there  is  anything  in  us, 
Y.P.E.  gives  us  a  chance  to  try  out  our 
ideas  without  having  cold  water 
thrown  on  them. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

Every  gang  of  boys  has  a  leader, 
and  he  is  usually  the  fellow  with 
ideas,  who  suggests  things  to  be  done, 
and  takes  a  hand  in  doing  them.  This 
attitude  can  be  learned. 

As  a  locomotive  needs  steam,  so  a 


leader  needs  driving  force,  not  only 
to  get  a  move  on  himself,  but  to  haul 
others  after  him.  The  person  who 
loves  selfish  ease,  or  who  is  indolent, 
never  can  be  a  leader. 

Baby  salmon  trout,  thousands  of 
them,  will  follow  the  leader.  That  is 
part  of  nature's  planning.  So  is  it 
with  men.  Leaders  are  few;  followers 
many.   Which  do  you  wish  to  be? 

A  leader  must  be  "chief."  That  is,  he 
must  excel.  You  cannot  dream  your- 
self into  great  leadership  or  power. 
A   CLUSTER  OF  QUOTATIONS 

There  are  leaders  in  every  depart- 
ment of  life.  The  city  needs  leaders, 
politics  call  for  leaders,  business  needs 
leaders,  and  the  church  needs  lead- 
ers.— Anon. 

To  be  a  leader  means  that  we  must 
be  an  example.  People  will  not  follow 
one  they  do  not  admire.  The  guide 
himself  must  be  worth  while. — 
Marston. 

We  can  face  anything  if  we  are  sure 
that  we  are  led  by  one  who  knows  the 
way.  That  is  why  Jesus  is  the  su- 
preme leader. — Rev.  James  Reid. 

The  ministry  offers  the  greatest 
field  for  leaders,  because  it  is  a  serv- 
ice vocation.  It  means  leadership  of 
the  highest  kind,  leading  the  soul  to 
God. — Anon. 

QUESTIONS 

What  should  be  our  aim  as  leaders? 

How  can  we  tell  whether  we  can 
be  leaders  or  not? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Learning  to  serve.     Acts   16:1-5. 

How  Joshua  learned.   Exod.  17:9-16. 

Thrust  into  leadership.  Exod.  3:1-10. 

The  Great  Servant.   Luke  4:16-20. 

David  "served."  Acts  13:36. 

Training  leaders.   Matt.  10:1-8. 

APPRECIATING  OUR   PARENTS 
AS  LEADERS 

Scripture:  Eph.  6:1-9;  Luke  2:41-52. 
Leader's  Thoughts 

Obedience  is  largely  a  lost  virtue,  yet 
essential  to  happiness.  As  a  rule,  par- 
ents know  best  what  is  best. 

"Honor!"  Our  parents  may  not  have 
so  much  book  learning  as  we  have, 
but  they  have  experience  and  longer 
observation,   which   means    far   more. 

There  comes  a  time  when  young 
people  must  act  for  themselves  and 
take  the  responsibility  for  their  ac- 
tions. This  is  what  Jesus  did.  Jesus' 
action  was  indisputably  good.  If  young 
people  would  do  good  as  He  did,  there 
would  be  no  trouble  about  their  in- 
dependence. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Parents  are  responsible  for  giving 
their  children  a  right  upbringing. 
That  makes  them  leaders,  and  they 
cannot  escape  the  duty. 

Leaders  can  only  guide  where  they 
themselves  have  travelled.  Young  peo- 
ple do  well  to  recognize  the  wisdom 
their  parents  have  gathered  and  use 
it. 

Parents  need  infinite  patience.  Wes- 
ley said  to  his  wife,  "I  marvel  at  your 


patience,  you  have  said  that  twenty 
times  to  the  boy."  "Yes,"  she  replied, 
"it  was  the  twentieth  time  that  got 
him." 

Recognize  parental  love.  Parents 
may  be  mistaken,  but  their  mistakes 
are  those  of  love.  They  are  zealous  for 
our  welfare. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

The  garaener  Dends  the  branch  and 
trains  it.  All  need  training.  To  grow 
wild   is  to  be   a  human  weed. 

Even  a  small  lever  in  a  complex  ma- 
chine is  necessary.  Parents  may  not 
lead  multitudes;  it  is  enough  that  they 
lead  one  or  two  boys  or  girls  into  a 
noble  life. 

Parents  are  examples  of  leadership 
by  example — probably  the  most  ef- 
fective method  of  all. 

Puppies  need  a  leash  at  first  until 
they   learn   obedience.   Children   need 
restraint   for   the   same   reason.     By- 
and-bv  that  will  be  unnecessary. 
QUOTATIONS 

Parents  do  well  to  establish  good 
habits  in  their  children.  That  is  true 
leadership. — Anon. 

Don't  bribe  children.  That  is  a  con- 
fession of  failure.  It  is  sad  to  have  so 
little  influence  that  we  must  bribe 
the  little  folks  into  obedience. — 
Roberts. 

The  real  leader  gets  others  to  fol- 
low him  willingly.  When  parents 
threaten  their  children,  they  declare 
themselves  failure  as  leaders.  Threats 
weaken  the  regard  of  children  for 
parents. — Anon. 

Be  a  leader  in  cheerfulness.  Make 
meal  times  the  happiest  times  of  all. 
Memories  of  happy  homes  are  never 
effaced. — Robertson. 

Young  people  have  much  to  do  with 
making  happy  homes. 

QUESTIONS 

What  have  our  parents  done  for  us? 

How  can  we  show  appreciation  of 
parental    leadership? 

Should  children  ever  disobey  par- 
ents? 

When? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

A  mother's  choice.     1  Sam.  1:24-28. 

A  father's  love.   2  Sam.  18:24-33. 

Gentle  leading.   2  Tim.  3:14-17. 

Parents'  wisdom.    Prov.  4:1-9. 

Wise  guides.     1  Tim.  3:4,5. 

Leading  to  God.    Deut.  6:7. 

WHY  IS  JESUS  THE  WORLD'S 
GREATEST  LEADER? 

Scripture:     John    15:9-16;    12:23-27. 

Leader's  Thoughts 

Jesus  is  the  world's  greatest  leader 
because  He  is  the  greatest  lover.  No 
man  ever  showed  the  love  of  God  in 
action  as  He  did. 

Jesus  leads  the  world  in  utter  obedi- 
ence to  God.  What  God  willed,  Jesus 
also  willed,  absolutely.  There  was 
nothing  of  self  in  Him. 

Jesus  leads  because  He  takes  His 
followers  into  His  confidence,  keeping 
no  secret  from  them.  He  shows  them 
the  way  to  the  heights. 

Jesus  is  the  world's  greatest  leader 
because  He  is  the  world's  greatest  sac- 
rifice.   All    His    life    long    He    poured 
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Himself  out  in  sacrifice. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

Jesus  was  the  world's  greatest  serv- 
ant. Without  His  life  and  His  message 
the  world  would  have  been  poor  in- 
deed. Think  of  what  He  has  meant  for 
mankind. 

The  greatness  of  Jesus'  leadership 
lies  in  its  moral  quality.  He  lifted 
men.  All  who  knew  Him  sincerely 
were  transformed  by  that  contact. 
Consider  Peter. 

It  is  only  the  cross  that  makes  Jesus 
a  great  leader.  Many  others  have  died 
for  their  convictions.  It  is  what  the 
cross  stands  for — the  love  of  God,  sac- 
rifice for  sin,  and  the  world's  redemp- 
tion. 

It  is  personality  that  makes  the 
great  leader,  and  in  this  respect  Jesus 
stands  supreme.  Even  unbelievers  ad- 
mit the  strange  charm  of  His  char- 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

Jesus  knew  whither  He  was  lead- 
ing. He  came  to  bring  men  back  to 
God.  He  knew  God,  and  His  work  was 
to  reveal  Him. 

The  world  will  follow  the  man  who 
knows.  One  who  vacillates  can  never 
be  a  leader.  The  leader  must  see  this 
goal  and  make  straight  for  it. 

There  were  people  whom  Jesus  did 
not  trust,  John  2:24,  but  He  really 
trusted  the  common  people.  His  lead- 
ership is  based  on  confidence  and  love. 

Jesus'  leadership  depended  and  de- 
pends more  on  what  He  is  than  on 
what  He  does.  It  is  character  that 
counts.  His  followers  become  true  lead- 
ers only  as  they  develop  noble  char- 
acters. 

QUOTATIONS 

One  man  and  God,  as  Jesus  proved, 
are  stronger  than  all  the  world. — 
Anon. 

The  man  who  stands  closest  to  the 
moral  order  of  the  universe  is  the 
strongest.  He  will  be  a  leader  of  the 
people  when  the  voice  of  the  people 
is  the  voice  of  God.  He  will  be  a 
martyr  when  the  voice  of  the  mob  is 
against  the  voice  of  God. — Dr.  Edward 
Griggs. 

Dr.  A.  A.  Hodge  says,  "The  love 
principle  is  stronger  than  the  force 
principle."  The  worldly  leader  is 
ruthless,  fighting  his  way  to  his  ob- 
ject. Christ  loves  His  way  to  the  goal. 
— Anon. 

Jesus  never  asks  His  people  to  do 
what  He  Himself  has  not  done  or 
would  not  do.  He  is  captain  of  the  host, 
and  He  is  always  in  the  thick  of  the 
struggle. — Anon. 

QUESTIONS 

How  may  we  imitate  Jesus'  lead- 
ership? 

What  modern  movements  do  you 
think   Jesus   would   lead   today? 

What  has  Jesus  meant  to  the 
world? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Because  great  Servant.  Matt.  20: 
25-28. 

Because  of  His  ideals.   Matt.  5:1-12. 

Because  of  His  life.  1  Pet.  2:21-25. 

Because  of  His  sacrifice.  1  Pet.  3:18. 

Because  of  His  love.  John  13:1-13. 

Because  of  His  exaltation.  Phil.  2: 
1-11. 


HOW  HAVE  MISSIONARIES  BEEN 
EFFECTIVE    LEADERS? 

Scripture:    Matt.  4:12-25. 

NOTE:  It  would  be  good  to  have 
someone  or  two  read  up  on  the  lives 
of  some  missionary  and  bring  out  the 
interesting  facts. 

Leader's  Thoughts 

Personal  daily  consecrated  life 
among  the  people  is  effective  leader- 
ship. 

New  knowledge  makes  a  man  a 
leader.  People  look  up  to  the  person 
who  tells  them  new  and  convincing 
truths. 

The  missionary's  work  is  to  change 
the  people's  minds.  "Repent!"  Do 
things  differently.  Get  a  new  attitude 
to  life. 

Missionaries  must   get   helpers   and 
train  them  for  leadership.  Even  Christ 
could  not  save  the  world  alone. 
SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Missionaries  have  led  in  education. 
China,  Japan,  India,  Africa,  owe  their 
educational  systems  to  missionaries. 
Paganism  is  darkness;  Christianity  is 
light. 

Missionaries  have  led  in  health 
knowledge.  Hospitals,  clinics,  sanita- 
tion are  part  of  their  work. 

Missionaries  have  taken  the  lead  in 
industry  in  some  lands.  They  saw  that 
no  people  can  rise  in  character  and 
achievement  until  some  sort  of  eco- 
nomic independence  is  provided.  The 
gospel  calls  for  work. 

Missionaries  are  responsible  for  the 
emancipation  of  women  in  not  a  few 
lands.  In  India  and  China  what  free- 
dom woman  enjoys  is  rooted  in  ideals 
implanted  by  missionaries. 
ILLUSTRATIONS 

There  are  people  today  who  blame 
missionaries  for  being  the  cause  of 
China's  revolution,  not  knowing  that 
this  is  a  great  compliment.  The  work 
of  missionaries  is  to  awaken  people. 

Livingstone  opened  up  Africa.  He  was 
a  missionary  leader  preparing  the  way 
for  trade  and  the  church.  An  open  Af- 
rica is  the  result  of  his  statesmanship. 

John  B.  Paton  led  the  cannibals  of 
the  South  Seas  out  of  paganism  into 
light.  Their  changed  life  goes  directly 
back  to  his  work.  Without  him  they 
would  have  been  cannibals  still. 

Missionaries  have  taken  the  lead  in 
reforming  China's  written  language. 
Very  few  could  read  the  difficult  sign 
language.  A  Christian  Endeavor  mis- 
sionary translated  the  New  Testament 
into  a  new  script  which  anyone  may 

QUOTATIONS 

Some  of  our  missionaries  have  es- 
tablished agricultural  stations,  like 
Higginbottom  in  India,  and  are  train- 
ing the  natives  how  to  raise  better 
crops. — Appleton. 

The  work  of  missionaries  has  been 
largely  that  of  scouting  and  exploring. 
They  are  training  a  native  army  for 
a  century-long  campaign. — Andrews. 

A  convert  made  in  mission  work  is 
one  added;  a  native  trained  to  lead  is 
multiplication  in  the  arithmetic  of  the 
Kingdom. — Maurice. 

Missionaries  have  led  thousands  to 
Christ,  and  that  is  great  leadership.  It 
is  the  object  of  all  Christian  leader- 


ship.— Wallace. 

QUESTIONS 

What   have   our   Church's   mission- 
aries accomplished? 

How  have  our  missionaries  helped 
the  homes  of  natives? 

How  can  we  help  our  missionaries? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Leaders  in  teaching.  Matt.  28:18-20. 

In  daily  work.    2  Thess.  3:7-13. 

In  healing.    Acts  14:8-18. 

In  travel.    2  Cor.  11:26-28. 

In  godliness.  Gal.  5:16,  22-26. 

In  service.    Acts  20:17-21. 
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A  SCARLET  SIN   FORGIVEN 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
into  his  face.  I  believe  that  I  did  some 
straight  thinking  that  night.  I  asked 
myself  the  question,  "Why  is  this  lad 
here?"  Somewhere  along  the  line  all 
of  us  had  failed. 

The  home  had  failed  when  not  one 
of  its  members  had  made  it  their 
regular  custom  to  attend  divine  wor- 
ship. That  lad's  home  was  a  home 
that  had  tried,  like  thousands  of 
others,  to  get  along  without  God  and 
the  Christian  Church.  Neighbors,  it 
can't  be  done. 

The  Sunday  School  had  failed  when 
neither  superintendent,  teacher  nor 
scholar  was  apparently  interested 
enough  in  him  to  see  what  had  hap- 
pened to  him  when  he  failed  to  turn 
up  at  Sunday  School  class.  Sunday 
School  teacher,  your  responsibility 
doesn't  end  with  the  ringing  of  the 
secretary's  bell.  When  God  puts  boys 
and  girls  into  your  care  He  entrusts 
to  you  a  tremendous  responsibility. 

The  state  had  failed.  For  three  long- 
years  he  had  walked  the  streets  of 
Winnipeg  looking  for  a  job.  One  of 
his  sisters,  a  stenographer,  had  kept 
the  home  open.  The  very  night  of  his 
arrest  he  was  in  a  terrible  state.  His 
socks  seeped  through  shoes  that  would 
not  long  hold  together.  His  shirt  was 
in  tatters.  And  all  this  in  a  land  of 
plenty  and  no  one  interested  enough 
in  him  to  go  out  of  their  way  to  give 
him  the  help  that  he  needed.  The 
way  had  been  rough.  Like  the  prodigal 
he  had  sickened  of  it  all.  Desperate, 
he  had  missed  the  guidepost  that 
would  have  directed  him  back  to  One 
who  never  forgets.  Friend,  what  about 
the  boys  and  girls  that  march  down 
the  way  we  go?  May  God  help  us  to 
speak  the  kindly  word  and  point  their 
way  home. 

The  stillness  of  that  night  with  only 
the  intermittent  tread  of  the  guard 
on  duty  to  break  its  silence  made  me 
think  again  of  what  a  terrible  thing 
sin  is.  I  saw  the  world  being  swept  to 
ruin  by  its  deluge.  I  saw  the  awful 
force  of  the  movie  theater,  the  dance 
hall,  the  beer  parlor,  the  filth  of  our 
newsstands  all  joining  in  this  awful 
stream  of  iniquity.  Sin  that  night  be- 
came to  me  a  monster. 

And  there  was  I  charged  with  the 
solemn  responsibility  of  preparing  a 
soul  for  eternity.  Then  I  thought  of 
something  else.  I  saw  the  Crimson 
Stream.  I  saw  it  begin  away  back 
yonder  when  in  the  dawn  of  history 
God  slew  the  animals  that  their  shed 
blood  might  be  applied  for  our  race. 
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I  saw  its  truth  widen  as  I  remem- 
bered God's  word  to  Moses  that  he 
should  command  that  in  each  house- 
hold a  lamb  should  be  slain  whose 
blood  must  faithfully  be  applied  upon 
the  entrance  to  that  home.  Yet  I  could 
see  that,  through  it  all,  sin  remained. 
But  the  stream  flowed  on.  And  when  I 
came  to  Calvary,  where  once  in  the 
end  of  the  age  Christ  appeared  to  put 
away  sin,  Oh,  what  a  stream  was 
opened  by  those  Roman  soldiers!  No 
matter  how  scarlet  the  sin,  how  vile 
the  offender,  God's  remedy  for  sin  had 
never  failed.  Oh,  what  a  refuge  for 
such  a  night!  Yes,  here  amid  the 
wreckage  of  so  many  failures  was 
something  eternal  that  would  not  fail 
—the  cleansing  blood. 

Four  hours  had  slipped  away.  A 
new  dawn  was  breaking. 

By  and  by  it  was  six  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  The  officers  were  about. 
There  was  a  loud  rattling  of  their 
keys  My  friend  opened  his  eyes  and 
asked  if  it  was  six  o'clock.  Then  he 
jumped  out  of  bed  as  though  he  was 
afraid  of  being  late  for  some  impor- 
tant appointment. 

When  a  man  is  ready  to  meet  God 
it  is  a  wonderful  thing.  I  wonder  if 
the  angel  were  to  come  and  tap  upon 
your  windowpane  and  say,  "Are  you 
ready  to  meet  God?"— I  wonder  how 
many  of  you  could  say,  "Even  so,  come, 
Lord  Jesus."  , 

This  young  man  rose  and  washed 
himself  and  after  he  had  cleaned  his 
teeth  he  said,  "I  have  got  to  be  clean 
outside  as  well  as  inside  today."  He 
bathed  himself  all  over.  Meanwhile  I 
was  reading  and  praying.  When  he 
had  finished  he  walked  across  the 
cell  toward  the  open  window  through 
which  a  cool,  refreshing  breeze  was 
flowing.  After  a  deep  breath  or  two 
he  said,  "My,  that  is  sweet  this  morn- 
ing." Then  he  turned  and  we  knelt 
side  by  side.  His  arm  was  about  my 
neck.  I  offered  prayer  and  he  offered 
prayer.  The  door  opened.  The  offi- 
cers were  there. 

I  must  draw  a  veil  over  all  that  fol- 
lowed, but  in  a  few  minutes  the  re- 
deemed lad  was  in  the  presence  of 
the  King. 

And  I  was  left  to  carry  on  the  mes- 
sage— the  message  that  sin  does  not 
pay,  that  evil  company  brings  nothing 
but  grief  and  sorrow,  that  wherever 
there  is  an  honest  and  true  repentance 
there  is  deliverance  from  the  past 
power  of  sin,  from  its  fear  and  con- 
sequence— deliverance  and  forgiveness 
through  the  shed  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ,  God's  Son.  — Pentecostal  Testi- 
mony. 


EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

do  for  you?"  You  express  your  desires. 
She  supplies  your  needs.  She  looks 
worn  and  her  step  is  feeble,  but  she 
is  happy  because  she  is  able  to  be  with 
you  and  help  to  alleviate  your  pain 
and  suffering.  Who  is  it?  It's  mother. 
Perhaps  it  might  be  a  father,  sister 
or  brother.  It  might  be  a  nurse.  These 
are  also  shut  in,  because  they  love  you 
and  want  to  help  you.  We  shouldn't 
forget  this  kind  of  shut-ins.  They  are 


with  you  every  day;  they  can't  get  out 
to  get  the  smiles  of  others  very  often. 
They  need  your  smile  and  the  light 
that  shines  from  your  little  candle. 
You  will  need  Jesus  in  your  life  to 
give  you  the  grace  to  do  this. 

And  now  last,  but  not  least,  we  want 
just  a  word  for  our  boys  and  girls  in 
Service.  Some  of  you  are  in  hospitals 
now.  Many  will  come  home  crippled 
for  life  who  once  had  bright  hopes 
for  their  future.  Do  not  lose  hope, 
God  is  still  on  the  throne,  and  if  you 
will  turn  what  is  left  of  you  over  to 
Him,  He  will  make  your  life  count 
more  than  it  would  had  you  been  left 
to  go  your  own  way.  We  could  give 
you  many  illustrations  to  prove  this. 

Here  are  a  few  of  them: 

There  was  once  a  young  man  named 
Steinmetz,  who  forty-one  years  ago 
descended  from  the  deck  of  a  German 
steamer  landing  in  New  York  City. 
Standing  only  four  feet  high,  with 
crooked  legs,  a  misshapen  body,  an 
enormous  head  bending  between  high 
shoulders,  he  was  a  pitiable  sight.  The 
customs  officers  did  not  want  to  ad- 
mit him.  What  could  he  do  for  a  liv- 
ing? Would  he  not  become  a  burden 
to  the  country?  Finally,  through  a 
companion's  promise  to  support  him, 
he  was  admitted.  For  a  while  work 
was  hard  to  find.  No  one  wanted  him 
because  of  his  looks.  He  had  few 
friends.  He  had  to  take  jobs  by  which 
he  could  barely  eke  out  a  living,  but 
little  by  little  he  proved  his  worth 
and  his  kindness  of  heart.  He 
knew  that  he  could  demonstrate  facts 
in  mathematics  that  no  one  else  had 
discovered.  He  set  up  a  little  labora- 
tory of  his  own.  Men  saw  his  possi- 
bilities. Gradually  his  laboratory  ex- 
tended, and,  when  he  died  in  1923,  he 
was,  as  you  know,  chief  of  the  consult- 
ing engineers  of  the  General  Electric 
Company  and  one  of  the  clearest  and 
best  teachers  of  mathematics  that 
America  has  ever  known.  He  it  was 
who  made  high-voltage  power  trans- 
mission possible.  He  it  was  who  formu- 
lated "the  law  of  magnetism"  that  has 
meant  so  much  to  electrical  develop- 
ment. 

But  he  developed  even  finer  qualities 
of  heart  than  of  mind.  He  would  toler- 
ate no  bitterness  in  his  heart  because 
of  his  early  struggles  and  unfair  treat- 
ment. He  was  kind  and  genial.  He 
adopted  an  entire  family  and  reared 
its  members  as  his  own.  He  loved  boys 
especially,  and  was  their  companion 
and  friend.  He  encouraged  other  in- 
ventors. For  years  he  was  president  of 
the  public  school  board  and  a  member 
of  the  council  in  Schenectady.  It  is 
impossible  to  estimate  his  value  to 
mankind. 

Then  why  would  you  say,  young 
man,  young  woman,  that  you  can 
never  make  good  in  life?  Think  of 
Helen  Keller,  perhaps  you  should  read 
her  autobiography.  After  you  read  it 
you  will  be  ashamed  to  say,  "I  cannot 
make  a  success  in  life." 

Blinded  by  a  lingering  fever  when 
a  year  and  a  half  old,  and  left  deaf 
and  speechless  as  well,  through  the 
help  of  a  loving  mother  and  her  never- 
to-be-forgotten  teacher,  Miss  Sullivan, 
Miss  Keller  came  out  of  her  night  in 


a  prison,  to  which  all  doors  seemed 
to  be  locked,  and  developed  a  radiant- 
ly beautiful  personality. 

The  late  President  Franklin  D. 
Roosevelt,  who  fought  so  bravely 
for  our  national  welfare  and  who  sac- 
rificed his  life  for  the  good  of  man- 
kind, is  perhaps  one  of  the  greatest 
examples  of  overcoming  handicaps  of 
anyone  we  might  mention,  but  re- 
member that  it  was  because  he  was 
'afflicted  that  he  became  interested  in 
other  sufferers.  He  did  not  say,  Be- 
cause I  am  afflicted  I  can  do  nothing, 
but  he  rose  to  the  highest  office  our 
country  can  offer. 

You  may  not  be  able  to  ever  reach 
such  a  high  place  as  he,  but  you  can 
at  least  reach  the  place  of  complete 
surrender  to  the  will  of  God,  which  is 
greater  than  being  president  of  the 
United  States,  without  that  surrender. 

Dear  ones,  as  you  lie  in  that  bed  or 
sit  in  the  wheel  chair,  will  you  not 
turn  your  life  over  to  Him  and  say, 
"Lord,  if  there  is  any  way  that  you 
can  use  this  life  of  mine,  afflicted  as 
I  am,  I  now  surrender  to  Thee  to  be 
used  in  any  way  you  can  use  me." 
Then  listen  for  that  still  small  voice 
as  He  speaks  to  you.  Do  not  chaff  or 
try  to  hurry  the  Spirit  to  answer.  Be 
willing  to  do  nothing  but  shine,  if 
that  be  God's  will.  A  perfectly  pliable, 
restful  soul  is  what  God  is  looking  for 
and  is  the  only  way  to  peace  and  hap- 
piness. 

Now,  dear  ones,  I  have  brought  you 
this  bouquet  of  flowers  and  have 
chatted  with  you  for  awhile.  I  feel 
that  I  know  you  better.  I  hope  my 
little  visit  has  helped  you  and  that  I 
may  come  to  see  you  each  month.  If 
you  are  unsaved,  I  am  offering  up  a 
little  prayer  that  God  may  help  you 
to  see  your  need  of  Him.  God  is  able 
to  heal  and  lift  you  up,  Jas.  5:13-15, 
but  you  must  learn  first  to  say,  "Thy 
will  be  done,"  and  you  must  turn  your 
life  over  to  Him  to  be  used  for  His 
glory,  whatever  that  may  be.  May 
God  bless  you. 
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hand  had  caressed  the  anemic  little 
temples  of  clay  as  the  spirit  fled.  They 
were  someone's  children;  but  those 
who  loved  them  could  not  help,  and 
they  died  as  helpless  victims  of  a 
heartless  and  brutal  foe.  Millions  ol 
little  children  are  the  unhappy  ob- 
jects of  sad  circumstances  throughout 
the  world  today.  There  would  be  more 
if  many  had  not  been  rescued  bj 
charitable  organizations.  One  hundrec 
and  sixty  such  children  are  beingl 
cared  for  by  the  Church  of  God  todayj 
They  are  comfortably  situated,  anc 
have  many  advantages  that  some 
normal  children  are  deprived  of.  The 
Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School  are  doin£ 
their  part  to  see  that  these  in  our  care 
do  not  want  for  anything  necessary 
Let's  enlarge  our  vision  even  more 
this  year,  and  increase  our  funds,  tha' 
many  others  may  be  added  to  th< 
number  now  being  cared  for.  There  i; 
only  a  short  time  to  work  before  an- 
other Assembly.  We  can  make  thi; 
the  greatest  year  ever  in  contribution 
for  this  need,  and  we'll  do  it! 
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The  Lighted  Pathway! 


IN  THE  TWINKLING 
OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

tianity  to  give  assurance  of  it  to  its 
possessor?  I  do  not  suppose  I  am  a 
Jew,  sir  (by  religion  I  mean,  and  not 
merely  by  race)  ;  no,  sir,  I  do  not  sup- 
pose, for  I  know  it.  There  is  all  the 
difference  in  the  world,  it  seems  to 
me,  sir,  between  the  mere  theology 
and  the  religion  of  the  faith  we  pro- 
fess. The  religion  is  life,  it  seems  to  me, 
sir;  theology  is  only  the  science  of 
that  life." 

Both  men  were  so  utterly  absorbed 
in  their  talk  that  they  did  not  hear  a 
touch  on  the  handle  of  the  door.  It 
was  only  as  it  opened  that  they  turned 
round.  Zillah  stood  framed  in  the 
doorway.  Cohen,  who  saw  her  every 
day,  realized  that  she  had  never  looked 
so  radiantly  beautiful  before.  She  had 
almost  burst  into  the  room,  but  paused 
as  she  saw  that  a  stranger  was  present. 

"Excuse  me,"  she  began;  "I  had  no 
idea  you  had  a  friend 
with  you,  Abraham." 

She  would  have  re- 
treated, but  he  stopped 
her  with  an  eager — 

"Come  in,  Zillah." 

She  advanced,  gazing 
in  curious  inquiry  at 
Hammond. 

"This  is  Mr.  Tom 
Hammond,  editor  of 
the  'Courier,'  Zillah," 
Cohen  explained  to  the 
young  girl.  To  Ham- 
mond he  added,  "My 
wife's  sister,  Zillah  Ro- 
bart." 

The  introduced  pair 
shook  hands.  The 
young  Jew  went  on  to 
explain  to  Zillah  how 
the  great  editor  came 
to  be  visiting  him. 

Tom  Hammond's  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  the 
vision  of  loveliness  that 
the  Jewess  made.  She  was  going  to  as- 
sist at  the  wedding  of  a  girl  friend, 
and  had  come  to  show  herself  to  her 
brother-in-law  before  starting.  Lovely 
at  the  most  ordinary  times,  she  looked 
perfectly  radiant  in  her  well-chosen 
wedding  finery. 

Tom  Hammond  had  seen  female 
loveliness  in  many  lands — East,  North, 
West,  South.  He  had  gazed  upon  wom- 
en who  seemed  too  lovely  for  earth — 
women  whose  flesh  was  alabaster, 
whose  glance  would  woo  emperors; 
women  whose  skins  glowed  with  the 
olive  of  southern  lands,  the  glance  of 
whose  black,  lustrous  eyes  intoxicated 
the  beholder  in  the  first  instant:  Inez 
of  Spain,  Mousmee  of  Japan,  Katrina 
of  Russia,  Carlotta  of  Naples,  Rosie  of 
Paris,  Maggie  of  the  Scottish  High- 
lands, Patty  of  Wales,  Kate  of  Ireland, 
and  a  score  of  other  typical  beauties. 
But  this  Jewish  maiden,  this  Zillah  of 
Finsbury — she  was  beyond  all  his 
thought  or  knowledge  of  feminine 
loveliness. 

While  Cohen  talked  on  for  a  mo- 


ment or  two,  and  Zillah's  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  her  brother-in-law,  Tom 
Hammond's  gaze  was  riveted  upon  the 
lovely  girl. 

Every  feature  of  her  beautiful  face 
became  photographed  on  his  brain. 
Had  he  been  a  clever  artist,  he  could 
have  gone  to  his  studio  and  have 
flung  with  burning,  brilliant  haste  her 
face  upon  his  canvas. 

He  thought  of  Zenobia  as  he  looked 
upon  her  brow.  He  wondered  if  ever 
two  such  wide,  black,  lustrous  eyes 
had  ever  shone  in  the  face  of  a 
woman  before,  or  whether  a  female 
soul  had  ever  before  been  mirrored 
in  such  eyes. 

Her  mouth  was  not  the  large,  wide 
feature  so  often  seen  in  women  of 
her  race,  but  of  exquisite  lines,  with 
ripe,  full  lips,  as  brilliant  in  color  as 
the  most  glowing  coral.  Her  eyes  were 
fringed  with  the  blackest,  finest,  silk- 
iest lashes.  Her  hair  was  raven  in  hue 
and  wondrous  in  its  wealth. 

He  realized,  in  that  first  moment  of 
full  gazing  upon  her,  how  faded  every 

HE   IS   COMING   AGAIN 

Mrs.  Anna  R.  Lawrence 

"  .  .  .  they  shall  see  the  Son  of  man  coming  in  the  clouds  of 
heaven,"  Matt.  24:30. 


It  may  be  some  calm  Spring  morning, 
When  each  grass-blade's  a-gleam  with  dew, 
And   softly   the   breezes   soughing 
Through    branches    bedecked    anew 
In  the  verdure,  and  fragrant  blossom 
Our  winter-tired  eyes  joy  to  see — 
But  oh,  just  to  know  He  is  coming, 
Is  fulness  of  joy  for  me! 

It  may  be  some  Summer's  noonday, 

As  the  shouts  of  the  reapers  ring 

Across   the   laden   grain-field 

As  the  golden  sheaves  they  bring 

To   the   garner,   overflowing 

With  the  yield  of  the  grain-sown  lea — 

But  just  to  be  sure  He  is  coming, 

Is  rapture  supreme  for  me! 


It   may   be  some  Autumn  evening, 

When    the   forests,   all    ablaze 

With   crimson,   and   gold,   and    russet, 

Are   kissed    by   the   sun's   last   rays 

As    he   sinks    behind    clouds    more   gorgeous 

Than  earth's  grandest   tapestry — 

But  only  to  know  He  is  coming, 

Is  grandeur  enough  for  me. 

It   may   be   some    Winter's    midnight 
When    winds    and    waves    run    high, 
And    clouds    race    in    fiendish    madness 
'Cross    a    lowering,    ink-black    sky; 
When   never    a    friendly   star   gleams — 
When   no   ray  of   light   I   see — 
But  only  to  think  on  His  coming, 
Is   brightness   and    hope   for   me! 


other  female  face  must  ever  seem  be- 
side her  glorious  beauty.  With  a 
strange  freak  of  mental  conjuring, 
Madge  Finisterre  and  that  interrupted 
tete-a-tete  rose  up  before  him,  and  a 
sudden  sense  of  relief  swept  over  him 
that  George  Carlyon  had  returned  at 
the  moment  that  he  did. 

"It  is  all  so  strange,  so  wonderful 
to  me,  what  I  have  seen  and  heard 
here,"  he  jerked  out  as  Cohen  finished 
his  explanation. 

Hammond  spoke  to  the  beautiful 
girl,  whose  great,  lustrous  eyes  had 
suddenly  come  back  to  his  face. 

For  a  moment  or  two  longer  he 
voiced  his  admiration  of  the  separate 
pieces  of  finished  work,  and  spoke  of 
his  own  growing  interest  in  the  Jewish 
race. 

The  great  black  eyes  that  gazed  up- 
wards into  his,  grew  liquid  with  the 
evident  emotion  that  filled  the  soul 
of  the  beautiful  girl.  With  the  frank, 
hearty,  simple  gesture  of  the  perfect- 
ly unconventional  woman,  she  held 
forth  her  hand  to  Hammond  as  she 


said: 

"It  is  so  good  of  you,  sir,  to  speak 
thus  of  my  brother-in-law's  work  and 
of  our  race.  There  are  few  who  speak 
kindly  of  us.  Even  though,  as  a  nation, 
you  English  give  our  poor,  persecuted 
people  sanctuary,  yet  there  are  few 
who  care  for  us  or  speak  kindly  of 
us,  and  fewer  still  who  speak  kindly 
to  us." 

"I  must  not  stay  another  moment, 
Abraham,"  she  cried,  turning  to  the 
Jew.  "Adah  would  be  vexed  if  I  were 
late." 

She  turned  back  to  Hammond,  but 
before  she  could  speak  he  was  saying: 
"Good-bye,  Miss  Robart;  I  hope  we 
may  meet  again.  What  your  brother 
has  already  told  me  only  incites  me 
to  come  again  and  see  him,  for  there 
are  many  things  I  want  to  know." 

He  shook  hands  with  the  girl.  His 
eyes  met  hers  and  he  saw  the  olive 
cheeks  suddenly  warm. 

Ten   minutes  later   he   was   driving 

back    to    his    office,    his    mind    in    a 

strange   whirl,   the   beautiful   face   of 

Zillah  Robart  filling  all 

his  vision. 

He  pulled  himself  up 
at  last,  and  laughed 
low  and  amusedly  as  he 
murmured: 

"And  I  am  the  man 
whose  pulses  had  never 
been  quickened  by  the 
sight  or  the  touch  of 
a  woman  until  I  met 
her — " 

The  memory  of 
Madge  Finisterre 
flashed  into  his  mind. 
He  smiled  to  himself 
as  he  mused: 

"Epen  when  I  seemed 

most      smitten      by 

Madge,  by  her  piquant 

Americanism,     I      told 

myself  I  was  not  sure 

that  love  had  anything 

to  do  with  my  feelings. 

Now    I    know    it    had 

not." 

His    eyes    filled    suddenly    with    a 

kind   of   staring   wonder   as   he   cried 

out,  in  a  low,  startled  undertone: 

"Am  I  implying  to  myself  that  this 
sudden  admiration  for  Zillah  Robart 
has  any  element  of  love  in  it?" 

He  smiled  at  his  own  unuttered  an- 
swer.   The  cab  pulled  up  at  the  door 
of    the    office    at    that   moment.     He 
came  back  sharply  to  everyday  things. 
(To  be  continued) 


HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 

(Continued  from  page  6)     * 

upon  it.  Above  all,  do  not  let  your 
heart  grow  hard  and  bitter  against 
God  because  of  it.  Very  needful  is  this 
warning  to  all  of  us.  How  many  have 
lost  fellowship  with  God,  and  have 
drifted  into  the  dark  places  of  doubt, 
rebelliousness,  and  despair  because 
they  have  suffered  their  hearts  to  be 
embittered  against  God  for  His  seem- 
ingly strange  dealings  with  them!  Ah! 
friend,    shun    that    above    everything 
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else.  "Harden  not  your  heart."  Do  not 
rise  up  in  mutiny  of  spirit  against  God. 
When  you  let  that  serpent  coil  in  your 
heart,  it  will  sting  your  innermost  soul 
to  the  death  of  peace,  and  rest,  and 
joy  in  your  Lord.  Guard  yourself 
against  that. 

"FAINT  NOT" 

How  great  is  the  temptation  at  this 
point!  How  the  soul  sinks,  the  heart 
grows  sick,  and  the  faith  staggers  un- 
der the  keen  trials  and  testings  which 
come  into  our  lives  in  times  of  special 
bereavement  and  suffering.  "I  can- 
not bear  up  any  longer;  I  am  fainting 
under  this  providence.  What  shall  I 
do?  God  tells  me  not  to  faint,  but 
what  can  one  do  when  he  is  fainting?" 
What  do  you  do  when  you  are  about 
to  faint  physically?  You  cannot  do 
anything.  You  cease  from  your  own 
doing.  In  your  faintness,  you  fall  up- 
on the  shoulder  of  some  strong  loved 
one.  You  lean  hard.  You  rest.  You 
lie  still  and  trust,  until  your  fainting 
soul  comes  back  to  its  own.  It  is  so 
when  we  are  tempted  to  faint  under 
affliction. 

God's  message  to  us  is  not  "Be 
strong  and  of  good  courage,"  for  He 
knows  our  strength  and  courage  have 
fled  away.  But  it  is  that  sweet  word: 
"Be  still,  and  know  that  I  am  God." 
Hudson  Taylor  was  so  feeble  in  the 
closing  months  of  his  life,  that  he 
wrote  a  dear  friend,  "I  am  so  weak  I 
cannot  work;  I  cannot  read  my  Bible; 
I  cannot  even  pray.  I  can  only  lie 
still  in  God's  arms  like  a  little  child, 
and  trust."  This  wondrous  man  of 
God  with  all  his  spiritual  power  came 
to  a  place  of  physical  suffering  and 
weakness  where  he  could  only  lie  still 
and  trust.  And  that  is  all  God  asks 
of  you,  His  dear  child,  when  you  grow 
faint  in  the  fierce  fires  of  affliction. 
Do  not  try  to  be  strong.  Just  be  still, 
and  knoio  that  He  is  God  and  will 
sustain  you,  and  bring  you  through. 


JUST  A   MOUNTAIN    MOTHER 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
to  you  to  help  preach  the  gospel.  It  is 
not  much,  but  I  want  to  do  some- 
thing, for  it  was  through  the  foolish- 
ness of  preaching  that  I  found  my 
Savior.'  I  said  to  her,  T  can't  take  it, 
but  I  will  pay  it  many  times  over  for 
you.'  Still  looking  into  my  face  she 
said,  'Mister,  I  can't  knit  but  one  pair 
of  socks  or  mittens  in  a  whole  year. 
When  they  are  sold  I  just  get  25c  for 
them,  and  I  want  to  give  something 
and  you  will  not  refuse  it,  for  it  is  for 
Jesus  Christ.'  I  took  it,  I  have  it  here 
in  my  book  over  my  heart.  I  paid  for 
it  many  times  over.  I  count  it  one  of 
the  most  precious  things  I  have.  It 
has  made  my  life  different." 

She  was  only  a  mountain  mother. 
She  had  never  had  any  opportunities, 
but  she  was  the  daughter  of  the  King. 
— Publisher  Unknown. 


April    Prize   Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of 
$5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 

The  date  for  the  money  to  be  in  on 
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time  is  the  20th  of  each  month;  for 
instance,  May  payments  must  be  in 
by  May  20. 

April    Honor    Roll 

Rev.  R.  E.  Lovelle,  Louisville,  Ky. 
E.  G.  Faulkner,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
E.  C.  Byrom,  Port  Arthur,  Tex. 

Attention,  Please — Very  Important: 

NOTICE  OF   ADDRESSES 

When  sending  the  address  of  a 
soldier,  be  sure  to  send  us  the  full 
address.  So  many  fail  to  do  this,  espe- 
cially when  sending  addresses  of  sol- 
diers overseas. 

Could  you  give  us  the  correct  ad- 
dress for  the  following  names?  The 
War  Department  has  directed  to  with- 
hold from  dispatch  papers  to  the  fol- 
lowing in  Service.  Please  search  this 
list  and  see  if  your  relative  or  friend 
is  among  the  number.  It  is  very  im- 
portant that  you  keep  us  posted  to 
the  correct  address. 

Pvt.  James  R.  Berryhill,  34921965. 

Pvt.  James  J.  Allen,  4405520. 

Pvt.  Donley  G.  Barr,  35745333. 

Pvt.  Leslie  C.  Basket,  44038632. 

Pvt.  Perry  E.  Batson,  34971367. 

Pvt.  William  G.  Barton,  3482522. 

Pfc.  Roy  Barnum,  37099834. 

Pvt.  Ivey  E.  Church,  34431658. 

Pvt.  L.  J.  Christenberry,  15331. 

Pvt.  Milford  E.  Chalk,  38508975. 

Pvt.  Raymond  S.  Cross,  33657608. 

Pvt.  Wade  M.  Conner,  38633403. 

Pvt.  Perry  S.  Dudley,  34970090. 

Pvt.  Willis  E.  Dillow,  37606597. 

Pvt.  Sloan  S.  Elves,  34864788. 

Pvt.  Ferney  E.  Faulk,  34842282. 

Pfc.  Samuel  Fields,  35775667. 

J.  D.  Foster,  34949986. 

Pvt.  Samuel  E.  Griffin,  34865238. 

Pfc.  Paul  I.  Gambell,  34515867. 

Pvt.  William  L.  Gilley,  34836708. 

Pvt.  Jimie  C.  Hines,  34677520. 

Pvt.  Leonard  L.  Haley,  36948430. 

Pvt.  John  W.  Hand,  13029104. 

Pfc.  Harold  R.  Hughes,  14130374. 

Pvt.  Carl  E.  Hays,  36865286. 

Pvt.  Walter  S.  Jorden,  44038088. 

Pvt.  Joseph  E.  Johnson,  44012362. 

Pvt.  Eugene  D.  Kimsey,  34986855. 

Pvt.  Lloyd  H.  Mason,  33657440. 

Pfc.  Charlie  Miller,  35656441. 

Pvt.  Charles  E.  O'Dell,  34987699. 

Pvt.  Junior  A.  Priest,  36842734. 

Cpl.  Edward  Pickering,  3665140. 

Pfc.  Robert  Treece,  33086276. 

Pvt.  Orne  E.  Thomas,  6659856. 

Pvt.  Samuel  D.  Reece,  34890344. 

Pvt.  Fred  W.  Sanders,  20442057. 

Pvt.  Ralph  Weeks. 

LIGHTED   PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  May       Total 

Alabama  _ __ ....4,965  39,157 

Alaska  11  106 

Arizona   427  2,855 

Arkansas    683  5,587 

California  ....     1,904  14,361 

Canada   390  3,063 

Colorado  ._ 38  512 

Connecticut     72  246 

Delaware 189  1,809 

Florida    3,343  29,319 


Foreign  334  4,675 

Georgia  6,188  51,639 

Idaho   209  1,940 

Illinois     4,482  34,216 

Indiana 1,043  8,041 

Iowa        259  2,465 

Kansas    952  5,354 

Kentucky    .             ..3,348  24,205 

Louisiana   569  5,816 

Maine                741  4,425 

Massachusetts    56  303 

Maryland   .               .1,213  12,643 

Michigan    ....  1,764  15,677 

Minnesota    84  800 

Mississippi   1,088  8,710 

Missouri    1,994  15,502 

Montana    233  1,643 

Nebraska    129  1,327 

New  Hampshire  42 

New   Jersey   231  2,205 

New    Mexico   252  2,701 

New   York    282  1,566 

Nevada    8  132 

North  Carolina  6,223  55,845 

North  Dakota  256  1,993 

Ohio    4,404  41,502 

Oklahoma    552  4,267 

Oregon    193  1,758 

Pennsylvania          ....  1,294  10,625 

Rhode  Island 5 

South   Carolina   ....10,213  90,488 

South  Dakota 274  2,547 

Tennessee    2,965  33,140 

Texas  3,409  20,631 

Utah 1  30 

Virginia    ..2,056  16,122 

Washington     514  4,122 

Washington,   D.  C.     144  1,585 

West  Virginia  3,234  30,113 

Wisconsin     31  519 

Wyoming    29  498 

73,273  618,832 

LIGHTED    PATHWAYS    FOR  MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

•  Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  April: 

Illinois    $116.77 

Kentucky    75.90 

Alabama    35.80 

Missouri    27.11 

Texas    _ 26.70 

Florida  18.70 

Virginia     18.00 

Tennessee   15.70 

Pennsylvania  13.35 

Mississippi 12.00 

South  Carolina  11.90 

Georgia    11.20 

Arkansas  8.00 

Maryland    7.00 

California   :__.  6.70 

New  York      6.00 

Ohio    5.50 

Michigan  5.00 

North  Carolina  4.00 

Arizona    4.00 

Oklahoma  3.00 

Washington,  D.  C.  2.10 

West  Virginia  2.00 

Canada    2.00 

Iowa    2.00 

Kansas    2.00 

Delaware  1.00 

Louisiana    1.00 

New    Jersey    1.00 

$445.43 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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V-E  day  has  come  and  there  will  be 
thousands  of  our  boys  in  hospitals. 
They  will  need  comfort  and  help.  Will 
you  please  send  us  names  and  ad- 
dresses of  hospitals  where  we  may 
send  the  June  issue,  which  is  dedicat- 
ed to  shut-ins  everywhere?  Please  help 
us  to  place  them  where  they  will  do 
the  most  good. — Editor. 
— O— 
Benito  Mussolini 

The  self-styled  modern  Caesar  had 
none  of  the  dignity  in  death  which 
Julius  Caesar  had  when  he  was 
stabbed  at  the  base  of  Pompey's 
statue.  Benito  Mussolini,  according  to 
apparently  confirmed  reports,  died  a 
dirty,  horrible  death,  and  there  was 
no  Marc  Antony  in  Italy  to  sway  the 
mob  in  his  behalf. 

Mussolini  was  seized  in  Como  by 
Italian  partisans  while  trying  to 
escape  into  Switzerland.  He  and  other 
Fascist  leaders  were  shot  in  the  back 
by  a  firing  squad. 

The  bodies  of  the  Fascists  were 
taken  to  Milan.  An  eyewitness  said 
that  American  columns  pushing  into 
Milan  came  to  a  "gruesome,  horrible 
sight." 

He  continued,  "Suspended  with 
heads  downward  were  seven  bodies. 
In  the  center  was  the  body  of  Mus- 
solini, disfigured  by  blows  from  the 
crowd  which  passed  through  the 
square  since  early  morning." 

Even  the  hardened,  desperate  lead- 
ers of  Nazi  Germany  must  tremble 
before  such  a  horrible  end  for  a  man 
who  once  boasted,  "I  shall  make  my 
own  life  a  masterpiece." 

Yesterday  his  body  dangled  head 
downward  in  the  Milan  public  square, 
and  the  people  who  ten  years  ago 
cheered  him  hoarsely  passed  through 
the  square  to  revile  him — some  to 
hammer  the  corpse  of  the  dictator 
who  had  sunk  to  such  a  low  measure. 

What  a  ghastly  ending  to  a  career 
which  combined  the  perfidy  of  a  turn- 
coat, the  lust  of  a  ruffian  and  the 
genius  for  organization  of  a  misguid- 
ed dictator.  Thousands  of  his  former 
followers,  said  a  late  story  direct  from 
Milan  by  a  Baltimore  Sun  correspon- 
dent, pushed  their  way  through  the 
Milan  square  to  spit  on  the  body  of 
Benito  Mussolini  which  lay  sprawling 
in  the  mud. 

— O— 
Navy  Drinks  Milk 

Milk  is  a  Navy  favorite. 

Sailors  are  big  users  of  milk,  and 
the  Navy  ration  calls  for  fresh  milk 
daily  wherever  possible. 

Milk  leads  all  other  beverages  in  a 
Navy  survey  of  sailors'  tastes  in  foods. 
Sixty-four  per  cent  of  the  men  at  a 
Navy  base  voted  for  milk  as  their 
favorite  beverage. 

Jack  Mandell  of  Atlantic  City,  a 
petty  officer  who  was  in  two  invasions 
in  Europe,  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
a  bottle  of  fresh  milk  is  worth  $100 
to  a  man  stationed  in  some  out-of- 
the-way  place  where  it  can't  be  had. 

There  is  another  kind  of  milk  which 


is  worth  infinitely  more  than  $100  a 
bottle  where  it  can't  be  had;  namely, 
"the  sincere  milk  of  the  Word."  (1 
Peter  2:2.) 

— O— 
Man  can  outrun  the  deer,  outfly  the 
bird,  outswim  the  fish;  Prometheus- 
like, he  has  stolen  the  fire  from  heav- 
en in  the  form  of  electricity.  He  has 
conquered  all  nature  except  human 
nature.  His  morality  and  ethics  have 
not  developed  comparably  with  his 
mechanics  and  technology.  The  war 
did  not  cause  the  sickness  of  society; 
it  simply  revealed  it. 

Science  has  annihilated  time  and 
space,  and  this  world  thus  made 
physically  smaller  must  become  spirit- 
ually larger.  Isolation  is  now  an  im- 
possibility, and  if  it  were  a  possibility 
it  would  be  a  repudiation  of  the  prin- 
ciple that  a  man  is  his  brother's 
keeper,  he  becomes  his  brother's  killer. 
Brotherhood,  once  a  dream  and  a 
-vision,  has  now  become  a  dire  neces- 
sity. Mechanics  without  ethics  spells 
disaster.  Technological  advances  with- 
out moral  development  are  catas- 
trophic.— Louis  L.  Mann. 

— O— 

Terse 
The  Lord's  Prayer  is  written  in  71 
words,  the  first  chapter  of  Genesis  in 
800,  the  Gettysburg  Address  in  267,  but 
"the  OPA  uses  2,500  words  to  announce 
a  reduction  in  the  price  of  cabbage 
seed." 

— O— 
Government  statistics  just  released 
reveal  that  the  American  people  dur- 
ing 1944  spent  more  than  $7,000,000,000 
for  alcoholic  beverages.  This  at  the 
rate  of  $54  for  every  man,  woman  and 
child  in  the  country. — Gospel  Herald. 

— O— 
Chicagoan   Crucified    Under  "L" 

Tracks 

Two  policemen,  cruising  their  beat 
on  Chicago's  North  Side,  heard  a  man 
screaming  for  help. 

Under  the  "L"  tracks  they  found 
him  slumping  gruesomely  from  a 
crude  cross  lashed  to  one  of  the  steel 
uprights.  Tenpenny  nails  had  been 
driven  through  the  palms  of  his  hands. 
A  crown  of  thorns  had  been  pressed 
onto  his  head.  Blood  dribbled  from  a 
gash  in  his  left  side. 

Above  his  head  was  a  sign,  rough, 
misspelled,  printed  on  heavy  butcher 
paper,  reading:  "PEACE  ON  EARTH. 
THE  BROTHER  OF  JESUS  CHRIST 
IS  CHOSEN  AND  SACRIFICED  FOR 
A  NOBLEST  AND  GREATEST  AND 
FINEST  INSPIRATION  FOR  WORLD 
PEACE.  LET'S  ALL  FOLLOW  FOR 
THE  GOOD  OF  ALL  MENKIND. 
(SIGNED)  UNKNOWN  WORLD  CON- 
TROLLERS." 

He  was  still  conscious  when  they 
took  him  down.  The  nails  through  his 
hands  were  driven  a  quarter  of  an 
inch  into  the  cross  and  pulled  out  of 
the  wood  as  the  policemen  unwound 
the   cord   that  had   held  him   to  the 


cross. 

As   they   took   him   from   the   cross 
he  lapsed  into  unconsciousness.  With 
the    nails    still    sticking    through    his 
palms,  he  was  rushed  to  St.  Joseph's 
hospital. — From  NOW. 
— O— 
Note  of  Interest  to  You 
Perhaps  this  will  be  a  good  Glint  for 
those  who  are  interested  in  getting  the 
Lighted  Pathways  to  our  Service  men. 
Since  the  beginning  of  this  Assembly 
year  $3,734.04  has  been  sent  in  to  this 
fund.  Those  in  charge  are  doing  their 
best  to  find  your  boy  and  place  the 
paper  in  his  hands. 

— O— 
No    American    soldier    is    buried    in 
German     soil,     according     to     report. 
Those  killed  there  are  buried  in  Bel- 
gium. 

— O— 
Sixty-nine  years  as  an  organist  is 
the  record  of  William  Churchill  Ham- 
mond, who  is  at  the  organ  every  Sun- 
day   in    the    Second    Congregational 
church  in  Holyoke,  Mass. 
— O— 
Famous  Prayers 

The  tin-roofed  tabernacle  in  Water- 
loo, Iowa,  roared  under  a  driving  rain 
when  Charles  Fuller  stepped  up  to 
the  microphone  to  pray,  "Lord,  if  you 
don't  stop  the  rain  the  Old-Fashioned 
Revival  Hour  will  not  be  able  to  go  out 
over  the  air.  For  Jesus'  sake,  please 
stop  the  rain."  Within  three  minutes 
the  rain  stopped  abruptly  and  the  pro- 
gram was  broadcast  without  interfer- 
ence. But  five  minutes  after  the  serv- 
ice was  over  a  downpour  drenched  the 
home-going  crowds. 

— O— 

Before  a  large  Bible  Conference  au- 
dience Dr.  Harry  Ironside  prayed  one 
day,  "Lord,  the  cattle  on  a  thousand 
hills  are  Thine,  please  sell  a  few  and 
send  us  the  money  to  pay  off  the  debt 
of  this  Seminary."  Several  weeks  lat- 
ter a  Texas  rancher,  without  knowing 
why,  sold  a  carload  of  cattle  and  sent 
the  money  to  the  Dallas  Theological 
Seminary  to  pay  off  its  debt. 
— O— 

George  Muller  sat  down  to  a  break- 
fast table  one  morning  with  several 
hundred  orphan  children.  As  he  bowed 
to  give  thanks  for  the  food,  one  of  the 
boys  spoke  up. 

"But  Mr.  Muller,  where's  the  food?" 

"My  son,"  said  the  orphanage  head, 
"we  have  submitted  ourselves  to  God 
and  are  certain  that  we  are  in  God's 
will.  Whatever  God  orders  He  pays 
for." 

They  all  bowed  their  heads  while 
Muller  gave  thanks  to  God.  When  he 
finished  praying  there  was  a  knock 
at  the  door.  A  baker  appeared  and 
brought  in  enough  bread  for  break- 
fast. When  the  bread  was  ready  there 
was  another  knock  on  the  door  and  a 
milkman  appeared  with  enough  milk 
for  every  child. — Compiled  by  Harry 
Albus. 


THE  NEEDED  STRENGTH 

"1  can  do  all  things  through  Christ  who 
strengtheneth  me,"  Phil.  4:13. 

As  I  wandered  o'er  a  mountain-side 

Where  rocks  lay  all  around, 
Within,  a  tiny  crevice  there 

A  little  tree  I  found. 

Though  crushed  between  two  cold,  gray  rocks, 

The  sapling  still  did  try 
To  grow  into  a  tree,  and  reached 

Its  branches  toward  the  sky. 

"You  may  as  well  give  up,"  I  said, 

"You  cannot  grow  in  there; 
Against  such  odds,  you  try  in  vain — 

To  you,  life  was  not  fair." 

The  years  rolled  by,  and  once  again, 
I  wandered  through  that  land ; 

And  in  that  crevice,  I  beheld 
A  tree  both  tall  and  grand. 

And  as  I  closer  drew,  I  saw 

That  the  rocks  were  pushed  aside, 

And  that  crevice,  once  so  very  small, 
Was  many  inches  wide. 

"I  might  have  known,"  I  whispered  then, 

"That  God  who  made  the  seed, 
Would  put  within  its  tiny  form 

The  strength  for  every  need." 

"A  lesson  you  to  mortals  teach," 

I  said  unto  the  tree, 
"For  God  will  give  to  each  the  strength 

To  be  what  he  should  be. 

"But,  when  to  us  great  troubles  come, 

We  then  sit  down  and  sigh; 
And  so  fall  short  of  what  we'd  be, 

If  we  would  only  try. 

"We'd  win,  if  we'd  remember  this, 

For  it  is  very  true — 
'Through  Jesus  Christ,  who  strengthens  me, 

All  things  I  e'er  can  do.'  " 

— Katie  L.  Brackett  in  Youth's  Leader. 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

Isn't  it  wonderful  that  the  lights  are  going  on  all  over 
the  world?  On  May  8  a  great  flood  of  light  dropped  down 
upon  us  when  the  announcement  came  from  our  President 
that  the  war  in  Germany  was  over.  How  people  rejoiced! 
Some  cried  for  joy,  some  shouted,  some  expressed  that  joy 
one  way  and  some  another.  How 
we  do  thank  God  for  giving  us  the 
victory  and  that  our  boys  are  set 
free  and  many  will  return  home 
to  loved  ones!  But  you  say  the 
lights  were  not  turned  on  to  those  in 
the  Pacific  war  zone.  Oh  yes,  I 
imagine  the  boys  over  there  were 
happy.  It  has  given  them  courage 
and  faith  that  God  will  undertake  for 
them  and  give  them  the  victory  also. 
As  these  boys  return  home  the 
thought  of  our  nation  will  be 
that  of  building  a  new  and  bet- 
ter world.  We  are  asking  ourselves 
the  question,  "How  can  I  help  in 
making  the  world  better?"  The 
church  is  asking  the  question,  "How  can  we  build  the 
spiritual  life  of  our  church  so  that  we'll  be  able  to  win  our 
boys  for  Christ?"  The  business  world  is  asking  the  question, 
"How  can  I  organize  my  business  so  that  it  will  do  its  part 
in  making  this  a  new  and  better  world?"  The  schools  and 
the  Government  are  working  together  to  give  our  boys 
better  educational  advantages.  All  these  things  are  neces- 
sary, but  so  many  of  our  boys  and  girls  will  dismiss  the 
thought  from  their  minds  because  they  think,  "Oh,  I'm  so 
insignificant,  I  cannot  have  any  part  in  this  building  pro- 
gram." 

There  is  one  thing  that  our  nation  will  look  for  as  they 
choose  their  men  for  this  great  work  of  building,  if  they 
expect  to  build  a  better  world.  They  will  be  looking  for 
character.  The  church  will  be  looking  for  character  in 
making  out  the  program  to  spiritualize  the  world.  The 
business  men  will  be  looking  for  character  to  help  them 
to  carry  forward  their  business  projects  and  to  make  their 
business  successful.  The  school  will  want  men  and  women 
with  the  best  possible  character  to  send  out  from  its  insti- 
tutions in  order  to  rightly  represent  them.  In  some  of  our 
schools,  one  must  come  with  a  first-class  character  and  a 
good  reputation  before  he  is 
accepted.  Character  is  what 
you  really  are,  and  reputation 
is  what  people  think  you  are. 
You  may  have  a  good  charac- 
ter or  a  bad  character. 

So,  boys  and  girls,  our  part 
in  this  great  forward  move- 
ment for  our  nation  is  the 
building  of  Christian  charac- 
ter. No  other  kind  will  help 
you  through  this  world  and 
give  you  an  entrance  into  that 
place  that  is  being  beautified 
and  prepared  for  you  when 
this  life  is  over.  You  may  live 
a  beautiful,  moral  life,  and 
people  may  look  up  to  you  as 
being  an  ideal  character,  and 
this  will  help  you  along  in  this 
life,  but  you  will  miss  heaven 
if  you  have  not  accepted  and 
served  the  Savior  of  the 
world.  That  is  hard  to  have 
to  say,  but  it  is  true. 

A  few  years  ago  Miss  Grace 
Churchman  sent  us  an  article 
entitled  "What's  in  a  Name," 
and  I  presume  she  thought  we 
had  thrown  it  into  the  waste- 
basket,  but  I  am  just  now  go- 
ing  to  use  it  to  convey   the 


TEN  FUNDAMENTAL  COMMANDMENTS  FOR 
THE  APPROACHING  WORLD  ORDER 

i Apologies  to  former  authors) 


Thou  shalt  recognize  God  and  His  Word  as  the  supreme 
authority  in  every  situation,  and  Jesus  Christ,  the  Prince  of 
Peace,   as   our  only   sure   salvation. 

Thou  shalt  exercise  a  loving  and  forgiving  spirit  toward 
other  peoples,  for  they  are  also  a  part  of  God's  creation,  re- 
membering, however,  that  man's  righteousness  is  as  filthy 
rags  in  its  natural  condition,  and  that  he  must  be  clothed 
with  the  righteousness  of  God  before  he  can  expect  implicit 
faith  on  Ihy  part.  It  is  thy  duty  to  lead  him  to  that  right- 
eousness. 

Thou  shalt  believe  that  an  enduring  peace  is  possible  ONLY 
when  the  Prince  of  Peace  shall  establish  His  kingdom,  but 
that  a  temporary  one  may  now  be  achieved,  in  which  souls 
everywhere  may  be  won  to  that  kingdom;  and  bend  all  thy 
efforts   in    the    fair   promotion   of    such    peace. 

Thou   shalt   be    devoted    to    the    principles    of    truth. 

Thou    shalt    be    unselfish. 

Thou  shalt  be  humble,  and  recognize  the  abilities  of  others. 

Thou  shalt  live  in  a  spirit  of  tolerant  good  will,  when  the 
sacrifice  of  principles  is  not  involved. 

Thou  shalt  remove  the  beam  from  thine  own  eye  before 
thou   seekest   to   remove   the   mote    from   thy   neighbor's   eye. 

Thou  shalt  manifest  the  forbearance  of  God,  and  the  spirit 
of    Christ. 

Thou  shall  be  a  realist  and  believe  that,  although  interna- 
tional law  and  force  are  now  needed  to  maintain  a  temporary 
peace,  the  principles  of  Christ  are  the  only  rule  upon  which 
an  enduring  peace  (not  as  the  world  giveth)  can  be  built, 
and,  amidst  the  disturbances  of  a  man-made  peace,  maintain 
the  peace  of  God  within,  and  work  to  promulgate  the  perfect 
reign  of  the   King  of  kings,  which  is  to  follow. 


thought  I  want  to  bring  you. 

"Just  write  your  name  on  a  piece  of  paper  and  look  at  it. 
What  does  it  mean  to  you? 

"When  our  name  is  spoken  before  people  who  know  us, 
what  does  it  bring  to  their  mind?  Do  they  remember  that 
we  are  kind,  considerate,  and  cheerful,  or  does  it  remind 
them  of  a  selfish,  conceited  and  wasteful  person?  Merely 
the  mentioning  of  our  name  brings  thoughts  to  the  minds 
of  people  who  know  us. 

"Our  name  is  a  gift  and  we  should  live  that  the  memory 
of  our  name  might  impart  righteousness  as  our  friends 
remember  us,  just  as  Paul  makes  us  think  of  the  great 
Biblical  character  and  Luther  makes  us  think  of  the  great 
religious  reformer. 

"Pretty  Boy  Floyd  makes  us  think  of  a  desperado.  Of 
course,  few  of  our  names  will  be  as  well  known  as  Henry 
Ford  or  Gypsy  Smith,  or  our  high  officials,  yet  to  a  few 
our  names  make  memories  flash.  Which  are  they — good 
or  bad? 

"My  name — when  I  see  it  written,  what  do  I  think?  Can 
I  view  my  name,  knowing  I  have  lived  and  done  everything 
which  I  thought  would  be  helpful  to  the  ones  with  whom 
I've  come  in  contact?  Or  in  other  words,  can  I  look  at  my 
name  with  a  clear  conscience  or  must  I  realize  that  I  am 
not  what  my  friends  think  I  am? 

"Although  my  name  will  never  be  heralded  on  the 
front  page  of  the  greatest  newspaper  and  never  beam 
across  the  street  by  a  neon  sign,  I.  am  glad  that  to  a  few 
my  name  may  impart  happy  memories  of  a  good,  clean 
life.  Remember  the  Bible  says,  A  good  name  is  rather  to 
be  chosen  than  great  riches.' 

'""There  are  people  today  who  have  great  riches,  yet  their 
names  only  remind  us  of  a  broken  home  or  an  ungodly  life. 
Certainly  there  is  such  a  thing  as  having  a  good  name  and 
riches,  but  if  both  are  not  possible  for  me,  give  me  the  good 
name.   Let  my  name  be  a  light  to  those  who  know  me." 

Now  isn't  that  a  splendid  thought?  What  does  your  name 
mean  to  your  friends?  Boys  and  girls,  none  of  you  are  too 
small  or  too  insignificant  to  help  in  building  the  character 
of  those  around  you.  First,  by  seeing  that  your  own  charac- 
ter is  unstained  and  that  your  name  stands  for  something 
among  your  friends  and  acquaintances. 

I  wish  I  could  sit  down  by  the  side  of  every  young  man 
who  has  engaged  in  this  war.  I  would  like  to  talk  to  you 
and  encourage   you.    Many  of  you  went   from  Christian 

homes.  Life  was  hard  and, 
under  the  strain,  you  gave 
way  and  went  the  way  of  the 
world.  You  engaged  in  things 
which  will  make  you  blush  as 
you  return  to  that  good  home 
and  associate  with  that  saintly 
father  and  mother.  You  would 
give  anything  to  undo  some  of 
the  things  you  did.  It  will  be 
impossible  for  you  to  do  this, 
but  there  is  one  who  can  and 
is  waiting  to  cleanse  you  in 
the  blood  of  Christ  and  make 
you  pure  and  build  for  you  a 
character  and  a  name  that 
will  help  in  building  this  new 
world.  God  needs  you  and  you 
certainly  need  Him. 

I  would  like  to  talk  to  the 
girls  who  have  failed  to  stand 
for  the  right  and  have  gone 
astray.  Girls,  you  are  needed 
in  building  this  better  world. 
A  good,  pure,  sweet  young 
woman  whose  character  is 
above  reproach  is  the  most 
beautiful  thing  that  God  has 
ever  made.  You,  too,  may  feel 
that  you  have  gone  too  far 
and  there  is  no  hope.  Oh  yes, 
(Continued  on  page  19) 


In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell  Company) 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Madge  Finisterre  awoke  early  on 
the  morning  after  that  discussion  with 
herself  anent  Hammond's  possible 
proposal.  , 

With  startling  suddenness,  as  she 
lay  still  a  moment,  a  vision  of  the  pas- 
tor of  Balhang  came  up  before  her 
mind.  Then  a  strange  thing  happened 
to  her,  for  a  yearning  sense  of  home- 
sickness suddenly  filled  her 

She  tried  to  laugh  at  herself  for  her 
"childishness,"  as  she  called  it,  and 
sprang  from  her  bed  to  prepare  for 
her  bath.  Standing  for  one  instant  by 
the  bedside,  she  murmured: 

"But,  after  all,  it  is  time  I  was 
paddling  across  again.  Whoever  heard 
of  anyone  from  our  side  staying  here 
through  the  winter?  I  must  think  this 
all  out  seriously.  Anyway,  I'll  get  my 
bath,  and  dress,  and  go  for  a  stroll 
before  breakfast.  They  say  that  one 
ought  to  see  suburban  London  pour- 
ing over  the  bridges  into  London  city 
in  the  early  morning.  I'll  go  this  morn- 
ing." 

Half-an-hour  later  she  was  dressed 
ready  for  her  expedition.  As  she  passed 
the  office  on  her  way  out,  they  were 
sorting  the  morning  mail.  She  waited 
for  her  letters.  There  was  only  one, 
but  it  was  from  home. 

Racing  back  to  her  room,  she  tore 
it  open  with  an  eagerness  born,  un- 
consciously to  herself,  of  the  nostalgia 
that  had  seized  upon  her  three-quar- 
ters of  an  hour  before. 

There  were  two  large,  closely-writ- 
ten sheets  in  the  letter— one  from  her 
father  and  one  from  her  mother.  Each 
told  their  own  news. 

She  read  her  father's  first;  every 
item  interested  her,  though  as  she 
read  she  seemed  to  feel  that  there 
was  all  through  it  an  underlying  strain 
of  longing  for  her  return. 

"Dear  old  poppa!"  she  murmured 
as  she  neared  the  finish  of  the  epistle. 

Suddenly  her  eyes  took  in  the  two 
lines  of  postscript  jammed  close  into 
the  bottom  edge  of  the  first  sheet. 
Her  heart  seemed  to  stand  still  as  she 
read: 

"Pastor  is  considered  sick.  Doctor 
can't  make  his  case  out." 

"Pastor  sick!"  She  gasped  the  words 
aloud;  then,  turning  swiftly  to  her 
mother's  letter,  she  cried:  "Momma 
will  tell  more  than  this!" 

Her  eyes  raced  over  the  written 
lines.  Her  mother  said  a  little  more 
than  her  father  had  done  about  the 
sickness  of  their  friend  and  pastor; 


not  much,  though,  in  actual  words, 
but  to  the  disturbed  heart  of  the 
young  girl  there  seemed  to  her  much 
deeper  meaning. 

An  excited  trembling  came  upon  her 
for  a  few  moments.  The  next  instant 
she  had  put  a  strong  curb  upon  her- 
self, and,  folding  the  letters,  and  re- 
placing them  in  the  envelope,  she  cried 
out  quietly,  but  sharply: 

"The  boat  from  Southampton  sails 
at  two  today.  I'll  catch  that!" 

The  next  instant  she  was  divesting 
herself  of  her  hat  and  jacket,  and 
began  to  set  about  her  packing. 

Now  and  again  she  talked  to  herself 
thus:  "Sick,  is  he?  Poor  old  pastor! 
I  guess  I  know  what's  the  matter 
with  him,  and  I'll  put  him  right  in 
five  minutes." 

She  smiled  as  she  went  on:  "I 
guess,  too,  I've  found  out  what's  the 
matter  with  me — I  want  to  be  a  pas- 
tor's wife!" 

The  next  instant  her  voice  was  car- 
oling out: 

"For  I  tell  them  they  need  not  come 

wooing  of  me, 
For   my   heart,   my   heart,   is   over 

the  sea." 

Her  fingers  were  busy,  her  mind 
all  the  time  kept  mentally  arranging 
a  host  of  things. 

"I  wonder,"  she  murmured  present- 
ly, "how  Uncle  Archibald  and  George 
will  take  my  sudden  departure?  Well, 
I'm  glad  George  is  out  of  town.  He's 
been  showing  signs  of  spoons  lately 
with  me,  so  it's  best,  perhaps,  that  I 
should  get  off  without  seeing  him." 

*  *  * 

By  eleven  that  forenoon  she  had  left 
Waterloo.  Her  uncle  had  seen  her  off 
from  the  station.  He  wanted  to  ac- 
company her  to  Southampton,  but 
she  would  not  hear  of  it. 

"I  want  to  be  very  quiet  all  the  way 
down,"  she  said,  "and  write  some  im- 
portant letters.  Make  my  excuses  to 
everybody,  and  explain  that  I  only 
had  an  hour  or  two  to  do  everything." 

At  the  last  moment  her  uncle  slipped 
an  envelope  into  her  hand,  saying, 
"You  are  not  to  open  it  until  you  have 
been  traveling  a  quarter  of  an  hour." 

Then  came  the  good-byes,  and — off. 

She  had  been  travelling  nearly  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  when  she  opened 
the  envelope.  There  was  a  brief, 
hearty,  loving  note  inside,  in  her 
uncle's  handwriting,  expressing  the 
joy  her  visit  had  given  him,  and  his 
sense  of  loneliness  at  her  going,  and 
saying: 

"Please,  dear  Madge,  accept  the  en- 
closure in  second  envelope,  as  a  sou- 
venir of  your  visit,  from  your  affec- 
tionate 

"NUNKUMS." 

She  opened  the  smaller  envelope. 
To  her  breathless  amazement,  she 
found  a  Bank  of  England  note  for 
one  thousand  pounds.  When  she  re- 
covered herself  a  little,  a  smile  filled 
her  eyes  as  she  murmured: 

"Fancy  an  American  Methodist  pas- 
tor's wife  with  a  thousand  pounds  of 
her  own!    My!" 

The  train  was  rushing  on;  she  re- 
membered that  she  had  a  special  let- 


ter to  write.  She  opened  her  bag  and 
took  out  writing  materials.  The  car- 
riage rocked  tremendously,  but  she 
managed  to  pen  her  letter.  Before  she 
finally  enclosed  the  letter  in  an  enve- 
lope, she  took  from  her  purse  a  two- 
inch  cutting  from  the  columns  of 
some  newspaper  or  magazine.  This  she 

placed  in  the  letter. 

*     *     * 

Tom  Hammond  had  just  settled 
himself  down  to  work  when  a  letter, 
bearing  the  Southampton  postmark, 
was  delivered  to  him.  Opening  it,  and 
reading,  "My  dear  Mr.  Hammond,"  he 
turned  next  to  the  signature.  "Madge 
Finisterre?"  he  cried  softly,  surprised- 
ly,  under  his  breath.  Wonderingly  he 
turned  back  to  the  first  page,  and 
read : 

"You  will  be  surprised  to  know  that 
when  you  receive  this  I  shall  be  steam- 
ing down  the  Channel  en  route  for 
New  York.  I  got  letters  from  home 
this  morning  that  made  it  imperative 
that  I  should  start  at  once. 

"I  cannot  leave  without  thanking 
you  for  all  your  kindness  to  me.  It  has 
been  a  pleasure  to  have  known  you, 
and  I  sincerely  hope  that  we  may  meet 
again  some  day. 

"Now  I  am  going  to  take  you  right 
into  my  confidence,  Mr.  Hammond,  for 
who  so  discreet  as  a  'prophet?' — vide 
'The  Courier.' 

"Yesterday  evening,  after  dinner,  I 
had  a  long  talk  alone  with  myself.  I 
had  had  a  very  pleasant  tete-a-tete 
tea  with  a  friend — perhaps  you  may 
remember  this — and  while  I  went  over 
in  mind  many  things  in  connection 
with  that  tete-a-tete,  especially  the 
events  immediately  preceding  the  in- 
terruption, I  suddenly  realized  a  sense 
of  longing  for  home. 

"A  night  or  two  before  I  sailed  from 
America,  our  pastor  asked  me  to  be 
his  wife.  He  was  awfully  in  earnest, 
poor  fellow;  and  I  could  see  how  love 
for  me — gay,  frivolous  little  me — was 
consuming  him.  I  was  startled  at  the 
proposition,  and  told  him  frankly  that 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Dear  Happy  Home  Circle  Children: 

I  am  sure  you  will  be  wondering 
just  what  boys  and  girls  can  do  to 
make  a  better  world.  In  other  words, 
"How  can  I  be  patriotic?"  Of  course, 
you  have  been  doing  all  you  can  to 
help  this  war  effort  because  daddy  or 
brother  were  doing  their  part.  Now 
that  victory  has  come  in  Germany, 
you  are  beginning  to  think  about  what 
you  can  do  to  help  your  nation  to 
overcome  the  ill  effects  of  the  war. 
Well,  there  isn't  very  much  that  small 
boys  and  girls  can  do  when  it  comes  to 
the  big  things,  but  we  hope  the  stories 
on  this  page  may  help  you  to  do  the 
little  kindnesses  that  lie  at  your  door. 

Here  are  the  names  of  children  who 
have  joined  the  Happy  Home  Circle: 

Maglene  Mullins,  R.F.D.  2,  Pocahon- 
tas, Term. 

George  Aubrey  Williamson,  Rt.  1, 
Myrtlewood,  Ala. 

Joy  McCoy,  Route  3,  O'Donnell,  Tex. 

Lillie  Pearl  Williamson,  Myrtlewood, 
Ala. 

Mary  Joyce  Woodruff,  6011  S.  Flores 
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FREDDY   FINDS  A   FRIEND 

Marianna   Ketchum 

Freddy  wondered  why  some  dog  was 
barking.  He  went  to  the  window  and 
looked  out. 

For  a  minute  Freddy  stood  there 
hardly  believing  his  eyes.  Rags,  the 
dog  that  belonged  to  the  new  boy  next 
door,  was  running  through  Freddy's 
little  backyard  garden  and  probably 
would  spoil  it.  Worse  than  that,  the 
new  boy,  Howard,  was  throwing  a 
stick  into  the  garden  and  having  the 


dog  bring  it  back.  Of  all  the  mean 
things  Howard  had  done,  this  was  the 
worst.  No  one  would  play  with  him. 

"I  wonder  how  I  can  stop  him.  He's 
the  worst  enemy  I  have,"  said  Freddy 
to  himself.  Freddy  stopped,  for  that 
word  "enemy"  made  him  think  of  a 
verse  he  had  learned  at  Sunday 
School:  "Love  your  enemies,  bless 
them  that  curse  you,  do  good  to  them 
that  hate  you,  and  pray  for  them 
that  despitefully  use  you  and  persecute 
you." 

"I  can't  love  him,"  said  Freddy  after 
thinking  it  over,  "but  at  least  I  can 
do  good  to  him." 

"Hello,  Howard,"  said  Freddy  after 
he  had  gone  outdoors.  "Rags  is  sure- 
ly a  smart  dog  to  bring  things  back 
to  you.  I  wish  I  had  a  dog  like  him. 
Say,  why  don't  you  have  a  garden? 
It's  a  little  late,  but  there  are  still 
some  things  you  could  plant." 

"I  asked  Dad  if  I  could  have  a 
garden  in  that  corner  over  there,  but 
I  haven't  anything  to  dig  it  with  or 
any  seeds,  so  I  gave  up,"  said  Howard. 

"I'll  let  you  use  our  spading  fork 
and  rake  and  hoe,  and  I'll  help  you," 
offered  Freddy. 

Freddy  gave  him  some  seeds  and 
tomato  plants  that  he  had  left  over. 
Freddy's  garden  was  not  as  badly 
spoiled  as  he  had  thought  at  first. 
Soon  they  both  had  fine  gardens. 
Freddy  did  everything  he  could  think 
of  to  be  good  to  Howard,  and  soon 
Howard  stopped  doing  mean  things 
and  they  were  very  good  friends. 
"Isn't  it  queer?"  said  Howard.  "I  just 
hated  everything  about  this  place 
when  I  first  moved  here.  Now  I  like  it. 
The  boys  are  so  much  nicer  to  me 
than  they  were  at  first. 

"We  didn't  like  you  either  at  first," 
said  Freddy,  "because  we  thought  you 
were  mean.  We  thought  it  was  you 
who  were  mean  and  you  thought  it 
was  us.  If  we  had  all  tried  to  be  good 
to  each  other  at  first,  we  would  have 
been  good  friends  right  off,  wouldn't 
we?" 

To  himself  Freddy  thought,  "I  guess 
anyone  can  love  his  enemies.  Just  keep 
on  doing  good  to  them  all  the  time, 
no  matter  what  they  do.  Then  they 
will  like  you  and  then  you  will  like 
them." — Gospel  Herald. 

SHARING  THINGS 

"Are  all  those  books  yours?"  asked 
Eric  in  surprise,  as  he  gazed  at  the 
full  shelves  in  Karl's  room. 

"Yes,  they  are  mine;   but  let  us  go 


out  and  play,"  replied  Karl  quickly 
and  crossly. 

Together  they  went  outside  for  their 
game  of  ball,  but  Karl  knew  that 
he  had  been  very  rude.  He  knew  that 
Eric  wanted  to  read  some  of  his  books. 

"Well,  they're  mine,  and  I'm  not 
going  to  lend  them  to  him  or  anyone 
else,"  he  said  to  himself  fiercely. 

The  next  day,  in  school,  when  the 
boys  were  copying  some  work  from  the 
board,  Karl's  pencil  point  broke.  He 
had  no  knife  with  which  to  sharpen  it, 
and  he  had  no  other  pencil. 

Eric  leaned  over  and  laid  a  sharp- 
ened pencil  in  front  of  him. 

"I  have  two,"  he  said,  going  on  with 
his  work. 

That  afternoon,  at  recess,  Eric  pulled 
a  big  red  apple  from  his  pocket.  Break- 
ing it  in  two  pieces,  he  handed  one 
of  the  pieces  to  Karl. 

"Have  half  of  this,"  he  said,  biting 
into  his. 

"I — I  guess  I  don't  want  it,"  he  stam- 
mered. He  did  want  it,  but  he  was 
beginning  to  feel  ashamed  of  him- 
self. 

"Oh,  but  I  want  you  to  have  it!" 
cried  Eric.  "It  is  more  fun  when  you 
share  things.  I  always  enjoy  them 
more,  don't  you?" 

Karl  took  the  piece  of  apple,  and  as 
he  ate  it  he  made  up  his  mind  that 
he  would  learn  to  find  pleasure  in 
dividing  his  things  with  others. 

When  he  reached  home  that  after- 
noon, he  went  upstairs  to  his  room. 
Grabbing  an  armful  of  books,  he  ran 
with  them  to  Eric's  house. 

"Want  to  read  these?"  he  asked, 
dropping  them  on  the  table.  "When 
you  finish  them,  I'll  lend  you  some 
more." 

"I  certainly  do  want  to  read  them!" 
exclaimed  Eric.  "Help  yourself  to  any 
of  mine  you  may  want!" 

"Here,  take  half  of  this  chocolate 
bar  to  eat  while  you  are  reading,"  of- 
fered Karl,  holding  it  towards  his 
friend.  He  felt  very  happy  knowing 
that  Eric  had  been  right  when  he  said 
that  happiness  comes  from  sharing 
things. — The  Sunbeam. 


HAPPY  SUMMER  TIME 

Summer  time,  with  all  its  flowers, 

Now  is  here  again; 
And  the  birds  up  in  the  trees 

Twitter  now  and  then. 
Are  they  really  calling  me, 

By  their  happy  song? 
No;  I  guess  they  sing  for  joy 

All  the  summer  long. 

— Our  Jewels. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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I  WANT  TO  BE  AN  H.  H.  C. 
MEMBER 

Miss  Nita  May  field 

I  want  to  be  an  H.  H.  C.  member, 
I  want  to  see  it  grow  each  day. 
I  think  it's  a  grand  idea 
To  make  our  homes  so  gay. 

It's  much  easier  to  be  kind 
And  speak  some  words  of  cheer, 
Than  to  grumble  at  everything, 
Causing  many  heartaches  and  tears. 

For  love  will  always  win, 

No  matter  where  you  are — 

At  home,  at  school  with  friends 

Or  foes;  but  hate  will  always  mar. 

So  be  an  H.  H.  C.  member  and 
Remember  each  home  in  prayer, 
That  it  will  be  unbroken 
In  that  heavenly  city  fair. 

PARENTArDEUNOUENCY 

Jored  F.  Gerig 

Juvenile  delinquency  is  usually  built 
upon  the  foundation  of  parental  fum- 
blings  and  failures.  The  poison  of 
parent  delinquency  is  injected  into  the 
lives  of  the  children  at  an  early  age, 
and  when  they  grow  older  they  follow 
the  bent  of  inner  urges  intensified  by 
wrong  example,  lack  of  training,  and 
wilful  neglect. 

It  is  from  the  vantage  point  of  the 
home  and  family  relationship  that  we 
wish  to  give  emphasis  to  several  values 
which  must  characterize  our  homes  if 
they  are  to  influence  youth  with  any 
degree  of  success  in  Christian  charac- 
ter and  conduct. 

The  home  should  first  of  all  be 
attractive.  Many  children  have  turned 
from  the  old  home  because  of  its  "age 
and  antiquity,  and  because  parents 
were  too  thrifty  to  brighten  it  up  with 
something  new."  It  is  much  wiser  to 
keep  the  children  in  the  home  than 
to  keep  the  money  in  the  bank;  and  a 
little  freshness  and  new  creation,  a 
little  change  and  brightening  of  the 
home  atmosphere  has  increased  mag- 
netism in  it. 

But  "the  most  important  thing  in 
the  home  is  not  the  house,  nor  the 
furniture,  but  the  spirit  in  it.  The  spir- 
it of  comradeship  with  the  child  is 
within  reach  of  rich  and  poor.  By  it 
the  child  is  kept  in  the  home,  and  his 
chances  of  serious  delinquency  are 
materially     decreased."     The     tragic 


breakdown  in  the  present  social  order 
is  due  primarily  to  an  increasing  num- 
ber of  homes  where  the  spirit  of  love, 
sympathy,  understanding,  and  cooper- 
ation has  become  sadly  lacking. 

It  is  a  serious  peril  that  our  home 
life  becomes  stationary  and  stagnant. 
It  moves  toward  no  goals  and  inspires 
no  increasing  affections.  It  becomes  a 
point  from  which  we  disperse  ourselves 
and  our  energies,  rather  than  a  haven 

JUVENILE    DELINQUENCY 

D.  W.  Haioorth 

Mother,  Mother,  Mother, 
My  heart  longs  for  you. 
The  boys  tell  me  as  we  play, 
That  their  mothers  are  so  true; 
I've   been   turned   loose 
Out  on  the  busy  street, 
To  go  where  I  pleased  and 
Sometimes  with  nothing  to  eat. 

Longing  for  my  mother, 

Of  whom  I've  often  heard; 

Longing   for  her  caresses 

And  kind  comforting  word; 

When  my  feet  are  worn  out, 

Time  for  curfew  to  sound, 

I  go  home  and  cry,  "Mother,  Mother"; 

And  no  mother  can  be  found. 

Neon  signs  are  still  burning, 
And  Mother  has  not  come  home, 
And  before  I  wake  in  the  morning, 
To  the  plant  she'll  be  gone. 
After  eating  a  cold  sandwich, 
I'll  make  my  way  to  the  street, 
Longing  for  some  one  to  love  me, 
For  I've  been  told  it  is  so  sweet. 

Nothing  but  kicks  and  curses 

Would  ever  come  my  way, 

Now  juvenile  delinquency 

Is  all  I  hear  them  say; 

My  heart  is  sore  from  grief  and  pain 

And  no  one  to  comfort  me; 

I  groan  for  mother,  mother, 

And  no  mother  waits  for  me. 

Come  home,  dear  Mother,  and  save 
Our  country  from  total  wreck, 
Rescue  our  boys  and  girls 
And  the  road  to  peril  check. 
The  loss  of  love  and  home 
Leads  to  the  paths  of  shame; 
Give  those  youths  your  attention 
And  save  our  nation's  name. 

in  which  we  find  refuge  and  refresh- 
ing. The  sweetest  type  of  heaven  can 
soon  become  a  symbol  of  hell.  Par- 
ents, your  delinquency  may  well  be- 
gin with  a  home  and  home  life  which 
is  dull,  drab,  and  deficient  in  attrac- 
tiveness. 

The  home  should  not  fail  of  being 
cooperative.  Paul  put  into  a  fine 
couplet,  "Children,  obey  your  parents 
in  all  things;  for  this  is  acceptable  in 
the  Lord.  Fathers,  vex  not  your  chil- 
dren, lest  their  spirit  should  be  brok- 
en." Many  a  Christian  home  has  had 
its  grief  and  disappointment  over  re- 
calcitrant and  delinquent  children  be- 


cause parents  have  "laid  the  law 
down"  too  firmly,  too  constantly,  and 
too  unreasonably.  In  later  years,  chil- 
dren come  of  age  and  they  assert 
themselves  in  a  discovery  of  the  world 
from  which  rigorous  rules  have  kept 
them.  This  is  no  discourse  against 
discipline;  God  forbid.  But  it  is  an  as- 
sertion that  the  child  is  a  human  be- 
ing worthy  of  being  treated  as  such, 
and  as  such  to  be  reasoned  with,  and 
to  be  brought  into  full  fellowship  in  all 
the  joys  of  the  family  relationship. 

Parents  ought  not  to  refrain  from  a 
wholehearted  entrance  into  those 
wholesome  joys  which  make  up  the 
normal  life  of  their  children.  The 
family  is  a  cooperative  enterprise,  a 
living  together,  working  together, 
playing  together.  Parents,  take  time 
to  share  in  the  joys,  problems,  tasks, 
and  interests  of  your  children.  You 
will  find  them  coming  to  you,  sharing 
with  you,  confiding  in  you,  and  fol- 
lowing after  you. 

The  home  must  also  be  protective. 
We  certainly  do  not  mean  that  the 
home  forms  a  high  wall  which  shuts 
off  the  view  and  silences  the  noise  of 
all  evil  on  every  hand.  Parents  who 
guard  the  lives  of  their  children  too 
severely  and  too  closely  are  not  really 
protecting  them;  they  are  merely 
keeping  them  innocent  and  ignorant  of 
the  lurking  enemies  who  wait  for 
them  to  come  out  of  their  parental 
garrison.  Protection  is  neither  inno- 
cence nor  ignorance,  but  intelligence. 
It  is  knowing  right  from  wrong;  it  is 
choosing  the  right  and  refusing  the 
wrong.  The  great  protection  of  the 
home  exists  in  the  character,  teaching, 
example,  and  tie  of  those  in  it.  These 
four  factors,  if  made  what  they  should 
be  by  the  will  of  man  and  the  grace 
of  God,  can  make  an  impregnable 
fortress  out  of  home,  "the  chief  school 
of  human  virtues." 

That  leads  directly  to  this,  that  the 
home  must  be  instructive.  Our  nation 
has  gone  infidel  and  pagan  because 
the  home  has  lost  her  teaching  min- 
istry. This  applies  most  regretfully  to 
Christian  homes.  To  bring  the  children 
up  "in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of 
the  Lord"  has  been  largely  left  to  the 
Sunday  School.  There  is  no  longer  the 
audible  reading  of  the  Word  of  God, 
the  family  prayer  time,  the  singing  of 
hymns,  the  learning  of  Scripture. 
Where  is  there  definite  and  sys- 
tematized instruction  in  morals,  rules 
for  living,  how  to  meet  temptation,  ex- 
emplary conduct,  the  spiritual  values 
with  eternity  hidden  in  them?  Where 
are  the  teaching  parents  who  take 
time  to  instruct  in  the  home,  to  make 
knowledge  of  truth  a  supreme  chal- 
lenge? Parental  delinquency  in  this 
indispensable  ministry  abounds.  No 
parent  should  be  ignorant  of  Deuter- 
onomy 6:6,7,  "These  words  .  .  .  thou 
shalt  teach  them  diligently  unto  thy 
children." 

Last,  but  of  most  importance,  the 
home  should  be  redemptive.  Parents 
who  are  Christians  and  who  make  no 
attempts  to  seriously  and  compassion- 
ately win  their  children  to  Christ  are 
worse  than  infidels.  Parents  who  are 
ignorant  of  the  ways  of  leading  their 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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WHEN     PRAYER    DOES   NOT 
CHANGE  "THINGS" 

Rev.  George  H.  Clement 

Perhaps  you  have  a  motto  in  your 
home  which  reads:  "Prayer  changes 
things,"  and  no  doubt  you  can  testi- 
fy of  many  occasions  when  prayer 
most  certainly  did  change  "things." 
But  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  very 
frequently  "things"  do  not  change  one 
iota.  Rather,  prayer  changes 
us  to  such  an  extent  that  we 
gloriously  triumph  over 
"things,"  whether  they  be  a 
disagreeable  environment  or 
an  unpleasant  task,  or  per- 
haps a  fiery  inexplicable  trial. 
Praise  God,  His  all-sufficient 
grace  is  able  to  make  us  com- 
pletely oblivious  to  all  of  these 
"things,"  and  our  triumphing 
over  them  is  a  more  glorious 
victory,  and  brings  more  glory 
to  God,  than  their  removal 
could  ever  accomplish. 

John,   the   beloved   disciple, 
had  preached  old  age.  Behind 
him    was    a    ministry    richly 
blessed    of    God.    He    had 
reached  the  stage  of  life  where 
he  had  earned  the  compensa- 
tion   of    restful    surroundings 
and   the   kindly    attention   of 
Christian  friends.  But  instead 
of    these    blessings,    he    was 
rudely     thrust     by    malicious 
hands  unto  the  prison  island 
of   Patmos,  where  the   angry 
sea  was  his  imprisoning  walls, 
and  criminals  were  his  com- 
panions. His  environment  and 
circumstances  could  hardly  be 
more   uncongenial.   If   any   man 
was  justified  in  being  depressed, 
out   of   sorts,   and   full   of   com- 
plaints it  was  John.  Not  only  was 
the  island  bleak,  and  every  pros- 
pect discouraging,  but  to  aggra- 
vate his  loneliness  was  the  fact 
that  his  beloved  Ephesus  church, 
with    its    sweet    fellowship    and 
sacred  memories,  lay  across  the 
sea  in  full  view  of  Patmos,  and 
its  prisoner.     Within  sight,  but 
forever,  as  far  as  John  knew,  out 
of  reach.  It  was  a  condition  just 
as     aggravating     as     placing     a 
bounteous  meal  before  the  eyes 
of    a    starving    man,    who    was 
chained  just  out  of  reach  of  it. 

Everything  was  against  John's 
peace  of  heart  and  enjoyment  of 
life.  "Things"  could  not  have 
been  worse.  If  any  one  could 
have  justly  prayed  for  "things" 
to  be  changed,  it  was  John;  but 
one  Lord's  Day  the  beloved  dis- 
ciple was  reviewing  his  experi- 
ences: "I  John  .  .  .  your  brother 
and  companion  in  tribulation  .  .  . 
was  in  the  isle  that  is  called 
Patmos,  for  the  word  of  God,  and 
for     the     testimony     of     Jesus 


Christ."  These  words  represent  his 
cross.  They  are  filled  with  poignancy. 
But  like  a  letter  received  from  a  pris- 
oner-of-war one  must  read  between 
the  lines  to  get  the  real  picture.  John 
was  also  meditating  upon  all  of  God's 
goodness  and  mercy,  and  perhaps 
poring  over  his  manuscripts  of  Scrip- 
tural treasures,  for  he  further  states 
that  on  that  Lord's  Dav  "I  was  in  the 
Spirit"    (Rev.   1:9,10).  What  was  the 
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"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2.4m 
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ONE  DAY  AT  A  TIME 

Annie  Johnson  Flint 

One  day  at  a  time,  with  its  failures  and  tears, 

With  its  hurts  and  mistakes,  with  its  weakness  and  tears, 

With  its  portion  of  pain  and  its  burden  of  care; 

One  day  at  a  time  we  must  meet  and  must  bear. 

One  day  at  a  time  to  be  patient  and  strong, 
To  be  calm  under  trial  and  sweet  under  wrong; 
Then   its  toiling  shall  pass  and  its  sorrow  shall  cease; 
It  shall  darken  and  die,  and  the  night  shall  bring  peace. 

One  day  at  a  time — but  the  day  is  so  long, 

And  the  heart  is  not  brave  and  the  soul  is  not  strong. 

0  Thou  pitiful  Christ,  be  Thou  near  all  the  way; 
Give  courage  and  patience  and  strength  for  the  day. 

Swift  cometh  His  answer,  so  clear  and  so  sweet; 
"Yea,    I    will   be   with    thee,    thy   troubles   to    meet; 

1  will  not  forget  thee,  nor  fail  thee,  nor  grieve; 
I  will  not  forsake  thee;   I   never  will  leave." 

Not  yesterday's  load  we  are  called  on  to  bear, 
Nor    the    morrow's    uncertain    and    shadowy    care- 
Why   should   we    look   forward    or   back    with    dismay? 
Our  needs,  az  our  mercies,  are  but  for  the  day. 


One  day  at  a  time,  and  the  day  is  His  day; 

He  hath  numbered  its  hours,  though  they  haste  or  delay. 

His  grace  is  sufficient;  we  walk  not  alone; 

As  the  day,  so  the  strength  that  He  giveth  His  own. 


result  of  his  thus  waiting  upon  His 
Lord,  communing  with  Him?  The 
Book  that  he  then  wrote  is  the  answer. 
He  was  lifted  into  heavenly  places 
with  Christ,  and  saw  such  revelations 
of  God's  present  glory,  and  heard  such 
exceedingly  marvelous  prophetic  ut- 
terances that  he  was  at  a  loss  for 
words  to  describe  them.  He  gathered 
up  all  the  superlatives  that  his  lan- 
guage could  supply,  and  mentally  ex- 
plored the  mineral  kingdom 
to  find  the  most  precious 
gems,  that  he  might  by  these 
endeavor  to  give  to  the 
churches  a  glimpse  at  least,  of 
the  spiritual  world  of  eternal 
realities  he  had  been  tem- 
porarily translated  into.  And 
all  the  time  that  he  was  en- 
joying the  blessings  of  being 
in  the  Spirit,  "things"  had 
not  changed.  The  billows  were 
still  dashing  themselves 
against  the  dismal  shore  of  his 
prison  island.  His  only  com- 
panions continued  to  be 
criminals  of  every  sort,  and 
their  rough  guards.  His  out- 
ward environment  and  cir- 
cumstances remained  as  un- 
congenial as  they  possibly 
could  be;  but  inwardly  he  was 
lifted  above  them  all  into  that 
spiritual  sphere  of  perfect 
bliss. 

Many  centuries  after  John's 
Glorious      triumph      over 
"things,"  another  rare  saint  of 
God  was  cast  into  prison  for 
the  Word  of  God  and  the  tes- 
timony of  Jesus  Christ.     His 
name  was  John  Bunyan.  And 
while   he   was   confined   to   jail, 
with  cold,  clammy  walls  and  iron 
bars  enclosing  him,  he  mounted 
up  with  wings  of  faith  far  above 
and  beyond  them  and  left  with 
us  the  fruit  of  his  glorious  tri- 
umphs:   the   enduring   Pilgrim's 
Progress. 

The  revelation  of  God's  grace 
in  the  lives  of  His  obedient,  sub- 
missive servants,  enabling  them 
to  escape  from  disagreeable  out- 
ward conditions  through  inward 
empowering  by  the  Spirit  would 
make  volumes.  It  would  take  us 
back  into  Old  Testament  days 
and  show  how  Abraham,  Moses, 
David  and  countless  others 
gloried  over  unpleasant  trials.  It 
would  lead  us  through  New 
Testament  happenings  and  have 
us  pause  at  the  list  of  the  heroes 
of  faith  in  Hebrews  11  and  re- 
veal afresh  how  some  "were  tor- 
tured .  .  .  others  had  trial  of 
cruel  mockings  and  scourgings, 
yea,  moreover  bonds  and  impris- 
onment: .  .  .  were  stoned,  .  .  . 
sawn  asunder,  .  .  .  destitute,  af- 
flicted, tormented."  Yet  we  read, 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Millions  of  hearts  have  thrilled  to 
the  tune  of  this  popular  song  with 
the   beautiful,   cowboy   style   tune. 

With  all  due  respect  for  all  the 
magnificently  brave  heroes  of  our 
great  and  wonderful  United  States 
since  its  founding — without  casting 
any  reflections  on  our  boys  who  are 
now  in  our  armed  forces,  willing  to 
give  their  last  drop  of  blood  that  this 
Star-Spangled  Banner  may  always 
wave  over  this  land  of  the  free  and 
the  home  of  the  brave,  I  would  like  to 
comment  on  this  popular  song. 

"Only  Uncle  Sam's  great  heroes  ever 
go  there,"  so  the  song  says.  The  song 
would  lead  us  to  believe  that  there  is 
a  mythical  place  somewhere  and  that 
all  of  our  heroes  that  ever  died  are 
now  enjoying  the  beauties  and  ecsta- 
sies of  that  place.  Never  would  I  raise 
my  voice  in  comment  if  it  were  not  for 
the  fact  that  the  theory  of  this  song 
has  a  tendency  to  make  our  boys  in 
the  army,  and  us  at  home,  think  that 
all  that  our  boys  have  to  do  to  gain 
that  eternal  home  is  fight  some  great 
battle  some  place,  be  willing  to  die 
for  their  country  as  Colvin  Kelly  and 
thousands  of  others  actually  have 
done,  and  they  are  assured  of  reach- 
ing this  ethereal  resting  place  of  the 
dead. 

This  is  the  same  nationalistic,  hero- 
worshipping  propaganda  that  is  used 
by  our  enemies  to  make  their  boys 
fight  against  us.  The  Japanese  soldier 
feels  that  going  into  battle  for  his 
country  and  his  emperor  is  really 
fighting  for  his  god;  that  if  he  has 
the  privilege  of  losing  his  life  in  this 
warfare,  he  will  gain  a  place  in  that 
coveted  home  with  his  ancestors.  It  is 
this  fatalistic  belief  that  makes  the 
Japanese  such  suicidal,  maniacal  war- 
riors. 

We  know  that  our  country  is  based 
upon  much  better  principles  than  this 
hero-worshipping,  heathen-idol  ador- 
ing, ancestral-revering  paganism  of 
our  enemies.  Our  country  was  found- 
ed by  men  and  women  who  believed 
the  Bible  and  knew  that  any  man  or 
woman  that  ever  entered  the  kingdom 
of  God  would  do  it  according  to  the 
prescribed  way  that  is  given  in  the 
Bible. 

Lincoln,  Washington,  and  Nathan 
Hale  are  especially  mentioned  in  the 
song,  with  several  others.  Let  us  notice 
what  they  believed  about  the  Book 
that  shows  us  the  way  to  God. 

George  Washington,  that  great  ex- 
ample of  prayer,  who  at  Valley  Forge 
had  his  heart  so  rended  by  the  sight 
of  his  troops  who  were  making  bloody 
tracks  in  the  snow  with  their  shoe- 
less feet,  who  were  without  food  or 
sufficient  clothing  or  shelter,  went 
aside  and  humbly  prayed  to  God  for 
strength,  for  help  in  a  time  of  need. 


*   w< 
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Ervin  A.  Gillespie 

Later,  speaking  of  this  experience,  he 
said,  "I  can  trace  the  finger  of  Divine 
Providence  through  those  dark  days." 
He  also  said,  "It  is  impossible  to  right- 
ly govern  the  world  without  God  and 
the  Bible."  In  eleven  years  he  missed 
church  only  eight  times,  although  he 
had  to  ride  fourteen  miles  through  all 
kinds  of  weather. 

Abraham  Lincoln  said:  "All  the  good 
from  the  Savior  of  the  world  is  com- 
municated through  this  Book;  but 
for  this  Book,  we  could  not  know 
right  from  wrong." 

Nathan  Hale,  on  the  morning  of  his 
execution  as  a  spy  by  the  British  army, 
called   for  a  Bible  and  a  clergyman, 


WHAT  DID  YOU  DO  TODAY, 
MY   FRIEND 

What  did  you  do  today,  My  Friend, 

From  morn  until  dark? 
How  many  times  did  you  complain, 

The  rationing  is  too  tight? 
When   are   you   going   to   start  to  do 

All  of  the  things  you  say? 
A  soldier  would  like  to  know,  My  Friend, 

What  did  you  do  today? 
We  met  the  enemy  today 

And  took  the  beach  by  storm. 
Happy  reading  it  will  make 

For  you  tomorrow  morn. 
You  will  read  with  satisfaction 

The  brief  communique. 
We  fought,  but  are  you  fighting? 

What  did  you  do  today? 
My  gunner  died  in  my  arms  today, 

I  feel  his  warm  blood  yet. 
Your   neighbor's   dying   boy  gave   out 

A  scream  I  can't  forget. 
On  my  right  a  tank  was  hit, 

A  flash  and  then  a  fire; 
The    stench    of   burning   flesh 

Still  rises  from  the  pyro. 
What  did  you  do  today,  My  Friend, 

To  help  us  with  the  task? 
Did  you  work  harder  and  longer  for  less, 

Or  is  that  too  much  to  ask? 
What  right  have  I  to  ask  you  this? 

You  probably  will  say; 
Maybe  now  you  will  understand 

You  see,  many  of  your  friends  died 
today. 

which  were  denied  him. 

Our  own  beloved  President  Frank- 
lin D.  Roosevelt  goes  to  the  heart  of 
our  problem  when  he  said  in  1937: 

"No  greater  thing  could  come  to 
our  land  today  than  the  revival  of  the 
spirit  of  religion — a  revival  that  would 
sweep  through  the  homes  of  the  na- 
tion and  restore  the  hearts  of  men  and 
women  of  all  faiths  to  a  reassertion  of 
their  belief  in  God  and  their  dedica- 
tion of  themselves  and  for  the  world. 
I  doubt  if  there  is  any  problem,  so- 
cial, political,  or  economic,  that  would 


not  melt  away  before  the  fire  of  such 
a  spiritual  awakening." 

This  Book,  the  Bible,  tells  us  very 
plainly  that  even  though  we  were  to 
sacrifice  our  lives  upon  the  battlefield 
for  our  country  and  loved  ones,  it 
would  not  gain  us  a  home  in  God's 
eternal  kingdom  (1  Cor.  13:3). 

Jesus  said,  "I  am  the  door:  by  me 
if  any  man  enter  in,  he  shall  be  saved 
.  .  ."  (John  10:9).  He  also  said,  "... 
I  am  the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life: 
no  man  cometh  unto  the  Father,  but 
by  me"  (John  14:6) . 

"Neither  is  there  salvation  in  any 
other:  for  there  is  no  other  name 
under  heaven  given  among  men, 
whereby  we  must  be  saved"  (Acts 
4:16). 

So,  my  dear  Soldier,  Sailor,  Marine, 
Air    Corps    member,    WAVE    or    WAC 
friend,  if  you  have  any  ambitions  or 
thoughts  that  you  will  be  acceptable 
to  God  just  because  of  your  spirit  of 
sacrifice  for  your  country,  please  do 
not  be  misled.  Jesus  fought  your  bat- 
tles against  the  enemy  of  your  soul 
when    He    wrestled    against    the    evil 
powers  of  the  devil.    He  became  your 
hero  when  He  gave  His  life  on  the 
cross  and  shed  His  blood  for  you  that 
you   might   be    acceptable   unto    God. 
Were  we  to  try  to  gain  entrance  into 
God's  sight  through  any  other  method, 
we  would  be  rejecting  this  life  for  us. 
Surely  none  of  us  would  do  that  in- 
tentionally, but  there  is  a  tendency  to 
be  lulled  into  a  false  sense  of  security 
and   complacency   through   our  mod- 
ernistic     teachings,     which     is     the 
devil's  trap.    We  now  have  a  "blood- 
stained   banner"   waving    everywhere, 
beckoning   us   on   to   fight   the   great 
battle    of    righteousness    against    sin. 
Jesus    is    our    leader    who    has    never 
lost  a  battle,  and  when  the  smoke  of 
battle  has  cleared  away,  we  have  ab- 
solute  assurance   that  His   army  will 
be    intact,    with    not    one    missing    in 
action,  killed,  or  wounded.     If  death 
overtakes  us  via  the  old  age  route,  or 
in    any   of   its   premature   causes,   we 
have  nothing  to  worry  about,  as  God 
will  raise  us  up  and  give  us  a  new  body 
that  shall  never  deteriorate,  sicken,  or 
die.     For  eternity  we  shall  enjoy  the 
beauties  and  pleasures  that  only  an 
omnipotent  God  would  be  able  to  con- 
struct. All  of  this  is  on  the  one  condi- 
tion   that    we    accept    the    sacrificial 
death  of  His  Son  on  the  cross  and  live 
a  life  that  is  pleasing  to  Him  in  ac- 
cordance with  His  Word.   There  is  too 
much  at  stake  to  run  the  risk  of  miss- 
ing out  on  the  reward.  Pray  like  you 
have      never      prayed      before,      and 
through    the    Spirit    that    God    gives, 
obey    every    word    contained    in    His 
Book,  the  Bible,  and  you  will  be  sure 
of  "living  in  that  land  some  day." — 
The  Junior  Bible  Advocate. 


July,  1915 
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DO  YOU  HAVE  THE  ViSlON? 

By  the  Editor 

"Where  there  is  no  vision  the  people 
perish,"  Prov.  29:18,  has  been  coming 
to  me  very  forcibly  and  I  feel  im- 
pressed to  think  along  this  line  with 
you.  A  vision  of  the  whitened  harvest 
field  is  what  we  all  need  to  make  us 
useful  in  this  world  of  sin  and  sorrow. 
A  vision  of  the  Christ  of  Calvary  as 
He  climbed  up  Calvary's  mountain 
bearing  the  cross  for  you  and  me,  will 
make  us  desire  to  rush  to  His  side  and 
help  Him  bear  the  heavy  load.  Oh, 
how  very  self-satisfied  people 
who  bear  His  name  seem  to 
be;  satisfied  to  sit  in  cozy, 
comfortable  homes,  enjoying 
the  wonderful  things  God  has 
permitted  them  to  have,  and 
unmindful  of  the  sorrow  and 
sufferings  of  those  around 
them.  If  I  could  somehow  stir 
the  hearts  of  just  a  few  of  our 
boys  and  girls  to  open  their 
eyes  and  catch  a  vision  of  the 
unsaved,  the  sad  and  dis- 
couraged ones  in  their  reach, 
and  send  them  forth  to  loose 
the  bands  of  wickedness,  to  un- 
do the  neavy  burdens,  and  to 
let  the  oppressed  go  free,  and 
that  they  break  every  yoke; 
yes,  to  deal  thy  bread  to  the 
hungry,  and  that  thou  bring 
the  poor  that  are  cast  out  to 
thy  house,  and  when  thou 
seest  the  naked  that  thou 
cover  him,  how  happy  I  would 
be. 


One  time,  while  living  in  a 
certain  city,  the  Lord  laid  a 
certain  section  of  the  city  on 
my  heart;  I  couldn't  rest.  I  tell 
you,  when  God  gives  you  a 
vision,  there  is  no  rest.  The 
only  thing  that  is  wrong  with 
people  today  is,  they  are  not 
willing  to  get  a  vision  of  the 
need.  I  finally  grew  desperate, 
so  went  and  rented  a  hall  and 
paid  six  dollars  per  month  out 
of  my  own  pocket  just  to  have 
a  Sunday  School  on  Sunday 
afternoon.  I  had  nothing  to 
begin  with  but  an  empty  room 
and  a  realization  that  God 
was  with  me  in  what  I  was 
doing,  so  I  started  out  in 
search  of  pupils.  I  went  out 
on  the  streets  after  school 
hours  and  as  I  found  the  chil- 
dren playing  I  would  tell  them 
about  the  Sunday  School  and 
ask  them  to  come.  Then  this 
would  give  me  a  chance  to  get 
into  the  homes  and  talk  to  the 
mothers  and  leave  tracts.  I 
have  seen  these  mothers  break 


down  and  weep  like  their  hearts  would 
break  as  I  talked  to  them.  In  a  few 
months  I  had  a  Sunday  School  of 
fifty  little  darlings. 

God  demands  a  great  deal  more  of 
us  than  we  realize  by  the  way  we  act. 
We  hear  people  say,  "Oh  well,  people 
know  the  churches  and  missions  are 
here,  why  don't  they  come?  It's  their 
own  fault."  But  Jesus  said  go  out  in- 
to the  highways  and  hedges  and  com- 
pel them  to  come  in.  I  wonder  if  you 
ever  thought  what  that  compelling 
power  is?  It  is  love.  We  had  just  as 
well  stay  away  as  to  go  without  that 


Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

Our  Y.P.E.U.  is  doing  well.  The  class  did  not  grow  in  size 
as  I  had  hoped  it  would,  but  the  interest  has  been  very  good. 
There  are  seven,  including  myself,  who  will  hope  to  graduate 
some    time    in    June. 

I  am  yours  in  His  service. — Anne  H.  Thomas,  Griffin,  Ga. 

Dear    Sister    Harrison : 

The  Y.P.E.U.  in  our  local  church  has  been  very  successful 
thus  far.  We  meet  for  an  hour  or  better  once  each  week.  I 
give  assignments  for  the  following  week  to  each  student. 
Sometimes  I  ask  one  to  act  as  the  soul  winner  and  someone 
else  to  act  as  the  sinner  and  have  them  to  do  their  best  to 
try  to  outdo  each  other  in  their  efforts  to  be  convincing  or 
otherwise  in  their  efforts  to  lead  the  sinner  to  Christ,  or  the 
sinner  to  be  coy  and  refuse  to  be  brought  around  to  an 
acknowledgment. 

I  hope  that  this  type  of  training  of  our  young  people  will 
find  favor  with  our  leaders  everywhere.  The  world  is  smart 
and  we  need  to   know  how  to   deal   with  them. 

In  addition  to  study  we  give  away  tracts,  Lighted  Pathways, 
and  Evangels.  We  also  receive  a  dime  each  meeting  to  add 
to   our   treasury. — Harold   P.   Douglas,    Winnsboro,   S.    C. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  read  the  April  Lighted  Pathway  and  want  to 
thank  you  for  your  wonderful  work. 

May  God  bless  you  in  rendering  such  a  wonderful  work  for 
the  men  in  service.  I  have  been  in  the  Navy  nearly  three  years 
now  and  I  miss  those  good  church  services  that  I  used  to  go 
to  back  in  Rockingham,  N.  C,  my  home  town. 

I  have  read  about  the  Y.P.E.U.  and  think  it  is  just  the 
thing  to  make  the  Church  of  God  the  greatest  religious  organ- 
ization in  the  world.  I  surely  hope  to  be  back  home  soon  to 
take  part  in  the  good  work.  I  want  you  and  the  Christians  to 
pray  that  I  may  return  to  my  family  soon  and  that  I  may 
be  a  soul-winner  for  Jesus  over  here  and  be  ready  to  work 
for  Him  when  1  return.  I  thank  you  again  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  which  is  food  for  me  and  the  only  means  I  have 
of  keeping  up  with  the  church  work  at  home. — Alfred  T.  Wil- 
son.  Ph.   M.   3|c. 


in 


Dear   Sister    Harrison : 

Greetings    in    Jesus    from    the    Young    People's    Endeavor 
the  "City  of  Roses." 

We  are  happy  to  report  that  our  young  people's  group  is 
again  organized.  The  group  now  is  of  about  three  months' 
standing.  The  Lord  has  been  very  gracious  to  us  and  given 
us  several  young  people  who  are  truly  consecrated  and  anxious 
to  see  the  work  of  the  Lord  prosper.  Thank  God  we  can 
say  that  at  each  time  of  meeting  our  little  group  has  grown 
in   spirituality   and   also   in   number. 

We  are  organizing  committees  to  do  different  branches  of 
personal  work,  for  our  city  is  surely  in  need  of  it,  especially 
since  so  many  war  plants  have  come  into  being  in  our  vicinity. 

In  connection  with  the  personal  work,  we  are  ordering  nine 
extra  rolls  of  Lighted  Pathways  each  month  to  put  in  beauty 
salons,  dentists'  offices,  etc.  We  are  also  giving  them  to 
friends   of    the   church. 

Our  church  has  so  prospered  under  the  anointed  leadership 
of  our  new  pastor.  Rev.  T.  H.  Welch,  his  good  wife  and  family, 
that  we  are  planning  on  a  larger  place  of  worship.  Even  now, 
in  some  of  our  services,  it  is  difficult  for  the  orchestra  to 
find  seats  in  the  audience,  therefore  the  young  people  are 
working  hard   to   help   in   the   financial   end  of   It. 

Pray  for  our  young  people,  that  they  will  ever  be  faithful. 
— Betty   Hampton,    president,    Portland,    Ore. 


love  burning  in  our  souls  for  the  lost. 
It  is  the  only  thing  that  wins.  They 
know  in  an  instant  whether  or  not 
we  have  that  love.  "Oh  well,"  some 
one  else  says,  "I  just  haven't  got  it,  so 
there  is  no  need  for  me  to  go."  Ah, 
what  a  pitiful  state  in  which  to  be! 
What  that  person  needs  is  another  dip 
into  the  fountain,  the  blood  of  Jesus, 
a  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  set 
him  on  fire  for  God  and  wake  him  up 
to  a  realization  that  we  are  our  broth- 
er's keeper  and  that  we  are  expected 
to  love  our  neighbor  as  ourselves. 
We  had  just  as  well  stop  praying 
for  the  unsaved  until  we  can 
pray  through  for  ourselves 
and  get  that  love  burning  in 
our  souls  for  lost  humanity. 
Without  that  love  there  can- 
not rise  a  true  petition.  The 
prayer  spirit  is  a  flower-bear- 
ing plant,  which  grows  only 
in  a  soil  upon  which  love  has 
been  strewn  in  generous 
measure. 

I  had  been  thinking  yester- 
day of  Matthew  25:34-46, 
where  it  tells  of  that  great 
judgment  day  when  the  sheep 
and  the  goats  will  be  separat- 
ed and  those  on  the  right 
hand  would  hear  the  sweet 
words,  "Come,  ye  blessed  of 
my  Father,  inherit  the  king- 
dom prepared  for  you  from 
the  foundation  of  the  world: 
For  I  was  an  hungred,  and  ye 
gave  me  meat:  I  was  thirsty, 
and  ye  gave  me  drink:  I  was  a 
stranger,  and  ye  took  me  in: 
Naked,  and  ye  clothed  me:  I 
was  sick,  and  ye  visited  me: 
I  was  in  prison,  and  ye  came 
unto  me.  Then  shall  the 
righteous  answer  him,  saying, 
Lord,  when  saw  we  thee  an 
hungred,  and  fed  thee?  or 
thirsty,  and  gave  thee  drink? 
Or  when  saw  we  thee  sick,  or 
in  prison,  and  came  unto 
thee?  And  the  King  shall  an- 
swer and  say  unto  them,  Ver- 
ily I  say  unto  you,  Inasmuch 
as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of 
the  least  of  these  my  brethren, 
ye  have  done  it  unto  me." 

And  then  I  read  the  awful 
words  that  those  on  the  left 
would  hear:  "Depart  from  me, 
ye  cursed,  into  everlasting 
fire,  prepared  for  the  devil 
and  his  angels:  For  I  was  an 
hungred,  and  ye  gave  me  no 
meat:  I  was  thirsty,  and  ye 
gave  me  no  drink:  I  was  a 
stranger,  and  ye  took  me  not 
in:  naked,  and  ye  clothed  me 
not:  sick,  and  in  prison,  and 
ye  visited  me  not.  Then  shall 
(Continued  on  page  9) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Of n  Upen  better  to  Service  Jnen  ana  (  yYomen 


By  your  Service  Pastor 


Dear  Friend  in  the  Service: 

Since  you  have  gone  from  us  we 
miss  you  more  than  you  can  ever 
know  from  our  church  services,  Sun- 
day Schools,  and  Y.  P.  E.  We  talk 
about  you  daily  and  pray  for  the  day 
when  you  can  come  back  to  us  to  en- 
joy the  peace  and  freedom  you  have 
so  heroically  sacrificed  to  preserve. 

You  have  been  away  a  long  time, 
but  we  are  encouraged  by  what  the 
Lord  has  done  in  bringing  victory  to 
our  armies  in  Europe  and  we  believe 
He  will  speed  the  day  of  victory  in  the 
Pacific.  You  may  be  assured  that 
Christian  people  all  over  the  country 
are  taking  this  matter  persistently 
and  regularly  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
We  are  expecting  Him  to  answer  these 
prayers  and  grant  us  the  desire  of  our 
hearts — peace,  and  the  right  of  our 
sons  and  daughters  to  return  to  their 
homeland  to  begin  again  the  worthy 
pursuits  of  life  which  were  inter- 
rupted by  war  and  the  call  to  arms. 
Many  of  us  at  home  have  given 
serious  thought  to  the  matter  of  your 
home-coming,  and  have  endeavored 
to  face  the  issue  squarely  as  to  what 
we  can  offer  you,  and  here  is  what 
some  of  us  have  concluded: 

First,  upon  your  return,  you  are  go- 
ing to  find  some  things  decidedly 
changed  from  the  way  you  left  them. 
You  will  find  conditions  that  will 
make  you  happy  and  others  that  will 
sadden  you.  For  the  latter  we  are 
deeply  sorry.  Some  of  these  changes 
are  inevitable,  of  course.  You  will  find 
some  of  your  loved  ones  changed — a 
little  older,  the  marks  of  the  stren- 
uous years  of  war  upon  them — 
the  hair  a  little  grayer  and  the  lines 
in  their  faces  a  little  deeper.  But 
some  things  will  be  the  same — the 
things  of  greater  value — the  love  they 
had  for  you  before  you  went  away  and 
that  has  followed  you  wherever  you 
have  gone.  That  will  be  as  real  and 
as  fervent  as  ever.  You  could  not  ask 
for  anything  here  on  earth  greater 
than  to  be  the  object  of  the  love  of 
these  beloved  friends. 

No  one  needs  to  expect  to  find  the 
whole  country  a  paradise;  but  like  an 
oasis  in  a  desert,  you  will  find  in  the 
Church  of  God  that  you  can  "sit  to- 
gether in  heavenly  places  in  Christ 
Jesus,"  and  be  refreshed  from  battle 
fatigue  and  the  distressing  recollec- 
tions of  the  realities  of  war  through 
which  you  have  passed.  You  will  find 
the  Spirit  of  Christ  there,  and  that 
He  has  not  changed  regardless  of 
whoever  else  may  have  done  so.  These 
churches  await  your  coming  with  the 
same  hearty  welcome  you  knew  be- 
fore you  left  us. 

Some  of  you  will  want  to  go  back  to 
school  again  and  the  church  through 
its  schools  has  a  place  for  you,  at  our 
college  and  various  Bible  schools.  The 


Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School 
and  College  at  Sevierville,  Tennessee, 
has  grown  into  a  great  institution  and 
numbers  of  our  boys  have  written  me 
that  they  intend  to  go  there  after 
they  are  released  from  the  Service. 

We  cannot  promise  you  wealth  and 
all  the  things  we  feel  you  so  richly 
deserve,  but  with  all  our  hearts  we 
promise  you  our  Christian  love,  the 
fellowship  and  service  of  the  Church 
in  its  various  institutions  and  depart- 
ments, and  a  place  where  you  can  be 
happy  in  the  service  of  the  Lord. 

Be  of  good  cheer,  fellow  soldiers  of 
the  Cross.  Privation  of  the  war  tend 
to  dishearten  even  the  strongest  at 
times,  but  brighter  days  are  ahead 
and  by  faith  the  home-coming  day 
looms  up  on  the  horizon.  Take  cour- 
age, for  weeping  may  endure  for  the 
night,  but  joy  cometh  in  the  morn- 
ing."— Yours  in  the  hope  of  a  bright 
tomorrow,  F.  W.  Lemons. 


Attention,  Please — Very  Important: 

NOTICE  OF  ADDRESSES 

When  sending  the  address  of  a  sol- 
dier, be  sure  to  send  us  the  full  ad- 
dress. So  many  fail  to  do  this,  especial- 
ly when  sending  addresses  of  soldiers 
overseas. 

Could  you  give  us  the  correct  address 
for  the  following  names?  The  War  De- 
partment has  directed  to  withhold 
from  dispatch  papers  to  the  following 
in  Service.  Please  search  this  list  and 
see  if  your  relative  or  friend  is  among 
the  number.  It  is  very  important  that 
you  keep  us  posted  to  the  correct 
address. 

Pvt.  Floyd  P.  Hinkle,  35641261. 
Pvt.  Carl  M.  Parker. 
Pvt.  Willis  E.  Dillow,  37606597. 
Pvt.     Clinton     L.     Scarborough, 
44006878. 

Pvt.  Lyle  W.  Gray,  34937541. 
Pvt.  Joel  Chastain,  14008645. 
Pvt.  Alta  B.  Johnson,  38733042. 
Pfc.  Ralph  E.  Sluyter,  39836239. 
Pvt.  Frank  C.  Pierce,  35829545. 
Pfc.  Samuel  Fields,  35775667. 
Pvt.  Charles  F.  Cragg,  33763764. 
Pvt.  L.  V.  Self,  34921234. 
Pvt.  William  A.  Owens,  34945826. 
Pvt.  James  R.  Berryhill,  34921965. 
Pvt.  Robert  Bolin,  34848395. 
Pvt.  Millard  L.  Hyde,  34806710. 
Pvt.  Robert  Weaver,  35784419. 
Pfc.  Charles  L.  Mosery,  34924195. 
Sgt.  Ralph  T.  Wall,  35418671. 
Pvt.  Joseph  A.  Rash,  38565287. 
Pvt.  Herman  Walker,  35771611. 
Pfc.  Leon  V.  Williams,  Jr. 
Pfc  Earl  Simpson,  35138234. 
Pvt.  Arlie  Smith,  35429040. 
Pvt.  Harper  Burdette,  34892467. 
Cpl.  Edward  Pickering,  3665140. 
Pvt.  James  H.  Trammell,  34972849. 
Pvt.  Herbert  Fulson,  34384972. 


DO  YOU  HAVE  THE  VISION? 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

they  also  answer  him,  saying,  Lord, 
when  saw  we  thee  an  hungred,  or 
athirst,  or  a  stranger,  or  naked,  or  sick, 
or  in  prison,  and  did  not  minister  unto 
thee?  Then  shall  he  answer  them,  say- 
ing, Verily,  I  say  unto  you,  Inasmuch 
as  ye  did  it  not  to  one  of  the  least  of 
these,  ye  did  it  not  to  me." 

As  I  read  this  scripture  there 
seemed  to  come  before  me  a  very 
vivid  picture  of  that  day.  Somehow  it 
was  made  so  real  to  me.  In  my  imagi- 
nation I  saw  the  great  white  throne 
and  our  God  seated  thereon.  Then  I 
saw  the  multitudes  pass  by,  and  as 
they  stopped  in  front  of  the  throne 
we  heard  Him  say,  "Inasmuch  as  ye 
did  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these 
my  little  ones,  ye  did  it  unto  me,"  and 
He  waved  them  over  to  the  right  and 
I  saw  their  faces  as  they  shone  with 
joy  and  gratitude.  On  the  other  side  I 
saw  them  also  lining  up  but  their  faces 
were  filled  with  sadness,  and  their 
eyes  with  tears,  as  they  talked  one  to 
another. 

I  saw  two  women  in  particular  that 
interested  me,  over  on  the  left,  and 
I  listened  to  their  conversation.  One 
was  a  well-dressed  woman  with  an 
air  of  refinement;  the  other  was  dark- 
skinned  and  poorly  clad.  The  dark- 
skinned  woman  looked  into  the  face 
of  the  other  in  astonishment  and 
said,  "Why  are  you  here?  I  have  seen 
you  pass  so  many  times  on  your  way 
to  church  and  wished  I  were  like  you, 
and  often  longed  for  you  to  stop  and 
tell  me  how  to  become  a  Christian. 
But  you  passed  by,  and  I  just  kept 
waiting  for  some  one  to  come  to  me 
because  I  had  no  good  clothes  to  wear 
and  felt  that  I  would  not  be  welcome 
at  the  church.  So  I  waited  too  long, 
and  here  I  am.  But  I  am  surprised  to 
see  you  here,  too.  Tell  me  about  it, 
won't  you?"  "Well,  my  dear  woman,  I 
shall  tell  you  my  story.  I  am  as  much 
surprised  to  be  here  as  you  are  to 
see  me  here.  I  had  thought  all  the 
time  I  was  all  right.  I  was  a  member 
of  the  church.  I  attended  church  and 
Sunday  School  and  thought  this  was 
sufficient.  The  rest  of  my  time  I  spent 
within  the  walls  of  my  home,  thinking 
only  of  my  little  brood  and  how  I 
could  make  things  comfortable  and 
happy  for  them.  I  forgot  about  the 
Lord's  command,  'Go  into  the  high- 
ways and  hedges  and  compel  them  to 
come  in.'  I  forgot  that  I  was  to  be 
a  friend  to  the  friendless.  I  forgot  that 
you,  and  many  others  like  you,  were 
waiting  for  me  to  come  and  tell  you 
about  Jesus.  Yes,  I  was  so  lost  in  my 
own  interests  that  I  forgot  you  and 
passed  you  by,  so  here  we  are  to- 
gether. Oh,  my  God,  if  I  could  only 
retrace  my  steps;  if  only  I  could  live 
my  life  over  again,  things  would  be 
different." 

This  is  only  a  little  imaginary  pic- 
ture taken  from  God's  Word,  and  yet 
how  true  it  is  that  many  will  hear 
these  sad  words,  "Depart!"  My  prayer 
is  that  God  will  help  us  to  awake  out 
of  our  sleep,  and  lay  aside  every 
thing  that  hinders  and  help  to  save 
this  dying  world. 


July,  1345 
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The  Aftereffects  of  World  War  No.  2 


As  a  result  of  World  War  II  there 
have  been  many  tears  shed,  volumes  of 
prayers  offered,  many  homes  robbed 
of  young  fathers  and  scores  of  moth- 
ers saddened  by  news  from  the  war 
officials  that  the  sons  of  their  bosom 
were  missing  or  killed  in  action. 
Brothers  parted  with  sisters,  fathers, 
and  mothers  at  railroad  stations,  to 
cross  over  to  the  place  of  conflict,  suf- 
fered the  hardships  of  war  and  some 
have  returned  crippled  for  life.  Others 
have  lost  heir  health  and  will, 
throughout  the  remainder  of  their 
lives,  feel  the  aftereffects  of  the  ex- 
posures suffered  on  the  battlefield. 
We  thank  God  for  the  young  men  who 
have  defended  the  Stars  and  Stripes 
and  fought  for  our  continued  free- 
dom. 

Too,  we  are  indebted  to  the  many 
fathers,  mothers,  and  wives,  who  have 
been  so  faithful  in  spending  time  in 
prayer  for  those  who  were  in  constant 
danger  in  the  war  zone,  and  we  do 
believe  that  the  faithful  prayer  war- 
riors contributed  much  to  the  success 
or  victory  in  this  awful  struggle.  Many 
mothers'  boys  have  been  spared 
through  prayer,  though  exposed  to 
great  dangers.  The  writer,  for  one, 
believes  that  the  prayers  of  loved  ones 
have  turned  bullets  and  alleviated 
pains  where  severe  wounds  were  in- 
flicted. 

The  cost  of  the  war,  in  human  lives, 
cannot  yet  be  fully  given,  but  accord- 
ing to  some  statistics,  it  is  in  the 
neighborhood  of  eight  or  nine  million 
killed  and  perhaps  that  many  wound- 
ed. Add  to  this  the  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands, and  maybe  millions,  who  died 
of  starvation  and  brutalities  in  con- 
centration camps,  bombings,  and  dis- 
eases caused  by  war.  Viewing  the  sit- 
uation from  a  standpoint  of  money, 
we  again  find  that  it  involved  an 
enormous  sum.  If  the  billions  of  dol- 
lars used  in  this  war  could  have  been 
spent  to  save  souls  for  heaven,  it 
would  have  caused  rejoicing,  not  only 
on  earth,  but  in  heaven  also.  Many, 
many  homes  could  have  been  erected 
for  the  homeless  of  earth.  Many 
churches  and  campgrounds  could 
have  been  bought,  and  there  would 
not  have  been  heartaches  and  sad 
faces  caused  by  this  great  conflict. 

But,  what  of  the  future,  or  after  the 
victory  shall  have  come?  What  will 
be  the  aftermath  of  the  war?  Will  all 
who  have  been  spared  (who  left  home 
unsaved)  seek  the  Lord  upon  their 
return?  These  and  many  other  ques- 
tions are  in  the  minds  of  many.  May 
we  say  that  the  enemy  of  all  right- 
eousness is  back  of  the  trouble  that 
is  in  the  world  now.  He  has  had  a 
great  hand  in  this  war,  despite  those 
in  authority  who  encouraged  the 
Christians  to  pray.  There  was  more 
respect  shown  the  boys  who  loved  God, 
during  the  present  war,  than  any 
previous  conflict,  and  we,  as  the  chil- 
dren of  God,  should  ever  remember 
to  pray  for  those  in  authority,  as  they 


By    E.    J.    Boehmer 

have  problems  to  face  that  God  only 
can  help  them  to  solve.  We  should 
remember  that  the  wicked  one  has 
not  been  tamed  during  this  war.  He 
is  still  against  God  and  all  that  is  good. 
He  would  have  killed  all  of  the  God- 
fearing boys  in  the  armed  forces,  if  it 
had  not  been  for  the  intervening  hand 
of  God.  He  knows  that  the  last  days 
are  on  us  and  that  his  time  is  short, 
and  while  "the  path  of  the  just  is  as 
a  shining  light  that  shineth  more  and 
more  unto  the  perfect  day,"  the  days 
of  the  unjust  are  gaining  in  sin  and 
unrighteousness,  because  of  that  in- 
fluence thrown  about  them  by  the 
evil  seducer.  The  days  in  which  we  are 
living  are  evil,  and,  according  to  the 
Scriptures,  will  be  so  until  the  return 
of  the  Lord. 

There  will  be,  among  those  who  re- 
turn home  from  this  bloody  conflict, 
in  which  the  nations  are  now  engaged, 
some  who  promised  God,  while  in  the 
path  of  bullets,  cannon  balls,  or  fall- 
ing shells,  that  if  they  were  spared 
they  would  be  better  boys,  and  serve 
God  and  be  an  asset  to  their  respective 
country  and  neighborhood,  while  oth- 
ers will  go  through  this  bloody  con- 
flict untouched  by  the  finger  of  God, 
and  come  home  with  hearts  that  are 
harder.  They  will  continue  to  forget 
God,  fail  to  attend  church,  and  con- 
tinue to  grieve  their  fathers,  mothers, 
and  friends. 

Many  fathers,  mothers,  and  wives 
who  sacrificed  those  dear  to  them,  are 
already  weighing  the  effect  of  this 
awful  strife  in  which  the  world  is  now 
engaged.  They  are  looking  down  the 
lane  of  time,  and  at  the  same  time 
breathing  a  tearful  prayer  that  the 
influence  into  which  they  were 
plunged,  the  circumstances  into  which 
they  were  thrown,  will  cause  them  to 
be  better  boys  and  husbands  than  they 
were  before  they  left  for  the  battle- 
field. 

We  sincerely  hope  that  all  the  peo- 
ple of  God  everywhere  will  unite  in 
rebuilding  a  world  that  has  been  torn 
to  pieces  by  the  greatest  war  of  all 
times. 


LITTLE    ADVENTURES    IN    THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

By  C.  M.  Truesdell 

Question    No.    1 

Who  ivas  the  mother  of  Absalom 
and  Tamar? 

Answer:  Maacah.  She  was  the 
daughter  of  Talmai,  king  of  Geshur,  a 
little  kingdom  lying  between  Bashan 
and  the  kingdom  of  Damascus,  and 
connected  with  Syria.  According  to 
history,  David  took  her  in  battle,  and 
made  her  his  wife.  For  scriptural  ref- 
erence, read:  2  Sam.  3:3,  13:1; 
1  Chron.  3:2,9. 

Question    No.    2 

Into  how  many  provinces  was  the 


"land  of  Israel,"  or  Palestine,  divided 
during  the  time  of  Christ? 

Answer:  Three  Roman  provinces. 
From  the  south  to  the  north,  they 
were:  Judea,  Samaria,  and  Galilee. 
They  lay  west  of  the  River  Jordan,  and 
east  of  the  Mediterranean,  or  Great 
Sea.  Scripture  references:  Matt.  2:20; 
John  4:1-4. 

Question    No.    3 

Was  there  anything  in  common  be- 
tween Paul's  coworkers,  Silas  (Acts) 
and  Silvanus  (Paul's  epistles)? 

Answer:  Yes!  They  were  one  and 
the  selfsame  person.  Silas  was  the 
Greek  form  of  the  Latin  name  Sil- 
vanus (woody).  Luke,  in  his  Acts  of 
the  Apostles,  chose  to  use  the  Greek 
name,  while  Paul  used  the  Roman. 
Question    No.   4 

Hoio  can  the  difficulty  between  Gen- 
esis 50:13,  which  says  Jacob  was  buried 
in  the  cave  of  Machpelah  at  Hebron, 
and  Acts  7:15,  16,  which  states  that 
he  was  laid  to  rest  in  the  sepulchre  at 
Sychem  (Shechem) ,  be  harmonized? 

Answer:  Stephen's  statement  that 
Jacob's  last  resting  place  was  at 
Shechem,  when  Genesis  50:13  de- 
scribes his  burial  in  the  Cave  of  Mach- 
pelah at  Hebron,  has  been  the  sub- 
ject of  some  confusion.  There  is  no 
need  for  alarm  over  the  subject. 
Stephen's  assertion  that  Abraham  had 
at  first  bought  this  parcel  of  land  at 
Shechem,  plus  the  scripture  in  Gen- 
esis 12:6-8  that  Abraham  had  stopped 
here  and  built  an  altar  to  the  Lord, 
just  as  Jacob  did  when  he  rebought  it, 
Genesis  33:19-20,  is  sufficient  proof 
to  me  that  Abraham  bought  this  land. 
Now  comes  the  question:  Which  was 
right,  the  Genesis  account,  or  Steph- 
en's? I  firmly  believe  that  both  were. 
It  is  clear  that  Jacob  was  at  first 
buried  at  Mamre  (Gen.  50:13) .  It  is  al- 
so equally  clear  that  Joseph's  bones 
were  "brought  up"  from  Egypt  and 
buried  at  Shechem.  The  Genesis  ac- 
count states  that  the  embalmed  body 
of  Jacob  (Israel)  was  buried  at  Mach- 
pelah after  the  customary  forty  days 
had  elapsed  (chap.  50)  ;  while  all  oth- 
er accounts  specify  or  signify  that  the 
bones  of  the  bodies  were  laid  in  the 
sepulchre  at  Shechem.  The  Greek  word 
"metatithemi,"  translated  "carried 
over"  in  Stephen's  speeches,  definitely 
means  "removed,"  while  the  Joshua 
account  of  the  burial  of  Joseph's  bones 
says  that  the  children  of  Israel  "as- 
cended up  at  once"  (Hebrew,  "alah") 
and  buried  them  in  Shechem.  They 
were  not  removed,  as  naturally  the 
bones  of  the  others  were  not.  There 
is  only  one  answer:  Stephen  means 
that  the  bones  of  Jacob  were  removed 
from  the  cave  of  Mamre  at  Hebron, 
and  placed  with  those  of  the  patri- 
archs, his  sons,  at  Shechem,  scene  of 
much  of  his  life  in  Canaan. 

QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  Where  in  the  Bible  was  the  pulpit 
first  used? 

2.  Did  two  men  from  Tyre,  named 
Hiram,  help  in  the  building  of  the 
temple? 

3.  Was  Rehoboam,  Solomon's  son,  of 
pure  Hebrew  stock? 

4.  Why  did  Cyrus  allow  the  Jews  to 
return  to  their  homeland? 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Friends: 

I  want  to  thank  each  and  every  one 
of  you  good  people  for  your  prayers, 
for  I  know  that  you  don't  ever  forget 
us  boys  and  members  of  the  Armed 
Forces  each  time  that  you  bow  your 
heads  in  a  word  of  prayer. 

I  want  you  to  know  that  each  prayer 
is  appreciated  to  the  very  highest  by 
myself  and  my  buddies.  When  I  say 
buddies,  I  mean  every  man  and  woman 
that  is  in  the  U.  S.  Armed  Forces.  Yes, 
we  are  all  friends.  We  eat  together, 
sleep  together,  fight  together,  and  die 
together,  and  so  we  are  all  buddies. 
Even  if  you  don't  know  your  buddy's 
name,  he  is  still  your  pal  and  he  is 
willing  to  die  by  you. 

Once  you  leave  the  good  ole  U.S.A. 
and  land  overseas,  and  go  out  to  meet 
the  enemy,  that  is  the  time  that  you 
think  more  of  your  buddies  than  any 
other  time.  So  don't  forget  to  remem- 
ber us  boys  in  your  prayers. 

There  are  times  that  we  are  out  on 
dangerous  grounds  and  our  buddies 
are  getting  wounded  and  some  get- 
ting killed  all  around,  but  there  is  one 
thing  that  we  can  do  and  that  is  to 
look  up  and  whisper  a  prayer  to 
God  and  He  is  always  willing  to  help 
us.  Although  there  are  so  many  of 
the  boys  who  don't  seem  to  think 
much  of  their  souls,  they  are  the  ones 
that  we  must  pray  for,  and  maybe 
sometime  sooner  or  later  they  might 
see  their  faults  and  decide  to  do  bet- 
ter. 

We  do  have  some  good  Christian 
people  over  here.  We  have  our  chap- 
lains and  they  are  doing  great  work! 
They  go  all  the  way  through  with  us 
and  they  are  always  willing  to  help 
a  soldier,  no  matter  what  it  is  about, 
so  let's  don't  forget  them  in  our 
prayers,  for  they  need  your  prayers 
also. 

And  the  next  are  our  doctors.  They 
have  a  tough  job.  They  have  so  many 
long  hours  to  go  through  with,  always 
trying  to  pump  life  back  into  some 
poor  soldier,  and  so  they  need  your 
prayers  also. 

Next  are  our  nurses.  They  are  do- 
ing a  wonderful  job.  They  have  long 
hours  to  go  through,  trying  to  help 
the  boys  that  are  sick  and  the  ones 
that  are  wounded  and  trying  to  build 
the  morale  of  every  soldier  patient 
they  have.  Let  us  remember  them  in 
our  prayers;  they  need  your  prayers 
too. 

Next  is  our  Red  Cross.  I  have  seen 
our  Red  Cross  ladies  in  three  miles 
of  the  front  lines  serving  doughnuts 
and  coffee  to  the  soldiers,  and  believe 
me,  people,  they  are  doing  everything 
that  they  can  to  build  the  morale  of 
the  fighting  men  and  women  that  are 
in  this  war.  Let  us  all  remember  them 
in  our  prayers. 

Next  are  our  officers.  They  also 
have  a  tough  job.  They  have  so  many 
things  to  think  about,  but  they  are 
doing  a  swell  job  and  your  prayers 
will  help  them  a  lot. 

So  any  time  you  have  a  few  minutes 
to  spare  in  prayer  always  remember 


us  and  it  will  be  appreciated  by  all. — 
Pvt.  Dalton  M.  Smith. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  receive  much  comfort  and 
enjoyment  from  reading  it.  I  think  it 
is  one  of  the  finest  papers  one  can 
read.  When  I  finish  I  pass  the  papers 
to  the  other  boys  with  me. 

I  read  in  one  of  your  papers  of  a 
young  man  who  had  never  known  the 
pleasure  of  being  reared  in  a  good 
Christian  home.  It  hurt  me  when  I 
read  it.  I  know  there  are  hundreds 
more  just  like  him.  I  thank  God  for 
a  good  Christian  home.  I  am  thankful 
for  a  praying  mother  and  father.  Their 
prayers  have  followed  me  for  years 
and  they  are  still  praying  and  the 
Lord  is  answering  them.  Our  mothers 
and  fathers  are  the  greatest  soldiers 
of  all.  At  times  we  are  out  of  some 
of  the  dangers  of  the  war,  but  our 
families  are  always  on  the  front,  wait- 
ing, hoping,  praying,  and  never  know- 
ing what  minute  the  sad  message  will 
come.  These  mothers  and  fathers  are 
the  ones  who  really  deserve  all  the 
medals  and  honors  of  war. 

Pray  for  me  and  all  the  boys  over 
here. — Lee  Roy  Smith. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  when  I  have  finished  I 
pass  it  on  to  my  buddies.  I  have  been 
a  reader  for  several  years  and  would 
be  lost  without  the  paper.  By  all  means 
please  continue  sending  me  the  paper. 
— Sgt.  Glenn  G.  Easom. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  isn't  new  to 
me,  but  when  I  was  in  civilian  life  I 
didn't  stop  to  read  it  much.  Since  I 
have  been  in  the  Army  my  mother 
is  sending  me  the  copies  from  home. 
I  really  like  to  read  the  paper  and 
when  I  have  finished  I  pass  it  on  to 
my  buddies.  I  hope  God  reaches  their 
hearts    through    the    messages.    Pray 


for  us. — Pvt.  Donald  G.  Sharp, 
44064317,  Co.  A,  17th  Bn.,  ARTC,  Fort 
Knox,  Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  has  been  some  time  since  I  wrote 
to  you.  Many  and  strange  things  have 
befallen  my  way,  but  not  too  great 
for  God.  My  heart  rejoiced  when  I 
saw  a  Lighted  Pathway  someone  had 
boldly  strewed  among  our  men  in 
Service.  Only  Jesus  will  be  able  to  tell 
the  blessings  that  your  marvelous  pa- 
per has  spread  among  obedient  souls. 

Bright  days  are  ahead  for  us  who 
love  the  Lord  and  it  is  because  folks 
back  home  haven't  forgot  to  pray  for 
us.  Whether  clad  in  khaki,  blue  or 
white,  our  men  still  have  a  place  for 
things  eternal.  Keep  the  good  works 
going.  Prayer  will  bring  us  home. — 
Ensign  Boyce  A.  Creamer. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  in  the  U.  S.  Navy  serving  my 
country.  I  can  truly  thank  God  for 
the  many  blessings  He  has  given  me 
since  I  have  been  here. 

We  have  had  quite  a  few  meetings 
since  Brother  Davis  and  I  have  been 
in  the  Navy  and  there  have  been  sev- 
eral boys  who  have  boen  wonderfully 
saved.  I  am  asking  all  the  Christians 
throughout  the  nation  to  pray  much 
for  us  here  that  boys  wil1  not  only  be 
saved,  but  filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

It  will  take  prayer  to  win  this  war 
as  well  as  men  and  weapons  of  war. 
Pray  for  us  to  stand  true.— Thomas  J. 
Tapley. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  thank  you  very  much  for 
your  letter  of  December  ar>d  also  your 
Christmas  card.  Please  pardon  the  de- 
lay in  answering  your  letter,  but  I 
didn't  know  your  address  and  had  to 
write  my  sister  to  send  the  address. 

Thanks  for  your  prayers.  I  know  all 
the  boys  need  them,  and  I  am  sure 
the  majority  of  the  boys  appreciate 
your  prayers.  I  know  I  do.  I  go  to 
church  as  much  as  possible,  which  is 
almost  every  Sunday. 

I  appreciate  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway  very  much.  Thanks  for  send- 
ing it  to  me. — Cpl.  Eugene  W.  Prevo. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  thank  God  for  His  good- 
ness to  me.  I  thank  Him  because  He 
has  kept  me  this  far  through  life.  So 
many  times  we  have  the  privilege  to 
read  and  study  the  goodness  of  God, 
yet  we  fail  in  so  many  ways,  but  truly 
it  is  wonderful  to  serve  One  who  is 
willing  to  help  us.  Since  being  away 
from  home  and  the  good  services  of 
the  Church  of  God  I  have  learned 
to  appreciate  the  goodness  of  God 
so  much  more. 

Before  coming  in  the  Army  I  was 
the  Y.P.E.  president  of  the  church  of 
which  I  am  a  member  in  Maplewood, 
111.  The  Lighted  Pathway  is  the  most 
wonderful  paper  ever  published  to 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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OUR  FUTURE  GENERATION 


(Dedicated  to  the  homes  of  America) 


ssv  ■< 


Hello,  America: 

We  have  come  to  thank  you  for  all  you  have 
done  for  the  babies  of  America.  We  are  the  ones 
\       who  will  reap  the  benefit  of  the  victories  that 
*  \      are  being  won. 

]  We  thank  the  soldiers  and  sailors,  airmen, 

j     marines,  and  merchant  seamen  who  have  placed 
J      their  very  lives  between  us  and  the  evil  powers. 

/  We  have  come  to  you  as  babies  from  Chris- 

J        tian  homes,  and  we  want  to  especially  thank 
?s^  /  God  for  this  great  heritage.  Our  daddies  and  \'\, 

\  ^  /  mothers  pray  with  us,  they  teach  us  about  God,  x      ^~^ 

^-^Jl^s*^  but  there  are  thousands  of  babies  in  the  world  ~^^^,^^-^ 

who  do  not  have  Christian  parents,  thousands  of  them  are  homeless,  with  no  one  to  love  them. 

The  babies  of  America  are  going  to  be  needed  in  a  little  while  to  rule  the  nation.  We  will 
make  the  laws  and  see  that  they  are  obeyed.  Some  of  us  will  be  the  ministers  and  Christian 
workers  who  will  carry  out  the  program  of  the  church  and  some  will  fill  our  penitentiaries  and 
jails.    Some  will  go  to  the  electric  chair. 

We  come  begging  you  (with  our  little  eyes  as  you  look  into  them)  to  do  all  you  can  for  babies 
who  do  not  have  Christian  parents. 

Our  Happy  Home  Circle  will  help  to  solve  this  problem.  Unless  you  wake  up  to  do  something 
for  our  homes  there  is  little  hope  for  our  nation.  The  church  with  its  organizations  cannot 
do  it.  You  must  go  into  the  homes  with  your  love  and  your  sympathy.  You  must  place  good 
literature  in  their  hands  and  help  them  to  study  it  and  you  must  pray  with  them.  This  is  your 
part  of  building  and  making  a  better  world. 

Yours  hopefully, 

BILLY  RAY  SNEED,  "RUSTY"  SLAY,  THEA 
LaVOY  JONES,  TONY  SCHLAEGER,  LUCITA 
CLAYTON,    PAULA  BALDREE. 
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National  Y.  P. 

A  Suggestion  .  .  . 

Why  don't  we  make  the  last  week  in 
July  a  "Special  Drive"  week  for  our 
Y.P.E.'s  everywhere  this  year?  Will 
you  do  it?  Here's  the  way  to  tackle  it: 
Arrange  an  interesting  program.  In- 
clude your  visitors  from  various 
churches  of  the  town  in  it.  Make  it  a 
point  to  start  advertising  and  invit- 
ing folk  at  least  four  weeks  ahead  of 
time.  See  that  entire  young  people's 
organizations  in  the  other  churches 
know  about  it,  and  are  especially  in- 
vited to  come.  Treat  them  nicely  when 
you  get  them  there,  and  you'll  be  sur- 
prised at  the  good  will  it  will  promote 
both  inside  and  out,  and  at  the  amaz- 
ing pick-up  in  interest  and  attend- 
ance. Consult  your  state  superintend- 
ent about  this.  We  believe  he'll  say: 
"Go  ahead  and  show  'em  what  you 
can  do."  If  so,  send  a  report  of  your 
success  either  to  him  or  the  associate 
editor  here,  the  first  week  in  August, 
and  the  ten  churches  most  successful 
in  the  enterprise  will  be  listed  (if  pos- 
sible) in  the  October  issue  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Will  yours  be  among 
them? 

How  You  Con  Help — 

Don't  you  think  that  you  could  be 
Of  service  to  your  Y.P.E.? 
Couldn't  you   perhaps  invite 
Some    stranger    out,    next    program 

night? 
Wouldn't  you  enlist  your  car 
To  bring  someone  who  lives  "too  far," 
Or  sacrifice  a  bit  of  gas 
And    bring    the    neighborhood,    en 

masse? 
Get  others  out,  and  let  them  see 
That  you've  a  live-wire  Y.  P.  E. 

THOSE  PINS  ARE  HERE  .  .  . 
— And  they're  beautiful! 

You  can't  go  wrong  in  ordering  one 
for  every  member  of  your  Y.P.E.  and 
Y.P.E.U.  Why  not  get  the  crowd  to- 
gether and  make  out  your  order  at 
once?  Remember!  You  save  one-third 
the  cost  if  twelve  are  ordered  at  a 
time.  They  have  your  organization 
name,  a  colorful  cross  and  crown  in- 
signia, with  proper  scripture  reference 
on  beautiful  gold  plate. 

TWO  STYLES  OF  FASTENERS 
Screw-base    fastener   for   lapel   at- 
tachment for  men;  welded  pin  fasten- 
er for  women. 

When  ordering,  please  specify  which 
style  fastener  you  prefer,  or  if  mixing 
the  order,  how  many  of  each  are 
wanted.  Also  specify  whether  the  pin 
is  for  the  Y.P.E.  or  Y.P.E.U. 
PRICES: 

Single  pin  75c 

Two  pins  $1.25 

Six  pins  $3.25 

Twelve  pins $6.00 

Please  send  ALL  orders  to  the 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House. 

A  good  Y.P.E.  and  S.  S.   Slogan: 
EVERY  ONE  WON  ONE 


E.  and  Sunday  School  News 

C.  M.  TRUESDELL,  Associate  Editor  March.  He  thought  the  good  news  was 

worth  sharing,  and  so  do  we.  Here's 

WHO'S  WHO  the  reP°rt-  Attendance  at  Carmi  (av- 
eraged)    for    February    was    255;    for 

(Sunday  Schools)  March,  210.    Go  ahead  and  put  Illinois 

FOR  APRIL  on  ^e  maP>  Brother  Miles.  We  expect 

more  reports  from  you. 

Kannapolis,  N.  C.  683  

Greenville,  S.C                                    657  THERE  ARE   MANY   NEW  WHITE 

N.  Cleveland,  Tenn. 501  ^m^ceec 

Atlanta,  Ga.  380  v-KUiifci 

Canton,  Ohio 341  in  Europe  and  the  Pacific.  There  will 

Hamilton,  Ohio 335  be  many  more.     Underneath  a  great 

Cincinnati,  Ohio  328  number  of  them  lie  the  bodies  of  boys 

Dillon,  S.  C.  —  297  who  walked  and  talked  among  us  in 

McColl,  S.  C.  295  bygone  days.  They  laughed  and  worked, 

N.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  276  lived     and     loved,     and     were     loved. 

Don't  forget  that  there  were  plenty  Their  manner  of  life  was  just  like  ours, 
of  runners-up  this  time.  Jacksonville,  The  white  cross  and  the  dog  tag  are 
Florida,  nosed  in  with  an  attendance  a  solemn,  silent  testimony  of  the  sac- 
of  271.  She's  determined  to  take  that  rifice  they  made  for  us.  They  are  gone, 
place  away  from  North  Chattanooga.  There  is  nothing  we  can  do  for  them 
Another  place  that  deserves  hon-  to  show  our  appreciation  and  sympa- 
orable  mention,  despite  the  fact  thy.  In  many  cases,  however,  there 
that  many  Sunday  Schools  are  ahead  will  be  something  we  can  do  for  their 
of  it,  is  Baltimore,  Maryland.  They're  loved  ones  left  behind.  Little  children 
undaunted  up  there,  and  mean  to  join  have  been  orphaned,  and  their  tender 
the  big  ten  this  year.  Their  average  lives  affected  by  the  devastation  be- 
attendance.is  230.  ing  wrought.  Some  of  them,  are  in  our 
own    movement.     We    can    help    the 

G_ i |_„-  •     C....J.-.,  c,k..l  wives  and  mothers  who  prove  worthy 

roup  Leaders  in  Sunday  School  and  need  help  by  offer&g  a  shelt/r 

Attendance  tor  April  to  their  children,  while  they  attempt 

Group        State                            Number  to  stand  on  their  own  feet.  Can  we  do 

"A" — South  Carolina  8,367  less?    Let  us  push  our  goal  to  a  new 

'•B" — West  Virginia  3,946  peak  this  year.  There  will  be  far  more 

"C" — Illinois  ...  2,410  applications  than  the  board  can  ac- 

"D" — California    1,534  cept,  but  with  a  little  greater  effort 

"E" — Arizona   426  on  our  part,  the  homes  can  be  opened 

"F" — Montana  225  to    many    more    needy    children.   Will 

"G" — Colorado  67  the  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  depart- 
ments do  their  best  to  surpass  all  rec- 

A1IB   ...„,,...  .  .    .......  ords  of  the  past  m  this  noble  enter- 

OUR  UNIVERSAL  SLOGAN  prise?    The  coming  Assembly  will  put 

"Christ    for    youth    and    youth  another  year  in  the  annals  of  history, 

for  Christ"  Let's  Pul1  together  NOW. 

WHO'S  WHO  ABSENTEE 

(Ypf  '-\  When  a  pane  in  the  window  is  missing, 

v,rc-  s'  you  see, 

FOR  APRIL  That   window's   forlorn   as   a   window 

(All  Y.P.E.'s  with  average  attendance  can  be! 

over  200)  And    this    is    the    picture— REMARK- 

Baxley,  Ga.  377  ABLY  TRUE, 

Dillon11!'  C1Ch'  "                               ~  223  °f  your  Sunday  School  teacher— and 

S.  Cleveland,  Tenn.  _ZZJUL1Z  202  cl^s"T 

We   know  there   are   many  Y.P.E.'s  WITHO UT  Y-O-Xj. 

that  deserve  a  place  on  the  honor  roll,  — From     The  Visitor, 

but  we  don't  have  the  names.  We  are  Council  Grove,  Kans. 

confident  that  the  state  superintend-  

ents   will   cooperate   with  us   for  the 

May  report.  Let's  make  a  "Big  Ten"  WHAT  WE   DID   IN  APRIL 

for  the  Y.P.E.'s  with  a  minimum  at-  „    ,                     , ,     _      .       _  , 

tendance  of  250.   We  can  do  it,  but  it  1-  Average  weekly  Sunday  School 

must  be  started  at  once.  attendance  in  the  nation,  68,058. 

2.  Young  people  saved  during  the 

When  Honor  Is  Due—  montn  of  April  number   1.174. 

We  believe  in  giving  it,  even  though  3"  ^agf  th?  natio^wks^S" 

it  may  be  a  little  late.  Brother  Miles,  A    *™*  "J  tnf  na™?n  f as  41:"»- 

in  running  through  his  files,  suddenly  4-  Total  Sunday  School  offerings 

became  all  smiles  the  other  day,  for  he  SnSaf*                    P       WGrG 

noticed  something  that  he  had  here-  $30,513.64. 

tofore  overlooked.   It  was  that  Carmi,  5.  Total  Y.  P.  E.  offerings  in  the 

Illinois,  deserved  a  place  on  the  Y.P.E.  nation  for  April  were  $13,882.02. 

honor    roll    for    both    February    and  —                                            = 
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IBLE   LESSONS 


Program    Outline 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone 
to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's 
blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the 
short  song  service  which  should  follow  more 
impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  be- 
tween your  talks  further  along  in  the  meet- 
ings. This  will  give  variety  to  your  program 
and  will  keep  the  talks  from  being  tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read 
the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  per- 
haps having  the  young  people  to  pray  short 
prayers  or  one  person  to  lead  as  you  may  de- 
sire. Young  people  need  to  be  trained  to  hear 
their  own  voice  in  prayer.  This  will  be  a  great 
blessing  to  them  when  they  are  called  into  the 
field  of  service  for  the  Master.  So  often  the 
leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who  are  experi- 
enced. This  is  a  training  class  for  young  work- 
ers. Let  us  bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in 
Lesson  Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  hand- 
ed out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones 
should  be  ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the 
topics.  Each  one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do 
not  take  a  topic  unless  you  intend  to  put  your 
whole  heart  into  it.  It  is  a  great  disappoint- 
ment to  a  leader  when  one  who  is  on  the  pro- 
gram is  either  absent  or  unprepared.  Ask  God 
to  make  you  one  of  those  Christians  who  can 
always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic 
been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the 
program,  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they 
have  any  thought  they  would  like  to  give. 
Sometimes  God  gives  others  good  thoughts 
during  the  meeting  and  they  should  have  a 
chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have  to 
give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tire- 
some talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your 
meetings.  No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  ser- 
mon in  a  Y.P.E.   meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance 
to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and  accept  Je- 
sus. 

WHAT  HAS  MADE  OUR  NATION 

WHAT    IT    IS? 

Deut.  8:1-14,  17,  18. 

LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

The  providence  of  God  has  made  us 
what  we  are.  Without  His  guidance 
we  should  have  been  godless  and 
faithless. 

Suffering  and  struggle  have  de- 
veloped great  qualities  in  America. 
Poverty  and  privation  have  values. 

Our  danger  is  that  we  forget  not 
only  our  history,  but  God  who  made 
it.  Prosperity  and  pride  may  undo  us. 

The  way  of  safety  is  to  remember 
God,  own  Him  as  the  Giver  of  all  our 
good,  and  cleave  to  His  commands. 
SUGGESTIVE    THOUGHTS 

America  got  a  good  start.  Compare 
South  America,  whose  conquerors 
looked  only  for  gold,  while  the  Pil- 
grims came  seeking  freedom  and 
God. 

Behind  all  America's  history  you 
will  find  the  Bible.  Leaders  were  im- 
perfect enough,  but  they  believed  the 
Book,  and  followed  what  light  they 
had.  Civilization  is  founded  on  the 
Bible.  Unlimited  natural  resources, 
wealth  in  hill  and  valley  waiting  to 
be  taken  up,  are  the  material  founda- 
tions of  America's  prosperity.  Had  our 
country  been  a  desert  only,  it  never 
would  have  had  a  history. 

Men  with  high  ideals  came  to  the 
front  as  leaders  of  the  nation.  At  the 
proper  moment  appeared  a  Washing- 


ton and  a  Lincoln.  No     nation     rises 
above  its  leaders. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

Ideals  of  justice  have  helped  Amer- 
ica. It  is  true  that  there  is  much  in- 
justice; we  fail  to  live  up  to  our  ideals. 
But  the  ideals  are  not  quite  lost  sight 
of. 

Immigration  has  helped  America. 
Europe  has  made  a  remarkable  con- 
tribution to  our  life.  We  have  its  la- 
bor, its  art,  its  learning.  America  is 
not  original  except  in  the  ways  in 
which  it  uses  the  gifts  of  others. 

Wherever  the  pioneer  went,  the 
church  followed.  Without  the  church 
America  would  have  degenerated  into 
a  savage  land.  The  message  of  Christ 
transformed  wild  communities. 

Law  has  made  America  great.  This 
is  a  government    of  law,  and    not  of 
men.  The  supreme  thing  is  law,  not 
the  will  of  the  individual. 
QUOTATIONS 

The  little  country  school  has 
saved  the  intellectual  life  of  the  na- 
tion. Out  of  it  has  come  our  greatest 
spirits.  Education  is  a  mighty  force. 
— Forsyth. 

Self-government  has  developed  our 
people  in  spite  of  its  many  dangers. 
People  can  learn  to  rule  themselves 
only  as  they  are  given  the  chance; 
and  that  chance  comes  through  the 
ballot  and  through  open  opportunity 
to  mount  to  the  highest  offices. — 
Walters. 

Americans  have  never  been  afraid 
of  making  experiments.  The  Old 
World  is  more  or  less  static,  fossilized, 
and  fears  change.  The  possibility  of 
progress  lies  in  the  American  atti- 
tude.— Andrews. 

QUESTIONS 

Is  our  nation  the  best  possible? 
Why? 

How  can  we  make  our  nation  bet- 
ter? 

What  does  our  nation  most  need 
today? 

SCRIPTURE   FOR   YOUR   TALKS 

Men  with  Ideals.  1  Sam.  12:1-5. 

Fruitful  Land.  Exod.  3:8,  17. 

Justice.  Prov.  14:34. 

Welcome  to  Strangers.  Exod.  22:21- 
23. 

The  Bible.  Josh.  1:8. 

Law.  Rom.  13:1-8. 


HOW  THE  CHURCH    IS  MAKING 
OUR  NATION  BETTER 

Matt.  13:31-33;  Luke  4:18,  19. 
LEADER'S   THOUGHTS 

There  is  a  strange  power  in  the 
church,  as  there  is  in  a  seed — power 
to  grow,  power  to  provide  protection 
and  shelter. 

Leaven  or  yeast  permeates  the 
batch  of  dough.  The  church  is  leaven- 
ing, changing,  and  influencing  the 
nation. 

The  church  is  the  first  and  greatest 
institution  whose  primary  duty  is  to 
the  poor,  the  weak,  the  sinful,  the 
sorrowing.  It  is  a  ministry  of  comfort. 

The  church  is  a  liberating  power.  It 
is  the  church's    ideals    that  lift    the 


nation. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

1.  By  preaching.  Nothing  can  be 
done  with  men  until  they  know  the 
truth.  It  is  the  truth  that  makes  us 
free. 

2.  By  inspiring  national  leaders. 
Only  as  Christian  men  get  into  office 
can  we  expect  to  see  Christian  princi- 
ples applied  in  politics  and  interna- 
tional affairs. 

3.  By  entering  unchurched  com- 
munities. There  are  thousands  of 
square  miles  and  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands of  our  population  without  the 
benefit  of  a  church.  The  home  mis- 
sionary problem  is  an  important  one. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

A  man's  body  expresses  the  will  of 
his  spirit.  The  church,  the  body  of 
Christ,  must  carry  on  the  work  of 
Christ.  What  Christ  wanted  to  do  for 
Israel,  He  can  do  for  America  if  the 
church  is  faithful. 

America  needs  rousing.  That  is,  it 
needs  evangelism.  The  dead  need  a 
loud  trumpet  to  awaken  them.  Every 
awakened  soul  means  a  better  nation. 

The  church  is  helping  by  her  be- 
nevolence. Where  does  the  bulk  of  the 
money  come  from  that  goes  to  war 
sufferers,  that  supports  the  many 
Christian  institutions?  From  church 
members ! 

The  church  is  helping  the  nation 
by  all  sorts  of  service,  by  insistence  on 
obedience  to  law,  by  support  of  au- 
thority, by  combating  crime,  and  by 
reforming  the  criminal. 

QUOTATIONS 

The  church  stands  for  the  redemp- 
tion of  all  life  from  sin,  waste,  selfish- 
ness, and  uselessness.  It  helps  by  in- 
sisting on  the  ideals  of  brotherhood. 
— Anon. 

The  church  makes  a  better  nation 
because  of  its  ethical  teaching.  The 
Sermon  on  the  Mount  is  its  ideal. — 
Armstrong. 

Present-day  '  civilization  came 
through  the  church,  and  is  upheld  by 
the  church.  Compare  the  nations  of 
the  world,  and  you  will  find  that  only 
those  that  have  Christian  churches 
are  leaders  in  the  world's  life. — Lord. 

Complacency  is  a  sin.  If  it  were  not 
for  the  church,  which  hammers  at 
our  imperfections,  we  should  all  be 
guilty  of  it.  The  church  is  a  voice  that 
speaks  for  right  and  justice. — Berry. 
QUESTIONS 

What  is  the  church  doing  for  our 
community? 

How  may  young  people  help  to 
make  our  nation  better? 

How  do  good  laws  help  our  nation? 

SCRIPTURE   FOR   YOUR   TALKS 

By  Its  Gospel.  1  Cor.  2:1-5. 

By  Its  Ideals.  2  Cor.  6:14-18. 

By  Its  Transforming  Power.  Rom. 
12:1,  2. 

By  Its  Faith.  Rom.  10:12-18. 

By  Its  Benevolences.  2  Cor.  8:1-5. 

By  Its  Inspiration.  2  Cor.  5:14-21. 

EVERYDAY  CITIZENSHIP 

Rom.   13:3,  7-10;   Psa.  15:1-5. 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 
Good     citizenship  recognizes     "the 
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power."     No     man     can    successfully 
buck  society. 

"Due"  and  duty  go  together.  If  we 
live  in  an  organized  society,  it  is  our 
duty  to  support  it.  Play  the  game 
fairly,  and  obey  the  laws. 

When  we  act  on  the  Christian 
principle  of  love,  we  instantly  become 
good  citizens,  for  we  shall  want  not 
only  to  do  right,  but  to  be  generous  in 
doing  it,  and  give  good  measure. 

The  gossip  and  backbiter  are  not 
good  citizens.  They  are  disruptive, 
anger-making,  and  not  a  construc- 
tive force. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

To  live  a  quiet  and  peaceable  life  is 
to  be  a  good  citizen.  Society  life  is 
made  up  of  the  numberless  helpful 
acts  of  all  the  people.  It  is  the  harm- 
ful act  that  makes  a  bad  citizen. 

Coral  reefs  are  formed  by  the  bodies 
of  insects  that  do  their  work  and  die. 
States  and  nations  are  formed  by  in- 
dividuals in  the  same  way.  A  good 
citizen  need  not  be  brilliant.  It  is 
enough  if  he  is  good. 

A  good  citizen  keeps  the  laws.  We 
are  disrupters  of  society  when  we 
break  them  or  disregard  them.  The 
buyer  of  bootleg  booze  is  a  dangerous 
citizen. 

The  good  citizen  votes.  Bad  people 
will  vote  for  officials  who  will  wink  at 
evil.  If  church  people  stay  at  home  on 
election  day,  the  others  will  not,  and 
evil  men  will  rule  us. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

Good  citizens  are  those  that  have 
the  spirit  of  fairness,  justice,  and 
good  will,  who  will  support  what  is 
right  as  far  as  they  know  it.  Play  the 
game. 

A  girl  is  a  good  citizen  when  she 
cooks  a  meal  and  helps  her  mother. 
That  is  solid  gold.  A  girl  is  very  at- 
tractive when  she  has  her  sleeves 
rolled  up. 

Good  citizens  think  of  the  health 
of  the  community.  Every  town  should 
have  its  lectures  on  health  and  sani- 
tation. State  departments  of  health 
will  tell  how  to  organize  such  meet- 
ings. 

A  good  citizen  will  not  violate  the 
automobile  laws.  Apply  the  Golden 
Rule.  Remember  you  are  in  a  fast- 
running  vehicle,  and  the  foot  pas- 
senger does  not  move  as  quickly  as 
you  do. 

QUOTATIONS 

The  good  citizen  takes  interest  in 
the  civic  life  of  the  community,  in  all 
its  undertakings  to  help  and  cheer. 
Too  many  are  just  roomers  in  the 
community,  even  when  they  have 
homes  there. — Leavitt. 

No  country  can  be  greater  than  its 
citizens.  If  America  is  great  and  good, 
it  is  because  its  people  are  relatively 
great  and  good.  How  much  better 
America  would  be  if  its  people  were 
better. — Murchie. 

Remember  when  you  grow  up,  you 
will  be  the  same  kind  of  man  as  you 
are  a  boy.  You  will  have  to  obey  the 
laws  then,  and  it  is  important  to 
learn  obedience  now. — Calvin  Cool- 
idge. 


QUESTIONS 

How  may  we  learn  the  duties  of 
citizenship? 

How  does  the  church  help  to  make 
good  citizens? 

Can  we  be  bad  citizens  and  good 
Christians?  Why  not? 


HOW  FAR   DOES  SUCCESS   DE- 
PEND ON  PIANNBNG? 

John  15:16;  Luke  14:28-32 

LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

Some  of  us  simply  muddle  through 
each  day.  This  whim  or  that  mood  de- 
rails our  better  purposes;  distractions 
and  unexpected  invitations  divert 
them;  the  radio  wrecks  them.  And  we 
wonder  at  nightfall  why  we  have  ac- 
complished nothing. 

Others  of  us  begin  the  day  with  an 
attempt  to  do  what  a  sea  captain  does 
when  he  gets  his  bearings  and  acts 
his  course:  take  time  out  for  medita- 
tion; remember  what  we  have  to  do, 
and  plan  how  to  do  it;  see  our  im- 
mediate tasks  in  the  larger  perspec- 
tive of  our  life  purpose,  and  of 
Christ's  greater  purpose;  recognize 
where  we  have  been  failing,  and 
where  we  are  apt  to  fail.  Perhaps  we 
have  been  talking  too  much  about 
ourselves,  or  giving  way  to  irritation 
or  jealousy.  We  shall  probably  meet 
this  person  whom  we  dislike,  or  that 
temptation  difficult  to  withstand.  We 
try  by  prayer  to  steady  ourselves  and 
bring  our  purpose  up  to  Christ's.  The 
desires  which  we  offer  in  prayer  un- 
dergo certain  changes  even  as  we  of- 
fer them.  Certain  intentions  are  con- 
demned, and  forgotten  things  re- 
membered. If  we  are  getting  seriously 
inefficient  we  put  ourselves  for  a 
period  on  a  time  budget. 

An  honest  time-keeping  for  three 
days  will  show  any  muddler  what 
happens  to  a  third  of  his  time — 
wasted  for  lack  of  a  plan  when  the 
day  began,  or  lack  of  tenacity  to 
stick  to  it. 

PLANNING   EXPENDITURES 

Some  of  us  spend  our  money  thought- 
lessly, here,  there,  at  the  whim  of  the 
moment,  and  wonder  why  we  are  al- 
ways poor.  Others  of  us  make  a 
money  budget,  and  spend  according 
to  carefully  thought-out  proportions 
and  purposes. 

PLANNING  READING 
Some  of  us  read  whatever  we  hap- 
pen to  pick  up.  Others  of  us  lay  out 
reading  plans  for  each  year;  for  ex- 
ample, so  many  months  in  science,  so 
many  in  psychology,  so  many  in  his- 
tory. We  become,  accordingly,  smat- 
terers  or  educated  persons. 

PLANNING  A  MARRIAGE 
Some  of  us  drift  into  marriage,  and 
wonder,  perhaps,  that  our  venture 
ends  disastrouslv.  others  of  us  sit 
down  to  face  the  facts  together:  dif- 
ferent desires,  temperaments,  in- 
terests, experience,  points  of  view.  We 
discuss  income  and  expenditure,  in- 
cluding the  equal  sharing  of  the  lat- 
ter. We  plan  a  marriage,  which  means 
a  vast  deal  more    than    planning     a 


trousseau  and  honeymoon  and  a  lot 
of  furniture  and   interior  decorating. 

PLANNING  A  PURPOSE 
Every  Young  People's  Endeavor 
that  is  getting  anywhere  has  its  care- 
ful plans.  If  yours  has  not,  let  the  of- 
ficers spend  some  consecutive  hours 
of  prayerful  thinking  together  until 
they  do  formulate  some. 

A  veteran  minister  remarked  that 
he  would  want  the  pastorate  of  no 
church  unwilling  to  take  its  entire 
program  to  pieces  every  half  a 
dozen  years  and  examine  it  piece  by 
piece  in  the  light  of  a  present  life  and 
the  will  of  Jesus  for  that  life. 

PLANNING  A  LIFE 

At  the  very  beginning  of  His  min- 
istry Jesus  spent  forty  days  and 
nights  in  solitude  before  He  saw  His 
purpose  clear  before  Him.  Thereafter 
He  spent  recurrent  days  and  nights  of 
prayer  to  keep  that  ourpose  true. 
Thus,  when  He  said,  "It  is  finished," 
it  was  finished.  Not  only  His  life  but 
His  purpose  was  complete. 

Professor  W  i  e  m  a  n  recommends 
that  in  solitary  worship  we  recognize 
and,  through  regular  times  of  medi- 
tation, clarify  the  definite  part  which 
we  are  fitted  to  plav  in  the  world.  We 
should  formulate  this,  he  says,  as 
clearly  as  we  can  in  actual  words,  and 
repeat  them  in  times  of  meditative 
worship.  Thus  will  life's  purpose  grow 
upon  us,  for  this  daily  worship  and 
week-end  quiet  and  annual  vacations 
free  from  immediate  interests  are  all 
essential. 

NOTE:  Begin  by  asking  for  illus- 
trations showing  how  success  depends 
on  careful  planning.  Then  ask  in 
what  areas  of  life  this  matter  is  most 
important  for  young  people.  Put  these 
on  the  blackboard.  After  a  time,  sug- 
gest any  areas  neglected:  daily  time, 
money,  reading,  study,  marriage,  vo- 
cation, life,  the  activities  of  a  Young 
People's  Endeavor.  Ask  why  planning 
is  important  in  each  of  these,  and 
discuss  how  plans  can  best  be  made 
and  adhered  to. 

SCRIPTURE  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

The  Honest  Man.  Psa.  24:1-6. 

Law-keepers.  1  Peter  4:15. 

Jesus'   Submission.   Matt.    17:24-27. 

"Give  unto  Ceasar."  Matt.  22:15-22. 

The  Upright  Man.  Psa.  37:37. 

Noble  Citizenship.  Psa.  82:1-8. 


THE  WEAVER 

My  life  is  but  a  weaving 

Between  my  Lord  and  me; 
I  cannot  choose  the  colors 

Nor  all  the  pattern  see. 
Ofttimes  He  weaveth  sorrow, 

And  I  in  foolish  pride 
Forget  He  sees  the  upper, 

And  I,  the  under  side. 

Not  till  the  loom  is  silent 

And  the  shuttles  cease  to  fly 
Shall  God  unroll  the  canvas 

And  explain  the  reason  why 
The  dark  threads  are  as  needful 

In  the  Weaver's  skillful  hand 
As  the  threads  of  gold  and  silver 

In  the  pattern  He  has  planned." 
— Selected. 
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(This  message  was  given  by  Marlyn 
Moore,  Gettysburg ,  S.  D.,  at  our  rally 
in  Mobridge.  She  is  a  junior  in  high 
school.) 

The  author  of  this  national  slogan 
of  the  Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E.  is  Miss 
Ida  Erickson,  of  Gettysburg,  South 
Dakota.  She  was  a  patient  at  Sana- 
tor,  South  Dakota,  when  she  sent  her 
entry  in.  I  feel  very  proud  that  the 
winner  is  from  my  home  town  and  is 
a  young  member  of  my  home  church. 
She  is  a  very  dear  friend  of  mine.  She 
is  with  us  here  today,  and  I  am  happy 
now  to  introduce  to  you  Miss  Ida 
Erickson. 

The  way  we  can  be  youth  for  Christ 
is  to  win  souls  for  Him.  In  Mark 
16:15  Christ  said:  "Go  ye  into  all  the 
world,  and  preach  the  gospel  to  every 
creature."  Many  young  people  in  our 
churches  today  have  had  this  calling 
to  foreign  fields.  They  certainly  must 
heed  the  call  of  God.  Statistics  tell 
us  that  one  cent  a  year  is  spent  for 
each  one  of  the  1,000,000,000  non- 
Christians  in  heathen  lands.  We 
spend  $15  at  home  for  every  one  of 
the  20,000,000  Christians  each  year. 
There  is  one  minister  of  the  gospel  at 
home  for  every  546  people,  and  only 
one  minister  in  heathen  lands  for 
every  275,000  persons.  To  save  the 
children  in  foreign  lands  is  to  save 
the  coming  generations.  They  are 
taught  the  religion  of  their  parents 
and  know  no  other  way. 

We  are  in  the  world,  but  Christ  does 
not  expect  us  to  be  of  the  world.  We 
say,  "O  Lord,  the  world  is  tempt- 
ing me.  Shall  I  run  away  from  it?" 
Christ  would  say  that  we  shouldn't 
run  away  from  it  but  go  close  up  to  it, 
help  it,  feel  for  its  wickedness,  and 
sacrifice  ourselves  for  it.  Did  not 
Christ  sacrifice  Himself  for  it?  Let's 
follow  His  example. 

Christ  wants  you  if  He  calls  you.  He 
does  not  want  your  neighbor  or  your 
pastor,  but  He  wants  YOU.  He  doesn't 
make  a  mistake  and  change  His  mind. 
The  first  step  in  our  Christian  life,  if 
we  are  going  to  do  anything  for  the 
Lord,  is  to  give  up  ourselves.  When 
Christ  was  just  a  young  boy  He  was 
about  His  Father's  business.  We  can 
start  when  we  are  very  young.  If  you 
wish  your  friends  to  see  what  God  is 
like,  let  them  see  what  God  can  make 
you  like.  There  is  the  story  about  the 
Rose  and  the  Road.  The  Road  said  to 
the  Rose,  "I  don't  see  how  you  can  be 
so  sweet  after  everyone  has  trampled 
over  you  all  day  long." 

"Well,  it  is  this  way,"  answered  the 
Rose,  "the  more  people  run  over  me 
and  tread  on  me,  the  more  the 
sweetness  comes  out." 

"There  are  a  lot  more  people  who 
run  over  me  than  you,"  replied  the 
Road,  "but  it  just  makes  me  all  the 
harder."  Ask  yourself  the  question, 
Are  you  like  the  Road  or  the  Rose? 

Today  is  the  time  of  opportunity. 
Life  is  so  uncertain  that  we  have  no 


promise  of  tomorrow,  so  let's  work 
while  it  is  yet  day.  The  door  of  oppor- 
tunity swings  open  in  life.  Do  we  not 
pass  up  opportunities  each  day?  We 
must  ask  Christ  for  guidance.  If  we 
try  to  do  something  for  Him  in  our 
own  strength  we  are  nothing  but  a 
failure. 

Paul  was  concerned  with  the  pres- 
ent supreme  moment.  Paul's  present 
life  in  a  measure  influenced  his  past 
life.  Our  present  life  has  a  bearing  on 
both  the  past  and  the  future.  Paul 
put  his  whole  soul  into  the  present 
moment.  How  many  of  us  fail  here? 
Some  people  think  that  we  should 
take  it  easy  in  serving  Christ,  but  I 
believe  we  must  put  our  whole  soul, 
body  and  mind  at  work  to  the  best  of 
our  ability,  if  things  are  to  be  ac- 
complished for  Him.  Paul  occupied 
the  present.  He  said,  "I  live  by  the 
faith  of  the  Son  of  God  who  loved  me, 
and  gave  Himself  for  me." 

Maybe  we  can't  all  be  preachers, 
but  Christ  has  saved  each  one  of  us 
for  a  purpose.  If  we  can  sing,  pray, 
play  an  instrument,  testify,  or  any 
thing  for  the  Lord,  He  will  be  pleased 
if  we  do  it  for  Him  the  best  way  we 
can.  The  most  important  thing  is  that 
we  must  possess  what  we  profess.  Our 
lives  can  tell  for  Jesus.  So  if  you  can 
do  none  of  the  things  mentioned 
above,  you  can  live  the  life  before 
others  that  they  may  see  Jesus  in 
your  life. 

Christ  wants  the  little  children  to 
work  for  Him,  too.  He  said,  "Let  the 
little  ones  come  unto  me."  Jesus  loves 
to  have  little  boys  and  girls  work  for 
Him.  He  admires  the  willing  hands 
and  hearts  that  are  obedient.  Some- 
times children  put  the  older  ones  to 
shame  in  their  sincere  and  honest 
ways  in  working  for  the  Master. 

We  must  be  living  Epistles.  If  we 
are  not  interested  in  what  we  profess 
in  our  Christian  life,  we  certainly 
cannot  expect  to  interest  others  in  it. 
The  reason  more  souls  are  not  won 
today  is  that  Christians  are  not  liv- 
ing at  the  height  of  the  level  they 
want  people  to  think  they  are.  Avoid 
the  very  appearance  of  evil.  Though 
things  we  do  seem  innocent  to  our- 
selves they  may  be  injurious  to 
others,  and  by  our  doing  the  act  it 
would  cause  them  to  fall.  We  are  our 
brother's  keeper. 

Doing  the  will  of  God  is  important. 
No  other  aim  can  stand  the  test  of 
time.  Every  obedience  is  the  opening 
of  another  door  into  the  boundless 
universe  of  life.  Life  is  not  pleasure 
nor  pain.  It  is  an  earnest  business 
with  which  we  are  entrusted.  It  either 
pleases  or  displeases  God.  We  need  to 
put  on  the  full  armor  of  Christ.  We 
need  a  renewal  of  spirit  and  mind 
daily.  If  we  are  to  be  fishers  of  men, 
we  must  fish  with  a  clean  hook.  Our 
way  of  approaching  people  has  much 
to  do  with  the  success  of  winning 
a  good  one  to  follow.  He  is  so  very 
their  souls.  The  example  of  the  cat  is 


careful  when  he  walks.  He  cautious- 
ly puts  down  each  foot. 

Here  is  a  little    poem    to    sum    up 
these  words: 

YOU  IN  YOUR  CORNER 

Where  duty  calls  in  life's  conflict, 

There  is  your  place! 

Where  you  may  think  you  are  useless, 

Hide  not  your  face; 

God  placed  you  here  for  a  purpose, 

Whate'er  it  be; 

Know  He  has  chosen  you  for  it, 

Work  loyally. 

Gird  on  your  armor!  Be  faithful 

At  toil  or  rest, 

Whiche'er  it  be,  never  doubting 

God's  way  is  best. 

Whether  waiting  or  working, 

Stand  firm  and  true; 

Do  the  work  well  that  your  Master 

Gives  you  to  do. 


GOD'S  GUIDANCE 

Lloyd    M.    Justice 

While  reading  the  other  evening  in 
a  magazine,  I  came  upon  an  article 
entitled  "The  Lincoln  Caverns."  As  I 
began  to  read,  a  new  world  was  re- 
vealed to  me,  a  world  of  underground 
beauty.  There,  it  is  said,  one  can  go 
for  almost  an  hour  exploring  a  veri- 
table subterranean  wonderland.  But 
one  must  have  a  trained  guide.  All  of 
the  beautiful  sights  that  one  might 
see  are  the  handiwork  of  God  over  a 
period  of  thousands  of  years.  But  the 
main  thought  which  I  received  while 
reading  the  article  was  that  of  the 
trained  guide.  He  had  to  go  first.  He 
had  to  light  the  path  and  also  he  had 
to  focus  the  lights  on  the  formations 
before  they  could  be  seen  in  their 
beauty.  Can  you  get  a  picture  in  your 
mind  now  of  God,  our  great  Guide,  as 
He  goes  before  us  to  warn  us  of  the 
danger  spots,  to  focus  the  beam  of 
love  on  our  pathway  so  that  we  may 
be  guided  straight  to  witness  the  won- 
derful experiences  of  a  Christian  life? 
How  glorious  it  is  to  know  that. 

God's  guidance  is  promised  to  those 
who  are  obedient.  But  there  are 
those  who  are  disobedient.  They  try 
to  go  ahead  of  Jesus  just  as  some  one 
would  go  ahead  of  the  guide  in  the 
caverns  and  begin  to  turn  the  lights 
on  to  suit  himself,  but  he  pulls  the 
wrong  switch  and  is  left  in  the  dark! 
How  often  we  let  self  get  in  the  way. 

PLEASANT  PATHS 

We  find  in  the  23rd  Psalm  that  God 
promises  to  guide  us  into  pleasant 
paths.  The  second  verse  says,  "He 
maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green  pas- 
tures, he  leadeth  me  beside  the  still 
waters."  Do  you  remember  seeing  the 
picture  of  the  angel  guiding  the  small 
children  across  the  bridge?  The  same 
is  done  for  us.  Though  the  waters 
underneath  are  the  troubled  waters 
of  sin  and  strife,  our  Guide  leads  on 
and  those  waters  become  the  still 
waters  of  His  redemptive  love  and 
tender  care.  How  wonderful  to  trust 
our  great  God  for  guidance. 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN 
SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

encourage  the  children  of  God,  not 
only  the  young  but  the  older  people 
also.  No  one  will  ever  know  how  much 
good  it  has  done  to  help  encourage  so 
many  boys  away  from  home.  I  thank 
God  that  He  ever  inspired  someone  to 
publish  such  a  wonderful  paper  that 
has  been  the  cause  of  many  souls  be- 
ing won  to  Christ. 

Don't  forget  to  pray  for  us  and  re- 
member that  no  matter  where  we  are, 
there  are  still  a  few  of  us  who  are 
still  holding  up  the  blood-stained 
banner  of  Christ  and  are  determined 
to  die  for  the  cause  of  Christ  if  it  be 
necessary. — Lloyd  M.  Justice. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  part  of 
The  Lighted  Pathway  for  this  month 
and  I  truly  love  every  word  it  contains. 
It  is  the  best  Christian  magazine  I 
have  ever  read  and  I  keep  up  with  it 
every  month,  if  at  all  possible. 

Sister  Harrison,  the  Lord  has  been 
so  wonderful  to  me  in  so  many  ways 
that  I  am  going  to  help  one  of  my 
neighbor  buddies  to  find  Jesus;  he  is 
somewhere  in  England  or  France.  I  am 
enclosing  the  amount  of  one  dollar  in 
payment  for  one  year's  subscription  to 
the  Lighted  Pathway  for  him.  Please 
see  to  it  that  it  is  sent  to  him 
each  month.  I  am  asking  you  to 
join  me  in  prayer  always  for  him  that 
Jesus  will  save  this  dear  boy  and  use 
him  for  His  glory. 

Keep  up  your  wonderful  work,  Sister 
Harrison,  and  may  God  bless  you  and 
lead  you  on  to  greener  pasture.  Keep 
us  boys  in  your  prayers. — Cpl.  Bill 
Polen,  Med.  Det.,  Sec.  1,  Camp  Butner, 
N.  C. 

GOD'S  GUIDANCE 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

THE  STILL  SMALL  VOICE 
In  Isa.  30:21,  we  find  these  words, 
"And  thine  ears  shall  hear  a  word  be- 
hind thee,  saying,  This  is  the  way, 
walk  ye  in  it,  when  ye  turn  to  the 
right  hand,  and  when  ye  turn  to  the 
left."  God  does  not  always  come  to  us 
in  a  manner  of  boldness  and  mighty 
power,  rather  in  a  meek,  humble  way. 
He  speaks  with  that  still  small  voice 
and  is  ready  to  reveal  His  individual 
will  to  the  one  who  is  willing  to  open 
his  spiritual  ears  and  listen  to  His 
voice.  Too  much  of  our  time  is  oc- 
cupied with  the  things  of  this  world 
and  we  do  not  give  God  half  a  chance 
to  talk  to  us  the  way  He  desires. 
Sometimes  I  think  God  lets  us  get  in- 
to the  troubled  waters  of  this  world 
before  He  can  get  us  to  listen.  Then  is 
the  time  He  can  reveal  His  goodness 
to  us.  What  we  need  to  do  today  is  to 
go  into  our  prayer  closet  and  shut 
the  door,  then  He  will  lead  us  into  the 
paths  that  we  have  not  known  which 
Isaiah  tells  us  about.  "I  will  bring  the 
blind  by  a  way  that  they  knew  not;  I 
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will  lead  them  in  paths  that  they 
have  not  known;  I  will  make  dark- 
ness light  before  them,  and  crooked 
things  straight."  How  often  we  are 
blinded  by  our  own  selfish  desires. 
How  often,  as  I  said  before,  God  has 
to  bring  us  down  into  the  troubled 
waters  before  we  will  realize  who  our 
leader  or  guide  is.  Yes,  we  may  be 
blinded  by  these  things  but  there  is  a 
remedy  for  such.  Luke  said  of  Him, 
"He  came  to  give  light  to  them  that 
sit  in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow  of 
death,  to  guide  our  feet  into  the  way 
of  peace." 

Next,  Isaiah  says,  "I  will  lead  them 
in  paths  that  they  have  not  known." 
At  the  beginning  I  mentioned  the 
wonderful  sights  of  the  Lincoln 
Caverns.  I  also  read  that  there  are 
still  many  undiscovered  chambers 
and  hidden  rooms  that  man  has  never 
seen.  Oh  how  true  that  is  of  our  lives. 
Christ  has  so  many  rich  blessings 
awaiting  us  that  we  have  never  seen. 
But  I  am  afraid  we  are  not  walking 
close  enough  with  Him  to  be  guided 
into  these  new  chambers  of  hidden 
joy  and  peace. 

Lastly,  in  this  verse  of  Isaiah  it 
says,  "I  will  make  darkness  light  be- 
fore them,  and  the  crooked  things 
straight."  Once  again  I  will  refer  to 
one  thing  I  have  stated  before  con- 
cerning the  caverns.  When  the  lights 
were  cut  off  by  the  hasty  one,  it  did 
not  have  any  effect  on  the  flashlight 
which  the  guide  carried.  Yes,  he  was 
right  on  the  job  and  soon  had  the 
lights  back  on.  God  is  right  there  to 
help  us  when  sin  and  the  devil  shut 
out  the  light  in  our  souls,  and  soon 
has  everything  under  control  if  we 
will  obey  and  give  in. 

God  will  also  guide  us  into  all  truth. 
John  16:13,  "Howbeit  when  he,  the 
Spirit  of  truth,  is  come,  he  will  guide 
you  into  all  truth:  for  he  shall  not 
speak  of  himself;  but  whatsoever  he 
shall  hear,  that  shall  he  speak:  and 
he  will  shew  you  things  to  come."  Je- 
sus also  said,  "I  am  the  way,  the  truth, 
and  the  life,  no  man  cometh  unto  the 
Father  but  by  me."  We  also  find  that 
His  Word  is  the  truth.  So  by  following 
the  guidance  of  God  we  will  be  lead 
into  life  eternal,  waiting  for  that 
faithful  few. 

Let  us  notice  some  of  the  men  to 
whom  God  spoke  personally  and 
guided.  When  God  wanted  Moses  to 
assume  the  leadership  of  His  people 
He  said:  "Come  now  therefore,  and  I 
will  send  thee  unto  Pharaoh,  that 
thou  mayest  bring  forth  my  people 
the  children  of  Israel  out  of  Egypt," 
Exod.  3:10. 

When  Joshua  was  appointed  to  suc- 
ceed Moses,  God  said,  "Moses  my  serv- 
ant is  dead;  now  therefore  arise,  go 
over  this  Jordan,  thou,  and  all  this 
people,  unto  the  land  which  I  do  give 
to  them,  even  to  the  children  of 
Israel." 

God  spoke  to  Gideon  about  the 
matter  of  waging  warfare:  Judges 
6:14,  "Go  in  this  thy  might,  and  thou 
shalt  save  Israel  from  the  hand  of  the 


Midianites:   have  not  I  sent  thee?" 

God  spoke  to  Elijah  and  said, 
"Arise,  get  thee  to  Zarephath,  which 
belongeth  to  Zidon,  and  dwell  there; 
behold  I  have  commanded  a  widow 
woman  there  to  sustain  thee."  So  you 
can  plainly  see  that  these  and  many 
other  illustrations  prove  the  definite 
leading  of  the  hand  of  God. 

O  friends,  both  Christians  and  sin- 
ners, let  us  make  it  our  duty  and 
business  to  let  God  be  our  only  guide. 


HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

despite  all  of  these  "things,"  they  all 
received  "a  good  report  through  faith." 

The  gospel  of  God's  grace  would  go 
on  to  show  us  the  grand  triumphs  of 
God's  true  saints  in  the  dark  days 
before  the  Reformation,  and  the  vic- 
tories of  the  reformers  and  revival- 
ists during  and  following  it.  It  would 
bring  us  right  down  to  our  own  day 
and  disclose  how  Fanny  Crosby,  in  her 
blindness;  the  Havergal  sisters,  in 
their  physical  infirmities,  and  others 
too  numerous  to  mention,  got  such 
victory  over  "things"  (which  would 
ordinarily  prove  handicaps)  that  the 
Christian  Church  has  been  immeas- 
urably enriched  by  the  songs  and 
stories  of  spiritual  conquests,  they 
have  left  us,  and  by  their  faith-in- 
spiring lives.  The  keynote  of  their 
lives  is  expressed  by  Paul:  "Blessed  be 
God,  even  the  Father  of  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Father  of  mercies, 
and  the  God  of  all  comfort;  who  com- 
forteth  us  (not  by  removing  the  trial, 
or  changing  "things,"  but:)  in  all  our 
tribulation,  (why?)  that  we  may  be 
able  to  comfort  them  which  are  in 
any  trouble  (and  there  are  very  few 
that  are  not)  by  the  comfort  where- 
with we  ourselves  are  comforted  of 
God"  (2  Cor.  1:3,4). 

We  could  not  do  better  than  to  con- 
clude with  two  verses  that  Madame 
Guyon  wrote  while  in  prison  in  France 
for  her  Savior's  sake.  This  cultured,  re- 
fined, educated,  and  (until  smitten 
with  smallpox)  exceedingly  beautiful 
woman  spent  ten  years  of  her  life  in 
different  French  prisons  from  1695 
to  1705.  Here  are  her  words: 

"My  cage  confines  me  round; 

Abroad  I  cannot  fly; 
But  though  my  wing  is  closely  bound, 

My  heart's  at  liberty. 
My  prison  walls  cannot  control 
The  flight,  the  freedom  of  the  soul. 

"Oh!  it  is  good  to  soar 
These  bolts  and  bars  above, 

To  Him  whose  purpose  I  adore, 
Whose  Providence  I  love; 

And  in  Thy  mighty  will  to  find 

The  joy,  the  freedom  of  the  mind." 

"Prayer  changes  things";  and  when 
it  is  God's  will,  He  does  change 
"things."  But  often  one  gains  more 
spiritual  experience,  and  God  gains 
more  glory  by  allowing  "things"  to  re- 
main the  same,  but  giving  us  grace 
sufficient  to  trample  them  under  the 
feet  of  triumphant  faith. — Gospel 
Herald. 
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IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

I  did  not  know  my  own  mind,  but  that 
if  ever  I  found  out  that  I  loved  him, 
I  would  come  right  away  and  tell  him 
so.  I  found  out  this  morning,  when  I 
heard  he  was  dangerously  sick  that  I 
wanted  him  as  much  as  ever  he  want- 
ed me.  At  this  stage  of  the  letter, 
please  read  the  cutting  enclosed." 

Wondering  what  the  clipping  could 
have  to  do  with  the  subject,  Tom 
Hammond  laid  down  the  letter  and 
read  the  cutting: 

"A  king  had  a  son  born  to  him  in 
his  old  age,  and  was  warned  by  his 
astrologers  and  physicians,  that  his 
son  would  be  blind  if  he  ever  saw  the 
light  before  he  was  twelve  years  old. 
Accordingly  the  king  built  for  him  a 
subterranean  chamber,  where  he  was 
kept  till  he  was  past  the  fatal  age. 
Thereupon  he  was  taken  out  from  his 
retreat,  and  shown  all  the  beauties  of 
the  world,  gold  and  jewels  and 
arms,  and  carriages  and  horses, 
and  beautiful  dresses.  But  see- 
ing some  women  pass,  he  asked 
what  they  might  be,  and  was 
told,  'Demons,  who  lead  men 
astray.'  Afterwards  the  king 
asked  him  which  of  all  the 
beautiful  things  he  had  seen  he 
desired  most,  and  the  prince 
answered,  'The  demons  which 
lead  men  astray.' 

"I  am  going  back  to  be 
demon  to  my  pastor,"  the  letter 
went  on,  "to  lead  him — not 
astray,  I  trust,  but  back  to 
health.  Please  keep  all  this  in 
absolute  confidence,  for  I  have 
not  given  even  a  hint  of  it  to 
my  uncle.  Whenever  you  visit 
the  States,  be  sure  to  come  and 
visit  me,  for  no  one  will  be 
more  welcome  from  the  Old 
Country  than  yourself. 

"By-the-bye,  dear  friend, 
apropos  of  your  remark  anent 
the  presence  of  a  woman  to 
make  tea  for  you,  keep  the  sub- 
ject well  before  yourself,  and 
when  you  see  the  lady  who  can 
really  satisfy  all  your  ideals, 
propose  quickly,  secure  her,  and 
— happy  thought— do  America 
by  way  of  a  honeymoon,  and  come 
and  see  me. 

"Yours  most  sincerely, 

"Madge  Finisterre." 

He  smiled  as  he  laid  down  the  let- 
ter. For  a  moment  all  the  bright, 
piquant  personality  of  the  writer  filled 
his  vision.  Then,  with  a  swiftness  and 
completeness  that  was  almost  startling, 
her  face  vanished  from  his  mental 
picturing,  and  Zillah  Robart,  in  all 
her  radiant  loveliness,  took  the  place 
in  his  thought  and  vision. 

For  a  brief  while  he  was  absorbed 
in  his  new  vision.  The  sudden  entrance 
of  Ralph  Bastin  dispelled  his  dream- 
ing. 

After  a  few  moments'  talk,  Bastin 
cried,  quite  excitedly,  "I  say,  Tom, 
those  pars  of  yours  about  the  Jews 
are  the  talk  of  all  London — our  Lon- 
don, I  mean,  of  course." 

Without  breaking  the  confidence  re- 


posed in  him  by  Cohen,  Tom  Ham- 
mond told  his  friend  what  he  had 
recently  discovered  as  to  the  Jewish 
work  on  the  materials  for  the  new 
temple. 

"That's  strange,  Tom,"  returned 
Bastin.  "I  dropped  in  now  as  much 
as  anything  to  tell  you  that  last  night 
I  met  Dolly  Anstruther — you  remem- 
ber her,  don't  you? — the  little  York- 
shire girl  that  was  learning  sculpture 
when  we  were  staying  at  Paris  with 
Montmarte. 

"She  has  just  come  back  from  Italy, 
where  she  has  been  three  years.  She 
told  me  hew  startled  she  was  to  hear 
from  several  sources  about  this  new 
temple  business.  She  said  she  visited 
a  very  large  studio  in  Milan,  and  saw 
the  most  magnificent  pillar  she  had 
ever  seen.  She  asked  the  great  artist 
what  is  was  for,  and  he  said,  "It  is  a 
pillar  for  the  new  temple  at  Jerusa- 
lem.' 

"In  Rome  she  visited  another  great 


IF  HE  SHOULD  COME 

Edwin    Markham 

//  Jesus  should  tramp  the  streets  tonight, 

Storm-beaten  and  hungry  for  bread, 
Seeking  a  room  and  a  candlelight 

And  a  clean  though  humble  bed, 
V/ho  would  welcome  the  Workman  in, 

Though  He  came  with  panting  breath, 
His  hands  all  bruised  and  His  garments  thin — 

This  Workman  from  Nazareth? 

V/ould  rich  folk  hurry  to  bind  His  bruise 

And  shelter  His  stricken  form? 
Would  they  take  God  in  with  His  muddy  shoes, 

Out  of  the  pitiless  storm? 
Are  they  not  too  busy  wreathing  their  flowers 

Or  heaping  their  golden  store — 
Too  busy  chasing  the  bubble  hours 

For  the  poor  man's  God  at  the  door? 

And  if  He  should  come  where  churchmen  bow, 

Forgetting  the  greater  sin, 
Would  He  pause  with  a  light  on  His  wounded  brow, 

Would  He  turn  and  enter  in? 
And  what  would  He  think  of  their  creeds  so  dim, 

Of  their  weak,  uplifted  hands, 
Of  their  selfish  prayers  going  up  to  Him 

Out  of  a  thousand  lands? 


studio,  and  there  she  saw  a  duplicate 
of  the  Milan  pillar,  and  was  told  again, 
'Oh,  that  is  a  pillar  for  the  future  tem- 
ple at  Jerusalem.' 

"In  another  place,  where  the  most 
wonderful  brasswork  in  the  world  is 
turned  out,  she  saw  two  magnificent 
gates;  and,  on  inquiring  where  they 
were  destined  to  be  hung,  received 
the  same  reply,  'In  the  future  temple 
at  Jerusalem.'  What  does  it  all  mean, 
Tom?"  he  added. 

"That  is  what  I  want  to  find  out, 
to  be  perfectly  sure  of,  Ralph.  My  in- 
telligent Jew,  of  whom  I  told  you,  de- 
clares that  the  Messiah  is  coming. 
We,  as  Christians — nominal  Christians, 
I  mean,  of  course, — same  as  you  and 
I,  Ralph,  don't  profess  anything 
more — " 

Bastin  searched  his  friend's  face 
with  a  sudden  keenness,  but  did  not 


interrupt  him  by  asking  him  what  he 
meant. 

"As  nominal  Christians,"  Tom  Ham- 
mond went  on,  "we  believe  the  Christ 
has  already  come.  But  the  question 
has  been  aroused  in  my  mind  of  late 
(suggested  by  certain  things  that  I 
have  not  time  to  go  into  now),  does 
the  Bible  teach  that  Christ  is  coming 
again,  and  are  all  these  strange  mov- 
ings  among  the  Jews  and  in  the  poli- 
tics of  the  world  so  many  signs  and — " 

There  came  an  interruption  at  that 
moment.  The  tape  was  telling  of  the 
assassination  of  a  Continental  crowned 
head.  Both  men  became  journalists, 
pure  and  simple,  in  an  instant. 

*  *  * 

Tom  Hammond  was  riding  west- 
wards in  the  Tube.  He  had  just 
bought  from  a  bookstall  a  volume  of 
extracts  from  essays  on  art  in  all  its 
branches.  He  sat  back  in  the  com- 
fortable seat  of  the  car  dipping  into 
the  book.  Suddenly  an  extract  arrest- 
ed his  attention. 

It  was  evidently  a  description 
of  the  crucifixion,  but: — most 
tantalizing — the  head  of  this 
page  was  torn;  he  could  find 
out  nothing  about  the  author- 
ship. But  the  extract  interested 
him. 

"Darkness  —  sooty,  porten- 
tous darkness  — ■  shrouds  the 
whole  scene;  only  above  the 
accursed  wood,  as  if  through 
a  horrid  rift  in  the  murky  ceil- 
ing, a  rainy  deluge — 'sleety- 
flaw,  discoloured  w  a  t  e  r' — 
streams  down  amain,  spreading 
a  grisly,  spectral  light,  even 
more  horrible  than  that  palpa- 
ble night.  Already  the  earth 
pants  thick  and  fast!  The 
darkened  cross  trembles!  The 
winds  are  dropt — the  air  is 
stagnant — a  muttering  rumble 
growls  underneath  their  feet, 
some  of  the  miserable  crowd 
begin  to  fly  down  the  hill.  The 
horses  sniff  the  coming  terror, 
and  become  unmanageable 
through  fear.  The  moment  rap- 
idly approaches,  when,  nearly 
torn  asunder  by  His  own 
weight,  fainting  with  loss  of 
blood,  which  now  runs  in  nar- 
rower rivulets  from  His  slit  veins,  His 
temples  and  breast  drowned  in  sweat, 
and  His  black  tongue  parched  with 
the  fiery  death-fever,  Jesus  cried,  'I 
thirst.'  The  deadly  vinegar  is  ele- 
vated to  Him. 

"His  head  sinks,  and  the  sacred 
corpse  'swings  senseless  on  the  cross.' 
A  sheet  of  vermillion  flame  shoots 
through  the  air  and  vanishes;  the 
rocks  of  Carmel  and  Lebanon  cleave 
asunder;  the  sea  rolls  on  high  from 
the  sands  its  black,  weltering  waves. 
Earth  yawns,  and  the  graves  give  up 
their  dwellers.  The  dead  and  the  living 
are  mingled  together  in  unnatural 
conjunction,  and  hurry  through  the 
Holy  City. 

"New  prodigies  await  them  there. 
The  veil  of  the  temple — the  unpierce- 
able  veil — is  rent  asunder  from  top  to 
bottom,  and  that  dreaded  recess,  con- 
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taining  the  Hebrew  mysteries — the 
fatal  ark,  with  the  tables  and  seven- 
branched  candelabrum — is  disclosed 
by  the  light  of  unearthly  flames  to  the 
God-deserted  multitude." 

"Strange!"  he  mused,  as  his  eyes 
stared  into  space,  his  mind  occupied 
with  the  thought  of  the  extract. 
"Strange  how  everything  of  late  seems 
to  be  compelling  my  attention  to  the 
Christ — Christ  past,  Christ  future." 

At  that  instant  he  heard  someone 
mention  the  name  of  his  paper.  He 
glanced  in  the  direction  of  the  voices. 
Two  gentlemen  were  talking  together. 
It  was  evident  that  his  own  identity 
was  utterly  unknown  to  them. 

"You're  right,  you're  right,"  the  sec- 
ond man  was  saying.  "A  very  clever 
fellow,  evidently,  that  editor  of  the 
Courier." 

"You  have  noticed,  of  course,"  the 
first  man  went  on,  "those  striking 
paragraphs,  of  late,  about  the  Jews. 
Though,  to  a  keen  student  of  the  sub- 
ject, they  show  a  very  superficial 
knowledge;  still,  it  is  refreshing  to 
find  a  modern  newspaper  editor  writ- 
ing like  that  at  all." 

"Yes,"  the  other  said,  "but  it  is 
strange  how  few  people,  even  Chris- 
tian people,  ever  realize  how  intimate- 
ly the  future  of  the  Jewish  race  is 
bound  up  with  that  other  shamefully 
neglected  truth — the  coming  of  our 
Lord  for  His  Church.  I  wish  the  editor 
of  the  Courier,  and  every  other  news- 
paper editor,  could  be  induced  to  go 

this  afternoon  and  hear  Major  H 

speak    on    these    things    at    the    

Room." 

"British  Museum!"  called  the  con- 
ductor of  the  car.  The  two  talkers  got 
out.  Tom  Hammond  also  alighted.  As 
he  mounted  in  the  lift  to  the  street, 
he  decided  that  he  would  hear  this 
major  on  the  subject  that  was  occu- 
pying his  own  perplexed  thought  so 
much. 

(To  be  continued) 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

there  is.  The  precious  blood  of  Jesus 
can  wash  away  every  stain  and  make 
you  as  though  sin  had  never  touched 
your  life.  Some  of  the  lowest  of  char- 
acters have  been  saved  and  have  be- 
come the  greatest  blessing  to  the 
world. 

There  is  one  door  of  service  that  is 
open  to  all  of  us  and  into  it  we  all 
may  enter.  We  cannot  all  have  riches 
and  lead  the  world  in  great  achieve- 
ments, but  we  can  all  have  a  part  in 
helping  the  church  to  win  souls  to 
Christ.  This  is  the  most  important 
part  of  making  the  world  a  better 
world.  Let  us  remember  that  this  is 
the  hope  of  the  world.  Our  world  is 
gone  unless  we  can  win  it  back  to 
God. 

A  man  who  was  one  day  crossing 
some  high  hills  in  Italy  was  overtaken 
by  a  snowstorm.  There  was  no  shelter 
of  any  kind  and  the  cold  became  in- 
tense. 

He  struggled  on  for  a  time,  but  be- 
ing very  weary  and  drowsy,  felt  he 
must  lie  down  in  the  snow  to  rest, 
but  if  he  had  done  so  he  would  surely 
had  fallen  to  sleep  and  been  frozen 


to  death. 

Just  then  he  saw  another  traveler 
coming  along  who  seemed  to  be  even 
more  done  up  than  he  was  himself. 
His  pity  for  this  man  caused  him  to 
do  what  he  could  to  help  him,  by  rub- 
bing his  hands,  his  head  and  other 
parts  of  his  body,  speaking  all  the  time 
comforting  words,  till  the  man  quite 
revived. 

But  while  seeking  to  help  his  fel- 
low traveler,  he  found  that  he  had 
done  himself  good,  and  together  they 
were  able  to  continue  their  journey. 

Does  not  this  incident  teach  us  how 
good  it  is  to  seek  to  help  one  another? 
It  takes  our  thoughts  away  from  self, 
and  while  occupied  with  the  needs  of 
others  and  seeking  to  lighten  another's 
burden,  we  get  help  and  blessing  our- 
selves. 
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children  to  Christ  should  make  that 
knowledge  theirs  before  the  sun  goes 
down  upon  their  spiritual  impoverish- 
ment and  shortcoming.  Parents  whose 
lives  do  not  conform  to  such  gospel 
standards  and  consistency  as  to  merit 
the  faith  and  trust  of  their  children, 
and  to  lead  them  in  the  paths  of  salva- 
tion and  righteousness,  must  for  all 
time  repent  of  such  low  living.  The 
order  of  a  child's  life  is  determined  by 
the  parents.  It  is  upon  the  parents  to 
make  the  home,  their  lives,  and  their 
influence  completely  saving  and  re- 
demptive. May  God  grant  this  above 
all  other  considerations. — The  Mis- 
sionary Worker. 


May  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 

May  Honor  Roll 

Lionel  Morgan,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
E.  C.  Byrom,  Port  Arthur,  Texas. 
Rev.  W.  J.  Hodges,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 


LIGHTED   PATHWAY   RATING 

FOR  JUNE 

Sold  for  June  Total 

Alabama        5,263  44,420 

Alaska 11  117 

Arizona        L__   809  3,664 

Arkansas  ..  662  6,249 

California  ..        2,051  16,412 

Canada   ....     372  3,435 

Colorado                 .____     67  579 

Connecticut  2  248 

Delaware        188  1,997 

Florida           3,607  32,926 

Foreign               781  5,456 

Georgia        5,699  57,338 

Idaho          194  2,134 

Illinois  _       4,236  38,452 

Indiana        1,553  9,594 

Iowa        273  2,738 

Kansas    507  5,861 

Kentucky    .      3,205  27,410 

Louisiana    576  6,392 

Maine                    551  4,976 

Massachusetts    41  344 


Maryland  1,319 

Michigan  1,712 

Minnesota         82 

Mississippi    814 

Missouri  .2,681 

Montana  ..  295 

Nebraska    28 

New  Hampshire  .. 

New  Jersey 186 

New  Mexico  ..  251 

New  York  465 

Nevada  8 

North  Carolina  ..  ....6,726 

North  Dakota  .    225 

Ohio  .4,177 

Oklahoma  514 

Oregon   212 

Pennsylvania  1,136 

Rhode  Island 

South  Carolina  11,322 
South  Dakota  247 

Tennessee  5,066 

Texas  2,254 

Utah  _  1 

Virginia  1,921 

Washington  260 

Washington,  D.  C.  ..  144 
West  Virginia  .  ...3,368 
Wisconsin  88 

Wyoming    29 


76,179 


13,962 

17,389 

882 

9,524 

18,183 

1,938 

1,355 

42 

2,391 

2,952 

2,031 

140 

62,571 

2,218 

45,679 

4,781 

1,970 

11,761 

5 

101,810 

2,794 

38,206 

22,885 

31 

18,043 

4,382 

1,792 

33,481 

607 

527 

695,011 


LIGHTED    PATHWAYS    FOR    MEN 
IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  May: 

Illinois    __.. $92.60 

K?ntucky  48.05 

Missouri     43.10 

Alabama    39.44 

South  Carolina  29.90 

North  Carolina  22.00 

Texas   20.40 

New  York  15.00 

Florida  13.00 

Georgia 9.50 

Virginia   8.00 

California   7.70 

Pennsylvania  7.50 

Ohio    6.50 

Tennessee   4.80 

Maryland  3.25 

Mississippi  3.00 

Indiana    1 3.00 

West  Virginia 3.00 

Michigan  2.30 

Washington,  D.  C 2.10 

Washington    2.00 

Louisiana  2.00 

South  Dakota 1.00 

Delaware  1.00 

Maine      1.00 

Colorado 1.00 


$392.14 


OLD  ISSUES  OF  LIGHTED 
PATHWAYS 

We  have  some  back  numbers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Would  you  like  to 
have  them  at  3c  each?  They  will  count 
in  your  contest.  Please  have  your  or- 
ders here  by  July  15. 

All  money  for  papers  must  be  in 
by  July  31,  as  the  books  close  on  that 
date.  Credit  will  not  be  given  for 
papers  ordered  throughout  the  year 
unless  the  money  reaches  us  by  that 
date. — The  Lighted  Pathioay  Depart- 
ment. 
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You  know  the  field  where  the  little  stones 

Stand  in  such  long,  white  rows — 
Where  ev'rything  is  so  peaceful-like, 

And  the  grass  so  softly  grows? 
Well,  that's  where  the  marchers  went  today — 

I  followed  on  just  to  see — 
They  were  thinking  so  of  the  boys  out  there 

That  they  never  noticed  me. 

And  the  old  wore  their  uniforms  of  blue, 

And  the  young  wore  their  khaki  trim, 
And  the  eyes  of  the  young  were  bright  and 
keen, 

And  the  sight  of  the  old  was  dim; 
But  the  old  and  the  young  kept  right  in  step, 

And  never  a  foot  did  lag. 
For  the  feeblest  swung  with  tapping  drum, 

With  his  eyes  on  the  tattered  flag. 

Each  stone  has  its  wreath  and  its  colors  now, 

And  it's  cheered  up  the  place  a  lot; 
And  I  sort  of  know  that  the  silent  ranks 

Are  glad  that  they're  not  forgot; 
And  the  chaplain  prayed  that  till  time  shall 
end 

From  war  we'll  be  ever  free — 
And  I  said,  "Amen !"  when  the  others  did, 

Though  nobody  noticed  me. 

And  when  they  had  gone,  I  knelt  down  there 

By  a  stone  in  the  farthest  row, 
And  I  said,  "Dear  God,  I'm  as  down  on  war 

As  the  others  are,  you  know; 
But  if  danger  ever  shall  threaten,  Lord, 

This  flag  that  we  hold  so  dear, 
Please  let  me  earn  just  the  right  to  lie 

With  your  other  boys — out  there!" 

But  I  wasn't  alone  as  I  knelt  out  there 

By  that  stone  in  the  farthest  row, 
For  a  voice  said  to  me,  '"Twas  a  splendid 
thing 

To  die  for  the  right,  I  know. 
But  to  live  for  the  right  is  finer  still, 

And  to  work  for  the  common  good — 
Go,  work  that  your  flag  may  unite  the  world 

In  the  peace  of  true  brotherhood !" 
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DEDhGATED   TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


Psalm  119:105 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls,  God  bless  you: 

Just  a  few  more  weeks  and  the  doors  of  our  American 
high  schools,  colleges,  and  universities  will  be  swinging 
open  once  more  for  the  fall  term  of  school,  to  receive  the 
youth  of  our  land.  Never  has  the  world  witnessed  such  a 
demonstration  of  faith  in  the  value  of  higher  education. 
Every  civilized  country  today  is  throbbing  with  educa- 
tional activity.  The  impulse  to  gain  new  knowledge  and  ap- 
ply that  knowledge  to  life  is  the 
dominant  impulse  of  our  time.  The 
whole  world  is  going  to  school.  In- 
struction has  gotten  far  outside  the 
schoolhouse  and  the  college.  Public 
libraries  have  sprung  up  in  every 
village.  Correspondence  schools,  with 
work  of  varying  values,  have  multi- 
plied, until  a  single  school  now  en- 
rolls up  in  the  thousands  of  pupils 
in  all  civilized  lands,  most  of  the 
pupils  being  employed  during  the 
day,  and  pursuing  their  studies  at 
night.  Hundreds  of  thousands  of  peo- 
ple who,  when  living  in  the  old  world 
were  accustomed  to  read  little  or 
nothing,  are  now  eagerly  scanning 
.    ,  and  frequenting  libraries.  Hundreds 

of  thousands  of  parents  who  can  give  their  children  no 
prestige,  position,  or  wealth  are  making  heroic  sacrifice 
to  give  their  children  the  best  possible  mental  training 

In  the  face  of  these  conditions,  can  we,  who  are  engaged 
in  the  greatest  work  of  all,  be  found  lagging  behind1?  We 
must  be  able  to  speak  in  the  language  of  the  people  if 
we  are  going  to  win  them  for  Christ. 

To  be  sure,  this  great  number  of  young  people  are  enter- 
ing these  schools  with  mixed  motives.  Some  are  having 
learning  thrust  upon  them.  Some  go  because  parents  are 
anxious  to  have  them  obtain  knowledge  so  that  they  may 
be  a  blessing  to  the  world,  others,  that  they  may  rise  high 
on  the  ladder  of  fame.  Others  go  that  they  may  find  new 
friends.  Some  go  for  athletics.  One  college  advertises  as 
being  a  fine  athletic  club.  Anoth- 
er advertises  as  a  delightful  club, 
with  every  facility  for  enjoying 
a  life  of  elegant  leisure.  A  true 
college  is  a  place  where  the  spir- 
it of  youth  finds  the  best  chance 
in  the  world  to  experiment  with 
life,  to  plumb  its  depths,  to  climb 
its  heights,  to  listen  to  the  nob- 
lest voices  from  the  past,  and 
especially  to  listen  to  the  inner 
call  of  the  Holy  Spirit  as  He  an- 
swers the  question,  "Lord,  what 
wouldst  thou  have  me  to  do?" 
There  are  yet  a  few  people 
who  do  not  think  it  necessary 
to  have  an  education  in  order  to 
be  useful  in  the  Master's  king- 
dom. 

There  are  four  sides  to  a  well- 
balanced  life — spiritual,  physical, 
educational,  and  social.  Why 
should  we  not  develop  the  whole 
instead  of  a  part  of  our  lives?  In 
our  previous  issues  we  have  been 
dealing  mostly  with  the  spiritual 
side,  but  now  we  want  to  try  to 
inspire  boys  and  girls  to  give 
some  thought  to  training  the 
mind  for  more  efficient  service 
for  the  Master.  You  may  be  do- 
ing well,  but  would  it  not  be 
possible  for  you  to  do  better  if 
you  had  an  education?  You 
should  desire  God's  very  best. 
Recently  we  were  talking  to  a 
young  man  at  Bible  School  and 
he  said  to  me,  "It  was  your  mes- 
sage in  1943  that  stirred  me  and 
caused    me    to    come    to    Bible 


MY  HIGH  RESOLVE 

(Dedicated  to  those  who  cannot  attend  school) 
Great  books  contain  the  heart  throbs  of  the 
great.  They  are  God's  gardens  of  wonderful 
flowers.  Therefore  I  shall  saturate  my  life  with 
great  books.  I  shall  avoid  the  snare  that  this 
frivolous  age  would  lay  for  me  in  keeping  me 
so  busy  that  I  have  no  time  to  place  the  power 
of  great  books  in  my  life.  I  resolve  to  make  my 
way  out  through  the  paradise  of  the  "HIGH- 
WAYS OF  LITERATURE,"  and  across  my  years 
to  build  God's  great  books  into  my  life. 

0  Father,  help  me  to  find  just  such  great 
books  as  I  may  need  as  I  travel  on.  Thou  know- 
est  what  I  need.  I  trust  this  to  Thee. 

"Commit  something  to  memory  every  day 
from  a  book.  Thus  train  the  waters  of  the 
great  reservoir  of  wisdom  to  irrigate  your  daily 
life." 

1  am  resolved  to  climb  to  heights  where 
poets  caught  their  vision.  I  hold  the  harp  of 
my  soul  up  to  the  touch  of  truth,  that  my  life 
may  throb  with  thoughts  divine.  I  WILL 
THINK  THE  THOUGHTS  OF  THE  GREAT. 
They  shall  be  mine.  I  refuse  cheap  thoughts. 
I  claim,  by  my  divine  right,  the  thoughts  of 
the  great.  I  shall  make  them  mine.  I  will 
think  great  thoughts. 


School."  I  am  asking  God  to  help  me  to  say  some  words  in 
this  message  that  will  bring  many  of  our  boys  and  girls 
to  a  realization  of  their  need. 

You  may  think  because  you  live  out  in  a  secluded  spot 
that  there  is  no  chance  for  you,  but  let  us  see. 

In  my  vision  today  I  am  seeing  the  boys  and  girls  out 
in  the  little  churches  here  and  there  scattered  about  over 
our  land  who  have  wonderful  talents  and  possibilities,  with 
a  desire  to  be  their  best  for  God.  Some  have  already  dis- 
covered their  need  and  some  are  unawakened  to  that  need. 
They  must  be  stirred  somehow. 

No  one  expected  much  of  Nazareth.  Nazareth  had  done 
nothing  in  the  world's  advance  and  no  one  thought  it  ever 
could  do  anything. 

But  contrary  to  all  expectation,  and  contrary  to  all  pre- 
cedent, a  good  thing  did  come  out  of  Nazareth.  A  little 
Boy  grew  up  there,  a  mechanic  matured  there.  In  a  gen- 
eral way  His  fellow  villagers  knew  Him  favorably.  His  home 
circle  did  indeed  wonder  at  Him.  But  no  one  outside  of 
Nazareth  cared  anything  for  Him.  Then  a  day  came  when, 
in  His  full  manhood,  He  stepped  out  into  the  sight  of 
Palestine.  He  taught,  He  labored.  He  lived.  And  lo,  out  of 
Nazareth  had  come  so  good  a  thing  that  the  name  and 
power  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth  filled  the  earth,  and  men  were 
inspired  to  the  loftiest  sentiments  and  to  the  bravest 
deeds  by  Him,  and  more,  the  whole  world  was  being  re- 
deemed through  Him. 

There  is  not  a  place,  wherever  it  be,  that  has  not  amaz- 
ing possibilities  of  influencing  human  life. 

Eleven  miles  back  of  Albany,  New  York,  there  is  a  range 
of  half-mountainous  hills  called  the  Heldebergs.  Here 
dwell  "the  hillers,"  as  the  people  on  more  level  farms  con- 
temptuously call  those  whose  homes  are  among  the  rough- 
er and  rockier  lands.  The  "hillers"  are  supposed  to  be  of  no 
account.  But  from  those  very  hill  settlements  there  came 
a  man  who,  for  a  score  of  years,  sat  upon  the  Supreme 
Court  bench  of  the  United  States  at  Washington,  and  had 
part  in  some  of  the  most  beneficient  and  far-reaching  ac- 
tions that  that  Supreme  Court  has  ever  decided. 

Let  some  one  who  knows  the 
history  of  the  towns  of  New 
England,  or  of  New  York,  or  of 
Pennsylvania,  tell  that  history. 
He  will  point  to  a  house  here 
among  the  hills  and  say,  "There 
the  merchant  prince  of  Chicago 
was  born."  To  a  house  beyond 
and  say,  "In  that  home  grew  up 
the  generous  philanthropist  of 
Boston."  It  was  in  a  small  school- 
house,  plain  and  unattractive,  in 
the  Hampshire  Hills,  that  Win. 
Cullen  Bryant  studied.  No  won- 
der that  the  teacher  up  among 
the  miners  of  Germany  touched 
his  hat  to  the  noisy  boys  of  his 
charge,  for  one  of  them  was  to 
become  Martin  Luther,  the  great 
reformer. 

There  was  David  Livingstone 
at  the  age  of  ten  working  as  a 
"piecer"  in  a  cotton  factory  near 
Glasgow.  What  opportunity  is 
there  for  him?  He  buys  a  Latin 
grammar  with  part  of  his  first 
week's  wages.  He  sits  up  nights 
studying  till  his  mother  sends 
him  to  bed,  for  he  must  be  at 
work  in  the  factory  at  six  in  the 
morning.  He  places  a  book  upon 
the  spinning  jenny  that  he  may 
catch  sentences  as  he  passes  it. 
He  paid  his  way  at  the  Medical, 
and  Greek,  and  Divinity  classes 
at  Glasgow.  He  passed  his  ex- 
aminations and  became  a  licen- 
tiate of  the  Faculty  of  Physicians 
and  Surgeons.  He  was  ready  now 
(Continued  on  page  10) 
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Three  o'clock  that  afternoon  found 
him  one  of  a  congregation  of  three  to 

four    hundred    persons    in    the    

Room.  He  was  amazed  at  the  quality 
of  the  audience.  He  recognized  quite 
a  dozen  well-known  London  clergy- 
men and  ministers,  with  a  score  of 
other  equally  well-known  laymen  — 
literary  men,  merchants,  etc.  All  were 
of  a  superior  class.  There  was  a  large 
sprinkling  of  ladies,  who,  in  many 
cases,  were  evidently  sisters.  Unac- 
customed to  such  meetings,  Tom  Ham- 
mond did  not  know  how  enormous  is 
the  number  of  Christian  women  who 
are  to  be  found  at  special  religious 
gatherings,  conventions,  etc. 

There  was  a  subdued  hum  of  whis- 
pering voices  in  the  place.  The  hum 
suddenly  ceased.  Tom  Hammond 
glanced  quickly  towards  the  platform. 
Half-a-dozen  gentlemen  and  one  or 
two  ladies  were  taking  their  seats 
there.  They  bowed  their  heads  in  silent 
prayer. 

A  minute  later  a  tall,  fine  looking 
man,  the  centre  one  of  the  platform 
group,  rose  to  his  feet  and  advanced 
to  the  rail.  He  held  a  hymn-book  in 
his  hand.  His  keen  eyes  swept  the 
faces  of  the  gathered  people.  Then 
in  a  clear,  ringing  voice  like  the  voice 
of  a  military  officer  on  the  battle- 
field, he  cried: 

"Number  three-twenty-four.  Let  ev- 
ery voice  ring  out  in  song." 

Tom  Hammond  opened  the  linen- 
covered  book  that  had  been  handed  to 
him  as  he  entered,  and  was  almost 
startled  to  note  the  likeness  of  the 
sentiment  of  the  hymn  to  the  poem 
of  B.  M.,  which  had  struck  him  so 
forcibly  that  night  in  his  office. 

The  major  gave  out  the  first  verse: 

"It  may  be  at  morn,  when  the  day  is 

awaking, 
When    sunlight    thro'    darkness    and 

shadow  is  breaking, 
That  Jesus  will  come  in  the  fulness  of 

glory, 
To  take  out  of  the  world  'His  own.'  " 

The  major  paused  a  moment  to  in- 
terpolate, "Let  the  gladness  of  the 
thought  ring  out  in  your  voices  as  you 
sing,  but  especially  in  the  chorus." 

"O  Lord  Jesus,  how  long? 
How  long  ere  we  shout  the  glad  song 
Christ  returneth!  Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah!  Amen!" 

The  singing  of  that  hymn  was  a 
revelation  to  Tom  Hammond.  He  had 


heard  hearty,  ringing,  triumphant 
song  at  Handel  festivals,  etc.,  but 
among  the  rank  and  file,  so  to  speak, 
of  Christians  he  had  never  heard  any- 
thing like  the  singing  of  that  verse 
and  chorus. 

A  hundred  thoughts  and  conflicting 
emotions  filled  him  as  he  realized,  as 
the  hymn  went  on,  that  these  people 
were  really  inspired  by  the  glorious 
hope  of  the  return  of  the  Christ.  Once 
he  shuddered  as  the  thought  present- 
ed itself  to  his  mind. 

"How  should  I  fare  if  this  Christ 
came  suddenly — came  now?" 

Twice  over  the  last  verse  was  sung, 
the  quiet  rapture  of  the  singers  being 
doubly  accentuated  as  the  glorious 
words  rang  out: 

"Oh,  joy!   oh,  delight!   should  we  go 

without  dying! 
No  sickness,  no  sadness,  no  dread,  and 

no  crying; 
Caught  up   through  the  clouds  with 

our  Lord  into  glory, 
When  Jesus  receives  'His  own.'  " 

With  the  last-sung  note  the  voice 
of  the  Major  rang  out  again: 

"General  Sir  R.  P. will  lead  us 

in  prayer." 

The  hush  that  followed  was  of  the 
tensest.  It  lasted  a  full  half-minute, 
then  the  old  general's  voice  led  in  a 
prayer  such  as  Tom  Hammond  had 
never  even  conceived  possible  to  hu- 
man lips,  and  such  as,  certainly,  he 
had  never  heard  before.  It  awed  him, 
and  at  the  same  time  revealed  to  him 
that  real  Christianity  was  something 
which  he,  with  all  his  knowledge  of 
men  and  things,  had  never  before 
come  in  contact  with. 

The  prayer  concluded,  not  a  mo- 
ment was  wasted.  In  his  clear,  ringing 
tones,  the  major  began: 

"Turn  with  me,  if  you  will,  dear 
friends,  to  the  first  chapter  of  the 
Acts  of  the  Apostles,  and  the  eleventh 
verse." 

Tom  Hammond  wished  that  he  had 
a  Bible  with  him.  It  seemed  to  him 
that  he  was  the  only  person  there 
without  one.  In  an  instant  every  Bi- 
ble was  opened  at  the  passage  named. 
There  was  no  searching,  no  fumbling. 
This  was  another  revelation  to  him. 

"They  know  their  Bibles,"  he  mused, 
"better  than  I  do  my  dictionary  or 
encyclopaedia." 

But  his  attention  was  suddenly  riv- 
eted on  the  major,  who,  pocket  Bible 
in  hand,  was  saying, 

"Suffer  me,  friends,  to  change  one 
word  in  my  reading,  that  the  truth 
may  come  home  clearer  to  our  hearts. 
'Ye  men  of  London,  .  .  .  This  same 
Jesus  which  is  taken  up  from  you 
into  heaven  shall  so  come  in  like  man- 
ner as  ye  have  seen  Him  go  into  heav- 
en.' " 

He  paused  for  an  instant,  then  went 
on:  "The  second  coming  of  our  Lord 
and  Savior  Jesus  Christ  is,  I  believe, 
the  central  truth  of  real,  true  Chris- 
tianity at  this  moment,  and  it  should 
be  carefully,  diligently  studied  by  ev- 
ery converted  soul.  It  should  be  com- 
prehended as  far  as  Scripture  reveals 
it,  and  so  apprehended  that  we  should 
live  in  daily,  hourly  expectancy  of 
that  return.  Moody,  the  great  evan- 


gelist, to  whom  the  whole  subject  (as 
he  tells  us)  was  once  most  objection- 
able, upon  studying  the  Word  of  God 
for  himself,  in  this  connection,  was 
so  profoundly  impressed  with  the  in- 
sistence with  which  the  return  of  the 
Lord  was  emphasized,  that  he  was 
compelled  to  believe  in  it,  and  to 
preach  it,  saying,  'It  is  almost  the 
most  precious  truth  of  all  the  Bible. 
Why,  one  verse  in  thirteen  through- 
out the  New  Testament  is  said  to  al- 
lude to  this  wondrous  subject  in  some 
form  or  another.' 

"Many  of  you  who  are  present  this 
afternoon  are  not  only  conversant  with 
this  glorious  matter,  but  are  living  in 
the  glad  expectancy  of  the  return  of 
your  Lord.  But  there  are  sure  to  be 
some  here  today  to  whom  the  whole 
subject  is  foreign,  and  to  you — even 
if  there  be  only  one  such  —  I  shall 
speak  as  plainly,  frankly,  simply, 
yearningly,  as  though  we  were  tete-a- 
tete." 

THE  ADDRESS 

"Now  to  begin.  Even  in  the  Church 
of  God  there  are  whole  multitudes  to 
whom  the  very  tide  of  this  afternoon's 
address  is  but  jargon.  They  will  not 
search  the  Word  for  it,  they  will  bare- 
ly tolerate  its  mention.  Why?  'Oh,'  say 
some,  'hidden  things  are  not  to  be 
searched  into.'  Others  there  are  who 
spiritualize  every  reference  to  the 
Lord's  second  coming,  and  say,  'Yes, 
of  course,  He  has  come  again,  He  has 
come  into  my  heart,  or  how  else  could 
I  have  become  a  child  of  God? 

"To  these  last,  these  dreamers,  we 
would  respectfully  say,  'A  coming  in- 
to the  air  for  His  people,  to  take  them 
up,  is  a  totally  different  thing  to  com- 
ing into  the  heart  to  indwell  as  Sav- 
ior and  Keeper  while  we  are  travelling 
life's  pathway.' 

"There  is  another  section  of  the 
Christian  Church  who  says,  'We  do  not 
want  to  hear  anything  about  it.  Our 
ministers  don't  hold  with  it;  it  is  not 
a  doctrine  of  our  church.'  Now,  such 
an  argument  as  this  is  blasphemous, 
since,  if  God  has  put  it  into  His  Word, 
it  is  blasphemy  to  ignore  it,  to  refuse 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Bible  Training  School  and  College  experienced 
an  outstanding  year  with  the  largest  enrollment  in 
the  history  of  the  institution,  and  enthusiastically 
presses  ever  onward  to  the  goal  of  greater  useful- 
ness during  the  most  perplexing  times  in  all  the 
world. 

Since  we  are  still  in  the  grip  of  this  terrible  war, 
our  loyalty  demands  an  all-out  full-time  schedule 
of  regular  term  and  summer  school  and  our  aim 
has  ever  been  to  point  out  the  opportunities  the 
student  in  Bible  School  will  have  to  prepare  him- 
self through  education  and  training  to  think  clearly, 
to  serve  efficiently,  and  to  promote  the  ideals  of  a 
representative  democracy. 

During  these  troublous  times  of  unrest,  insecur- 
ity, and  infidelity  in  the  various  schools  over  the 
country,  many  people  are  looking  to  the  Bible 
School  for  a  place  of  safety  for  their  children  to 
receive  their  education,  where  the  high  Christian 
ideals  are  given  first  place  and  the  fundamental 
teachings  of  the  Word  of  God  are  loved  and 
cherished. 

Bible  School  has  always  been  noted  for  its  rich- 
ness in  spiritual  blessings.  This  last  term  we  en- 
joyed a  most  wonderful  outpouring  of  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Over  a  hundred  students  and  also  one  of 
the  teachers  received  the  Baptism.  In  one  special 
meeting  we  checked  carefully  and  found  that  sev- 
enty students  had  received  a  definite  call  to  mis- 
sions. After  a  most  interesting  play  presented  by 
the  students  of  Miss  Elizabeth  Harrison's  dramatic 
class,  several  others  were  stirred  to  earnest  prayer 
and  received  definite  calls  to  foreign  mission  fields. 
Prayers  are  a  definite  part  of  Bible  School.  Every 
class  is  begun  with  prayer. 

Last  term,  1944-45,  six  hundred  thirty  students 
were  enrolled  from  thirty-four  states  and  two  for- 
eign countries,  with  over  twice  as  many  girls  as 
boys.  Every  department  of  the  school  has  shown 
remarkable  gains.  Four  years  ago  we  had  only 
two  hundred  twelve  enrolled,  three  times  as  many, 
or  300  per  cent  increase  in  four  years.  The  service 
of  our  country  continues  to  claim  the  boys.  Last 
year  there  were  only  one-half  more  girls  than  boys. 

The  Christian  workers  and  college  departments 
show  appreciable  increases  over  last  year,  the  col- 
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lege  enrolling  ninety  students.  The  high  school, 
representing  sixty  per  cent  of  the  entire  enrollment 
last  year,  stands  fifty  per  cent  this  time.  All  our 
dormitories  were  very  badly  crowded,  with  as  many 
as  five  and  six  to  the  room.  Thirty  girls  shared  the 
large  lobby  as  their  bedroom.  The  third  floor  of 
the  Central  Hotel  was  also  occupied  by  the  students, 
and  still  others  rented  rooms  out  in  town.  The 
new  modern  concrete  and  reinforced,  steel,  fire- 
proof dormitory,  with  eighty-two  rooms,  will  prove 
most  valuable  for  the  girls  this  fall,  but  from  the 
way  the  applications  are  pouring  in  it  seems  that 
we  will  be  forced  to  select  students  for  this  next 
term,  for  it  seems  impossible  for  us  to  receive  all 
who  desire  to  come. 

We  are  happy  to  announce  that  we  now  have  in 
the  school  the  largest  number  of  qualified  teachers, 
certified  to  teach  in  their  respective  fields.  Several 
of  our  teachers  this  summer  are  attending  the 
various  universities  working  toward  higher  degrees, 
one  continuing  her  studies  toward  her  doctor's 
degree. 

Our  summer  school,  the  first  of  its  kind,  is  prov- 
ing a  great  success  and  I  believe  that  the  students 
are  now  doing  better  work  than  during  the  regular 
term.  We  have  one  hundred  eleven  enrolled.  Both 
the  regular  and  summer  terms'  enrollments  have 
reached   seven   hundred   forty-one   for  the  year. 

We  sincerely  anticipate  the  greatest  term  of 
Bible  School  this  fall  in  all  the  history  of  the  school. 
Of  course,  we  are  unable  to  estimate  very  closely 
the  number  we  will  have,  but  several  have  said  if 
we  could  receive  them,  there  would  likely  be  over 
eight  hundred.  I  do  know  that  the  demands  of  the 
Church  in  all  its  departments  are  the  greatest. 
Our  brethren  are  looking  constantly  for  qualified, 
trained,  competent  young  men  and  women  to  carry 
on  with  the  greater  responsibilities  which  are  ever 
increasing.  The  fields  are  ripe  and  ready.  What 
are  you  going  to  do  about  it?  Parents,  giving  your 
children  money  or  leaving  them  an  inheritance  will 
mean  little  if  they  lose  faith  in  the  old  Book.  Invest 
in  Christian  education  for  your  children  and  re- 
ceive greatest  dividends.  May  I  suggest  that  you 
write   immediately,  and   place  your  application. 

J.  H.  WALKER,  President,  Bible 
Training  School  and  College. 
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WHAT  \  THSNK  OF  THE  STUDENT  LOAN   FUND 

EARL  M.   TAPLEY,   Chairman, 
Board  of  Directors,  Bible  Training  School  and  College 

John  B.  was  a  sincere,  consecrated 
Christian  boy.  His  devoted  life  was 
inspiring  to  ail  who  knew  him,  both 
in  his  community  and  local  church. 
They  knew  him  to  be  energetic  and 
ambitious.  John  took  advantage  of  the 
education  offered  him  by  the  local 
schools.  God  was  speaking  to  him  and 
he  felt  definitely  led  to  prepare  him- 
self for  the  Master's  work.  But  how 
was  John  to  do  it?  His  parents  were 
very  poor.  They  could  do  little  toward 
sending  him  away  to  school.  How- 
ever, both  John  and  his  parents  began 
to  lay  aside  a  small  amount  weekly 
toward  his  going  away  to  school. 

One  fall  John  B.  entered  the  Bible 
Training  School  and  College  at  Sevier- 
ville.  At  the  school  he  had  it  hard 
financially,  but  he  soon  was  noted  by 
his  fellow  students  and  teachers  as  a 
studious  and  hard-working  young 
man.  John  came  through  one  year. 
Then  with  less  money  accumulated 
to  start  on,  he  had  the  courage  to  try 
a  second  year.  But  John  found  it  even 
harder  financially  this  time  than  he 
had  the  year  before.  His  funds  were 
soon  gone.  Try  as  he  would  he  found 
himself  unable  to  keep  up  his  bills.  His 
parents  sent  what  they  could  spare, 
but  they  also  had  two  other  sons  and 
three  daughters  to  provide  for.  So 
John  soon  saw  that  his  meager  allow- 
ance would  not  stretch  the  length  of 
his  bills. 


Now  the  people  of  John's  home 
church  were  very  fine  and  prayerful 
people,  but  they  were  poor  and  could 
do  little  for  him  financially.  Besides 
they  saw  little  need  for  him  to  spend 
so  much  time  in  school.  He  was  an 
intelligent  boy,  they  said,  and  well 
respected.  If  the  Lord  had  called  him 
to  preach  he  should  go  at  it.  So  John 
could  get  little  help  there.  He  looked 
around  for  some  place  to  borrow  the 
money  to  finish  his  education,  but 
there  were  no  such  funds  available. 
So  finally  in  discouragement  he  left 
the  school. 

John  B.  has  been  no  failure  in  his 
ministry.  He  is  not  the  sort  of  stuff 
failures  are  made  of.  He  is  now  mar- 
ried to  a  fine  Christian  girl,  has  been 
successful  as  both  pastor  and  evan- 
gelist. But  John  now  has  a  family, 
and  he  has  been  unable  to  return  to 
school.  If  he  had  received  the  help  he 
deserved  he  would  have  finished  our 
school,  and  he  says  now  that  with  a 
little  encouragement  he  would  have 
gone  on  through  college.  Today  the 
Church  needs  him  as  the  finished 
product  he  might  have  been.  How 
much  richer  his  ministry  might  have 
been!  John  realizes  now  even  more 
keenly  than  he  did  then  that  he  has 
missed  something  in  life.  But  we  see 
also  that  the  Church  has  suffered  a 
great  loss. 

The  same  fall  that  John  entered  our 
school  Mary  C.  also  entered.  Mary's 
opportunities  in  local  schools  had  not 


quite  equaled  John's,  but  she  was  just 
as  alert,  consecrated,  and  ambitious. 
She  had  been  called  to  the  mission 
field.  Her  sincerity  of  purpose  soon 
commended  her  to  fellow  students  and 
faculty,  and  they  saw  in  her  the  spirit 
of  a  true  missionary. 

Mary  attended  the  school  two  years 
and  entered  for  a  third  year.  But  she, 
like  John  B.,  had  faced  tremendous 
odds  financially  while  in  the  school. 
By  the  middle  of  Mary's  third  year  her 
resources  were  exhausted,  and  she  was 
forced  to  leave  school  very  much  as 
John  had  done  the  year  before.  Some 
of  Mary's  well-meaning  friends  insist- 
ed that  she  go  right  on  to  the  mission 
field.  They  told  her  that  she  had 
"education  enough."  One  of  them  im- 
plied that  the  failing  of  Mary's  fi- 
nances was  God's  way  of  getting  her 
out  of  the  school  and  directly  into  the 
mission  field.  "Why  waste  more  time," 
she  asked  Mary,  "when  the  fields  are 
white  already  to  harvest?"  Mary 
prayed  much  about  her  plans  in  those 
days,  and  she  sought  the  Lord  for 
guidance.  Then  a  still,  small  voice 
seemed  to  tell  her  that  time  spent  in 
sharpening  the  sickle  for  the  harvest 
was  never  time  wasted. 

Somehow  Mary  was  led  into  the  ac- 
quaintance of  a  fine  Christian  woman 
who  had  spent  years  on  the  mission 
field.  Mary  believed  that  the  Lord 
directed  her  meeting  of  this  woman. 
They  talked  more  and  more  intimate- 
ly about  mission  work.  Mary  told  her 
friend  of  her  plans  and  ambitions  and 
asked  the  more  experienced  friend's 
advice.  Finally  the  Christian  mission- 
ary opened  her  heart  to  Mary  and 
this  is  what  she  told  her:  "My  dear, 
it  is  not  advisable  for  missionaries 
nowadays  to  go  out  with  less  than  a 
college  education.  Many  churches  are 
finding  it  best  to  give  their  prospective 
missionaries  additional  graduate 
training."  Now  Mary  believed  in  pre- 
paring herself,  but  she  questioned  this 
standard.  To  her  it  seemed  a  little 
high.   Her  missionary  friend,  however, 


answered  her  argument  by  reminding 
her  that  the  officials  of  foreign  gov- 
ernments are  averse  to  receiving  mis- 
sionaries who  are  not  well  certified 
as  teachers  and  leaders  for  the  na- 
tives. "Furthermore,"  she  said,  "you 
will  be  constantly  meeting  the  mis- 
sionaries of  other  religious  bodies  and 
these  missionaries  will  be  well  edu- 
cated. This  will  embarrass  you  if  you 
cannot  stand  on  a  par  with  them,  and, 
Mary,  it  seems  to  me  that  it  would  not 
reflect  favorably  on  your  church."  Too, 
this  missionary  friend  told  Mary  that 
she  had  observed  that  most  ill-pre- 
pared missionaries  who  go  on  the  field 
return  home  discouraged.  They  find 
their  problems  on  the  field  insur- 
mountable and  often  they  return 
home  and  do  not  go  out  again. 

By  this  time  Mary  was  beginning  to 
see  the  immensity  of  her  task.  But  it 
did  not  discourage  her.  Like  a  true 
missionary  she  accepted  the  challenge 
and  determined  to  prepare  herself 
thoroughly  for  her  work.  But  Mary 
was  never  able  to  convince  those  she 
must  depend  upon  to  help  her  that 
all  of  this  was  really  necessary.  Their 
vision  and  experience  were  not  quite 
so  broad.  So  Mary  is  still  in  the  home- 
land. She  is  now  working  faithfully  in 
a  local  church  in  the  city  where  she, 
her  husband,  and  her  two  children 
live.  But  Mary  has  made  no  failure. 
She  is  church  pianist,  teaches  a  Sun- 
day School  class,  works  with  the  young 
people,  and  is  a  good  homemaker. 
But  all  the  same  Mary  has  missed  her 
true  calling  and  the  Church  has 
missed  a  great  missionary. 

The  student  loan  fund  is  intended 
to  help  worthy  young  people  like  Mary 
and  John  to  complete  our  school,  and 
there  is  a  lot  of  such  young  people  in 
our  Church.  They  must  have  the  op- 
portunity to  prepare  for  service.  The 
plan  is  like  this:  We  will  all  contribute 
to  create  the  fund.  When  a  worthy 
and  responsible  student  needs  help  to 
complete  a  term  of  school  he  may 
apply  for  a  loan  from  the  Student 
Loan  Fund.  If  the  loan  can  be  grant- 
ed the  student  will  sign  a  note  and 
the  money  will  be  loaned  to  him  in- 
terest free.  When  the  student  enters 
upon  his  field  of  labor  he  will  repay 
this  loan  and  the  money  will  then  be 
loaned  to  another  needy  student,  and 
so  on  the  same  money  will  go  helping 
students  for  all  the  years  ahead  of  us. 
I  think  this  is  a  great  opportunity  for 
us  to  help  worthy  young  people  to 
complete  our  junior  college  and  Chris- 
tian workers'  training  courses.  Let 
not  such  a  great  opportunity  knock 
in  vain. 

Had  the  student  loan  fund  been 
formed  long  ago,  the  Bible  School 
would  have  sent  out  many  more  well 
prepared  Christian  workers  and  min- 
isters. Many  times  the  most  worthy 
are  denied  the  Christian  environment 
and  education  that  B.T.S.  alone  af- 
fords because  of  financial  disabilities. 

Undoubtedly  you  have  long  wished 
to  help  these  God-chosen  boys  and 
girls  prepare  for  the  work  He  has 
called  them  to  do.  The  student  loan 
fund  is  the  answer  to  your  desire. — 
John  Meares. 
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WHAT  I  THINK  OF  THE  STUDENT 
LOAN  FUND 

This  fund  is  to  be  used  to  assist 
carefully  selected,  worthy  young  men 
and  women  to  obtain  the  necessary 
religious  training  to  enable  them  to 
become  efficient  Christian  workers, 
engaged  in  the  greatest  business  of 
the  world — soul  saving. 

This  terrible  war,  with  its  destruc- 
tion of  lives  and  accumulated  values, 
has  caused  the  whole  world  to  become 
more  conscious  of  the  need  of  proper 
investments.  What  could  be  more 
valuable  or  pay  greater  divi- 
dends, than  investment  in  building 
the  character  of  our  sterling  youth? 
Monetary  values  fade  when  compared 
with  character;  therefore,  fathers, 
mothers,  you  should  help  these  worthy, 
God-called,  young  men  and  women, 
for  they  deserve  it.  The  Apostle  Paul 
said,  2  Cor.  12:14,  "The  children  should 
not  lay  up  for  the  parents  but  the  par- 
ents for  the  children." 

Sincerely, 
J.  H.  Walker,  President 
Bible  Training  School  &  College 

No  money  you  invest  will  bring  you 
greater  returns  than  that  you  invest 
in  building  Christian  character.  The 
student  loan  fund  offers  you  the  op- 
portunity for  such  an  investment  with 
the  possibility  of  participating  in  the 
ministry  of  those  whom  you  assist, 
and  sharing  with  them  in  their  eter- 
nal rewards.  Let  some  of  your  surplus 
money  work  for  you  in  the  cause  of 
youth  today,  and  it  will  come  back 
to  you  compounded  according  to  God's 
scale  of  interest,  both  here  and  here- 
after.— F.  W.  Lemons. 

I  attended  Bible  School  three  and 
one-half  years  under  severe  financial 
conditions.  Many  are  the  times  I  was 
in  need,  often  going  without  soap, 
razor  blades  and  other  essentials.  The 
harder  part,  however,  was  this:  I  was 
often  embarrassed  when  anything 
was  said  publicly  about  people  throw- 
ing themselves  on  the  school,  giving 
the  school  officials  no  certainty  as  to 
when  or  how  their  debt  would  be  paid. 

Now  if  we  had  had  a  student  loan 
fund,  I  would  have  been  saved  many 
embarrassing  and  painful  experiences 
and,  too,  the  Loan  Board  (after  check- 
ing my  character,  the  type  of  study  I 
was  to  take,  and  the  means  and  cer- 
tainty of  repayment)  would  have  been 
fairly  well  assured  of  reimbursement. 

I  favor  very  much  a  student  loan 
fund  and  believe  it  would  be  a  great 
blessing  to  many  progressive-minded 
young  people  who  otherwise  could  not 
go  to  school. — Claude  S.  Phillips,  Jr. 

I  suppose  one  reason  why  this  stu- 
dent loan  fund  program  is  so  impres- 
sive to  me  is  because  I  was  one  time 
a  student  in  Bible  Training  School 
with  very  little  financial  backing. 
Many  of  my  school  days  were  dark 
days  indeed,  due  to  not  knowing 
where  the  next  dollar  was  coming 
from.  During  those  days  when  my 
heart  was  so  heavy,  I  and  dozens  of 
other  boys  would  have  found  great 
relief  if  there  had  only  been  a  student 
loan  fund.  Hundreds  of  boys  and  girls 

August,  1945 


in  the  Church  of  God  are  wanting  an 
education  for  the  purpose  of  serving 
the  kingdom  more  efficiently,  but  due 
to  lack  of  finance  they  can't  attend 
school. 

I  am  praying  that  this  article  may 
be  read  by  thousands  of  people  who 
will  feel  the  need  of  contributing  to 
this  worthy  cause.  I  trust  that  the 
day  will  come  in  the  near  future  when 
there  will  be  at  least  a  student  loan 
fund  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand dollars. — Jack  Crawford. 

Every  one  is  interested  in  the 
students  of  our  Bible  Training  School 
in  one  way  or  another.  Some  are  in- 
terested because  they  have  a  boy  or 
girl  there,  others  because  they  have 
some  loved  one  or  pal  going. 

I  am  simply  interested  because  of 
the  need  of  every  young  man  or  wom- 
an who  feels  the  call  of  God,  to  pre- 
pare their  lives  for  the  greatest  work 
that  any  person  will  ever  be  able  to  do. 
They  must  be  ready  to  face  a  cold, 
sin-ridden,  devil-possessed  world  of 
unbelief,  and  a  place  where  our  young 
people  can  study  the  Word  of  God  as 
it  should  be  studied.  Oh,  what  a  great 
opportunity ! 

When  I  began  this  Student  Loan 
Fund  I  did  not  do  it  with  the  thought 
in  mind  of  individuality,  but  the  great 
need  for  men  and  women  to  be  quali- 
fied to  PREACH  THE  GOSPEL.  Today 
a  person  must  be  able  to  preach,  there 
is  no  other  way  to  get  by. 

I  believe  every  one  reading  this  can 
contribute  from  $100  to  $1,000.  I'll  tell 


you  how  we  did  it.  I  went  to  five  busi- 
ness men,  told  them  what  I  intended 
to  do.  Each  one  of  them  gave  me  one 
hundred  dollars.  Then  I  announced 
a  great  service  on  a  Sunday  night.  I'm 
telling  you  I  really  did  pep  it  up.  On 
that  Sunday  night  I  repeated  my  story 
to  the  audience.  I  had  five  hundred 
to  begin  with  that  night,  then  people 
began  to  give  $50.00,  $25.00,  and  a 
great  number  gave  $10.00.  Soon  we 
reached  the  goal  of  $1,000.  I'm  telling 
you  we  were  happy.  This,  my  friends, 
is  a  great  work  that  has  no  end.  It 
pays  dividends  from  here  on.  May 
the  dear  Lord  inspire  you  to  help  this 
great  work. — A.  M.  Phillips. 

I  believe  the  student  loan  fund  will 
be  a  real  God-send  to  many  who  want 
to  attend  school.  So  many  have  no 
way  of  getting  started  out  to  get 
further  education,  being  afraid  to 
venture  out  without  aid  of  some  kind. 

My  husband  and  I  did  so  want  to 
go  on  to  school,  but  thought  there  was 
no  use  to  try  since  we  had  our  home 
to  furnish  and  were  paying  for  it, 
also  we  had  two  little  girls  to  support, 
but  when  definitely  led  to  go  ahead 
and  investigate  some  about  going  to 
school,  God  opened  up  a  way  as  we 
came  and  depended  on  Him.  It  cer- 
tainly would  be  a  fine  thing  to  have  a 
fund  like  the  student  loan  fund  so 
that  we  could  finish  up  full  hours  in 
school  and  spend  more  time  in  study- 
ing to  redeem  the  time  we  both  have 
lost,  so  we  can  get  on  the  field  for 
God. — Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  W.  Clayton. 
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'THE   ROCK." 


THE  SILVER  TRUMPET.  It  has  been  proven  that  the  gospel  can  be  preached 
through  dramatics.  Hearts  were  melted  and  a  number  were  called  to  the  mis- 
sion field  through  this  play. 
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WHO  IS  TO  BLAME? 

A  Unique  Article  on  Christian  Stewardship 


By  ROY  L.  SMITH 


The  courtroom  was  crowded  with 
spectators,  for  the  case  was  one  that 
had  attracted  wide  attention  and  the 
facts  were  all  well  known  throughout 
the  community.  The  prisoner  was  per- 
sonally known  to  every  juror,  judge, 
attorney,  and  interested  spectator, 
with  the  result  that  sentiment  was 
pretty  evenly  divided.  Because  of  the 
personal  friendships  already  set  up 
between  the  prisoner  and  the  people, 
there  was  much  sentiment  in  his  be- 
half, though  it  might  be  kept  more  or 
less  secret  by  some.  The  prosecuting 
attorney  had  made  an  impassioned 
plea,  asking  for  conviction,  charging 
the  defendant  with  every  crime  in  the 
catalog,  and  rested  his  case.  Then,  to 
the  surprise  of  everyone  in  the  court- 
room, the  prisoner  at  the  bar  brushed 
past  his  attorneys  and  begged  for  a 
chance  to  plead  his  own  case.  Those 
present  in  the  courtroom  that  day 
will  never  forget  the  experience  when 
Money  defended  himself. 

"Your  honor,  and  gentlemen  of  the 
jury,"  spoke  Money,  as  he  calmly 
surveyed  the  faces  of  those  packed 
into  the  little  courtroom,  "I  have  lis- 
tened patiently  while  the  indictment 
against  me  was  being  read,  while  the 
evidence  against  me  was  being  pre- 
sented, and  while  the  prosecution  has 
sought  to  inflame  and  prejudice  your 
minds  against  me.  He  has  pictured  me 
to  you  as  a  seducer,  a  murderer,  a  cor- 
ruptionist,  debauchee,  villain  and 
monster.  I  am  therefore  asking  for  the 
privilege  of  pleading  my  own  case  in 
an  honest,  straightforward  manner 
with  you,  for  you  know  me  well  and 
you  can  judge  me  according  to  your 
own  conscience. 

"You  have  been  told  that  I  am  a 
tyrant  without  conscience,  wielding 
titanic  power  without  scruples.  That 
is  a  mistake.  It  is  true  that  I  hold 
almost  unlimited  power,  but  I  am  not 
a  tyrant,  nor  even  a  master.  I  am  a 
servant,  and  if  I  am  ever  in  control, 
it  is  because  I  am  put  in  control  by 
my  masters.  If  I  have  ever  ascended 
a  throne,  it  is  because  I  have  been 
thrust  onto  that  throne.  If  I  have  ever 
ruled  a  political  party  or  a  church  con- 
vention, it  is  because  the  majority 
have  insisted  I  should  take  charge.  I 
make  no  laws,  create  no  property, 
write  no  propaganda.  I  only  serve 
those  who  do.  Instead  of  being  a  mon- 
arch on  a  throne,  I  am  a  willing  work- 
er, running  on  errands  that  I  often 
despise,  and  attempting  tasks  against 
which  my  soul  revolts.  It  is  true  that 
my  powers  have  wrecked  homes,  cor- 
rupted governments,  and  sold  the 
needy  for  bread,  but  it  has  always 
been  because  I  was  under  the  author- 
ity of  others,  and  have  been  driven  by 
the  wills  of  certain  'higher-ups.' 

"I  have  been  accused  of  grinding  lit- 
tle children  under  the  wheels  of  in- 


It  is  said  that  "Money  talks." 
What  will  it  say  of  you  zohen 
the  call  comes  for  funds  to  carry 
on  the  training  of  our  youth  for 
Christ? 


dustry  and  coining  their  tender  little 
bodies  into  profits.  But  at  the  very 
moment  that  the  crime  was  being- 
committed  I  was  compelled  to  stand 
idly  by,  anxious  for  the  chance  to 
build  schools,  plan  playgrounds,  and 
clean  up  their  slum  dwellings. 

"Give  me  the  word,  O  my  Masters, 
and  I  will  go  about  the  earth  erecting 
institutions  in  which  the  little  ones 
who  have  been  ravaged  by  selfishness 
shall  be  trained  to  productive  living 
and  noble  action.  I  will  gather  up  the 
child  widows  of  India  and  the  cast-off 
little  ones  of  the  far  places  of  the 
earth  and  build  them  into  a  fellowship 
which  shall  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 

"Release  me  from  the  task  of  build- 
ing cruisers  and  brewing  the  poison 
broth  of  death,  and  I  will  find  for  you 
a  cure  for  cancer  and  save  the  lives 
of  thousands  of  tortured  victims  every 
year.  Relieve  me  of  the  burden  of  sup- 
porting prizefighters  on  million-dollar 
salaries,  and  I  will  train  for  you  hun- 
dreds of  young  men  and  women  as 
doctors  and  nurses  who  will  make 
the  bodies  of  men  fit  dwelling  places 
for  the  most  high  God. 

"I  have  been  accused  of  making 
hovels  and  tenements,  but  I  am  able 
to  build  beautiful  homes  with  sun- 
light, fresh  air  and  room  enough  in 
which  to  grow  a  soul.  I  can  make 
broad  the  streets  and  clean  the  alleys 
if  you  will  allow  me  to  take  time  off 
from  building  blacker  your  factories 
and  higher  your  towers.  I  cannot  put  a 
playground  and  a  factory  on  the  same 


site,  and  I  must  wait  for  your  orders. 

"As  I  have  watched  men  wasting  the 
opportunities  I  put  within  their  reach, 
I  have  cried  out  in  the  depths  of  my 
own  soul.  I  have  watched  you,  O  my 
masters,  as  you  have  thrown  me  to 
the  winds  and  wasted  my  substance  in 
your  riotous  living,  and  my  heart  has 
been  sick  at  the  sight  of  the  small  re- 
turns I  have  been  able  to  bring  back. 
I  have  amused  you,  deadened  your 
consciences,  and  debauched  your  ap- 
petites, but  how  willingly  I  would  have 
led  you  into  broad  fields  of  great  hope 
and  high  achievement. 

"You  have  set  me  to  the  task  of 
building  battleships  and  paving  the 
highway  for  a  new  slaughter  of  the 
sons  of  men.  I  can  do  it.  The  task  is 
easy  and  my  arms  are  strong.  But  with 
far  less  effort  I  could  build  friendships 
throughout  the  world  that  will  bless 
throughout  all  time  and  bring  to  pass 
the  kingdom  of  God  on  earth.  For 
the  same  investment  you  ask  me  to 
make  in  a  single  football  season  I  could 
support  your  charities  and  relieve  the 
distress  of  the  multitudes.  For  the 
price  of  a  single  game  I  could  provide 
milk  for  every  hungry  baby  in  the  city 
for  an  entire  month.  Send  me  to  China 
instead  of  to  the  theater  and  I  will 
build  you  a  light  that  shall  be  for  the 
healing  of  a  whole  village.  Unloose  me, 
and  I  will  go  to  the  ends  of  the  earth 
binding  up  wounds  and  healing  the 
world's  hurt." 

Money  had  ceased  speaking.  Every 
face  in  the  courtroom  evidenced  the 
terrible  struggle  that  was  going  on 
within  the  hearts  of  those  who  had 
listened  to  his  burning  words.  For  sud- 
denly it  had  dawned  upon  them  that 
again,  in  their  presence,  the  miracle 
had  been  wrought — that  the  prisoner 
before  the  bar  had  become  the  judge 
and  that  the  court  was  on  trial  before 
him. 

Jesus  came  before  Pilate  for  one  lit- 
tle hour,  but  in  that  fateful  hour  the 
case  was  reversed  and  from  that  day 
to  this — for  near  two  thousand  years — 
Pilate  has  stood  before  Christ.  We 
have  put  Money  on  trial,  but  the  case 
is  reversed  in  our  hands  and  we  now 
stand  before  Money  searching  for 
some  word  to  justify  our  honor. 

It  is  not  money,  but  the  love  of 
money,  that  is  the  root  of  all  evil. 


Nestled  in  the  foothills  of  the  Great  Smokies  is  our 
Bible  Training  School  and  College 
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The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
for  service  in  China,  but  war  prevent- 
ed his  going  there.  So  he  puts  himself 
under  the  care  of  the  London  Mis- 
sionary Society  to  be  sent  to  Africa, 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life  being  de- 
pendent upon  others.  In  Africa  he 
built  houses,  dug  canals,  cultivated 
fields,  taught  schools,  made  explora- 
tions and  helped  everybody.  When  he 
died,  the  world  sorrowed.  In  all  West- 
minster Abbey  there  is  not  a  more 
impressive  spot  than  that  where  the 
grave  of  Livingstone  calls  upon  all 
men  to  heal  Africa's  sores.  The  poor 
little  boy  of  the  Scotch  home  did  in- 
deed find  his  possibilities. 

There  are  thousands  of  boys  and 
girls  scattered  about  here  and  there 
who  are  praying  now  that  the  Lord 
will  open  the  way  for  them  to  prepare 
for  service.  What  will  we  do  about  it? 

"I   Had  a  Friend" 

Said  Mrs.  Browning,  the  poet,  to 
Charles  Kingsley,  the  novelist,  "What 
is  the  secret  of  your  life?  Tell  me,  that 
I  may  make  mine  beautiful  also." 
Thinking  a  moment,  the  beloved  old 
author  replied,  "I  had  a  friend."  Dr. 
Rendel  Harris,  remarked  in  con- 
versation, "If  God  will  only  give 
me  three  or  four  good  friends 
through  life,  I  think  I  can  man- 
age to  continue  to  the  end."  He 
is  still  living,  in  his  late  eighties, 
and  demonstrating  the  simple 
grandeur  of  fine  friendship. 

Do  you  want  to  be  a  friend  to 
these  boys  and  girls?  If  you  do 
we  are  going  to  give  you  a 
chance.  Here  is  a  letter  from  a 
woman  who  is  anxious  to  be  a 
friend.  These  are  excerpts  from 
her  letter: 

"I  had  a  very  nice  talk  with 
my  twenty-one-year-old  neigh- 
bor recently,  and  she  told  me  she 
longed  to  become  active  in  the 
ministry.  She  was  inquiring 
about  possibilities  of  studying 
music,  thinking  that  would  help 
in  her  chosen  work.  A  more 
humble  person  I've  never  met — 
her  entire  family  seems  very 
conscientious,  though  they  are 
poor  and  have  limited  opportu- 
nities, I  presume. 

"I  am  reporting  this  to  you  be- 
cause I  believe  the  girl  is  worthy  and 
if  the  heart  is  right,  God  will  open  the 
way  for  service.  She  may  never  realize 
her  ambition  without  moral  support 
from  the  church  and  the  long  hours 
and  daily  grind  may  wear  down  her 
resolve.  I  am  not  a  woman  of  your 
denomination,  but  one  who  appre- 
ciates humility  and  sincerity  when- 
ever I  come  upon  it,  and  I  Would  like 
to  see  this  girl  have  a  chance. 

"If  her  minister  thinks  the  case 
justifies  it,  I'll  make  an  occasional 
contribution  toward  it.  I  shall  be  glad 
to  hear  from  you  in  case  you  care  to 
write." 

"I  had  a  friend."  Doesn't  that  sound 
good?  Oh  yes,  that  is  what  these 
young  people  need.  If  this  woman  of 
another  denomination  can  be  a  friend 
to  young  people  outside  of  her  own 
denomination  how  much  more  should 


we  be  interested  in  our  own  boys  and 
girls.  This  woman  has  the  true  spirit 
of  Christ. 

It  is  easy  for  our  churches  to  have 
a  special  drive  for  missions  and  raise 
thousands  of  dollars.  Not  long  ago  our 
church  here  in  Cleveland  raised  $1,700 
in  one  day  for  missions.  But  what  will 
we  do  when  it  comes  to  sending  out 
workers  into  these  mission  fields?  We 
have  plenty  of  consecrated  young  peo- 
ple to  carry  the  gospel  to  the  foreign 
land  if  they  are  trained.  It  is  easy  to 
collect  money  for  the  orphans  because 
hearts  can  be  touched  as  we  think  of 
the  homeless  boys  and  girls,  but  we 
need  trained  workers  to  give  them  the 
proper  care  and  training. 

God  has  been  laying  this  burden  on 
the  hearts  of  some  of  His  people  and 
not  long  ago,  the  Atlanta,  Ga.,  Church 
of  God  not  only  saw  the  need  of  a 
loan  fund  for  worthy  students,  but 
they  did  something  about  it;  they 
voluntarily  took  an  offering  for  this 
purpose  and  raised  $1,000  in  one  serv- 
ice. 

Since  this  fund  has  already  been 
started,  how  wonderful  it  would  be  if 
we  could  raise  $100,000  at  once.  Now, 
I  can  hear  you  draw  a  long  breath, 
but  did  you  know  that  this  would  be 


Bible  School  Loan  Fund 

Following  is  a  quotation  of  a  recommendation  by  the 
Council  concerning  B.T.S.  Loan  Fund  which  has  been 
carried  in  our  General  Assembly  Minutes  for  several 
years. 

"Whereas,  the  Bible  Training  School  of  the  Church  of 
God,  located  in  Sevierville,  Tennessee,  frequently  has 
students  who  are  worthy  in  every  way,  but  who  are 
financially  pressed  in  completing  their  education,  and 
who  have  to  borrow  small  sums  to  enable  them  to 
complete   the   school   year; 

"And  whereas,  it  is  desired  to  create  a  Loan  Fund, 
from  which  small  loans  can  be  made  to  such  students; 

"And  whereas,  it  is  intended  that  the  fund  so  created 
shall  be  managed  and  administered  by  the  Board  of 
Education  of  the  aforesaid  Church,  or  by  such  com- 
mittee as  the  said  Board  may  refer  the  matter  to,  and 
that  small  loans  shall  be  made  to  such  worthy  students 
as  said  Board  or  committee  shall  approve,  upon  said 
students  giving  security  for  the  repayment  of  the 
amount,  and  otherwise  complying  with  all  rules  and 
requirements  set  forth  by  the  said  Board  of  Education 
or  committee;  and  it  being  the  purpose  and  intention 
that  the  fund  hereby  subscribed  shall  be  a  perpetual 
loan  fund  to   be  used  for  purposes   aforesaid." 

While  the  above  has  been  carried  in  the  Minutes, 
before  this  year  little  has  been  done  to  further  this 
worthy  work. 

—JOHN   C.   JERNIGAN,   General   Overseer. 


so  easy  if  everyone  would  do  his  part? 
It  is  estimated  that  every  paper  is 
read  by  three  people,  but  we  are  go- 
ing to  make  an  estimate  of  two  read- 
ers to  every  paper.  Since  we  have  a 
circulation  of  80,000,  then  if  each 
reader  should  give  $1.00  that  would 
make  $160,000.  Of  course,  it  is  not 
likely  that  every  reader  will  be  inter- 
ested, so  it  will  take  some  large  con- 
tributions to  make  up  for  this. 

Here  is  an  illustration  that  we  be- 
lieve will  convey  the  thought  to  you 
of  doing  your  part: 

There  are  those  who  excuse  them- 
selves from  a  duty  because  they  think 
that  some  one  else  will  do  it,  there- 
fore they  evade  responsibility.  It  is 
said  that,  once  upon  a  time,  a  great 
landlord  desired  to  make  a  banquet, 
but  estimating  the  cost,  he  found  that 
it  would  be  so  heavy  that  he  decided 


to  request  each  householder  on  his 
estate  to  donate  one  pailful  of  milk 
toward  the  festivities.  A  huge  vat  was 
erected,  and  all  were  instructed  to  de- 
posit therein  the  milk.  The  time  ap- 
pointed arrived,  and,  one  by  one,  the 
men  came  with  their  pails.  One  man 
thought  within  himself,  "I  cannot 
well  afford  to  give  that  much  milk — 
there  will  be  plenty  without  my  pail- 
ful, so  I  shall  substitute  water,  just  one 
pailful  will  not  matter  at  all,"  so  he 
filled  his  pail  with  water,  and  unob- 
served, he  emptied  it  into  the  vat, 
and  stole  quietly  away. 

At  the  termination  of  the  time  ap- 
pointed, the  landlord  hastened  forth 
to  view  the  vatful  of  milk.  "It  will  be 
almost  a  sea  of  milk!"  he  mused,  but 
lo!  when  he  looked  in,  he  beheld  a 
sea  of  water.  Each  had  contributed 
water  instead  of  milk. 

The  work  of  the  kingdom  of  God 
on  earth  cannot  progress  unless  each 
one  takes  his  share,  and  stands  in  his 
place. 

There  is  a  legend  told  of  the  arch- 
angel Gabriel  talking  to  the  Master 
shortly  after  His  resurrection.  "What 
provision  have  you  made,  Lord,"  asked 
Gabriel,  "for  the  propagation  of  the 
gospel,  for  the  extension  of  your  king- 
dom?" Said  Jesus,  "I  have  asked 
Peter,  and  James,  and  John,  and 
the  others,  to  tell  others,  and 
those  others  to  tell  others,  and 
so  on,  till  all  the  world  has 
heard."  "But,"  said  Gabriel, 
"what  if  they  should  fail?  Have 
you  no  other  plan?"  The  Lord 
said,  "I  have  no  other  plan." 

So,  friends,  God  has  no  other 
way  for  the  education  of  our 
young  people  and  the  develop- 
ment of  their  talents  only 
through  human  instrumentali- 
ties. I  would  not  want  to  be  one 
who  would  bring  a  pailful  of 
water,  would  you? 

Parents,  your  children  may  be 
small,  and  you  may  not  be  in- 
terested because  they  are  not 
old  enough  to  go  away  to  school. 
Remember  when  you  contribute 
to  the  school  now  you  are  laying 
the  foundation  for  future  years 
and  you  will  be  proud  that  you 
put  a  stone  in  that  foundation. 
You  will  be  glad  as  you  see  the 
school  expand  and  enlarge  its 
training  facilities  that  you  can 
say  I  had  a  part  in  it. 

If  the  Church  of  God  is  to  provide 
the  facilities  for  training  these  work- 
ers for  God,  we  must  have  qualified 
teachers,  and  here  is  another  problem 
that's  facing  us — the  problem  of  get- 
ting qualified  teachers  who  are  Spirit- 
filled.  We  want  teachers  from  our  own 
ranks  who  understand  the  needs  of  our 
Church.  Many  of  our  young  people 
are  willing  to  prepare  for  this  pro- 
fession, but  do  not  have  the  finance. 
We  are  giving  you  a  chance  to  be  a 
friend  to  these  young  people  and  to 
contribute  to  the  forward  movement 
of  the  Church  of  God  by  building  a 
loan  fund.  They  surely  need  our  en- 
couragement. 

Please    send   your   contributions   to 
the  Church  of    God    Bible    Training 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  your  nice  letter  today 
asking  me  if  I  was  still  interested  in 
reading  the  paper.  I  can  say  that  I  am 
with  a  big  "Yes  ma'am."  That  is  one  of 
my  comforts.  I  read  it  from  the  first 
page  to  the  last.  I  like  the  Editor's 
Message  about  the  best.  It  is  also  nice 
to  read  what  other  Service  boys  write. 

My  pal,  Jessie  H.  Schnieder,  also  de- 
sires to  receive  the  paper. 

In  closing,  I  will  say  for  us  both, 
'  Thanks  a  million  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  keep  them  coming." 
Also  remember  us  in  your  prayers.— 
Sgt.  Raymond  K.  Morris. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  regular  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  since  some  time  in 
1939,  and  I  don't  think  there  is  a  bet- 
ter paper  anywhere.  Oh,  I  just  fell  in 
love  with  it  completely.  There  is  a 
page  in  it  for  nearly  everyone  who 
reads  it. 

If  you  are  a  young  person  looking 
for  some  kind  of  thrill  or  a  story  that 
will  thrill  your  inner  being,  well,  there 
is  a  continued  story,  which  has  always 
been  fine.  Then  there's  Father  and 
Mother's  Page.  Oh,  I  could  go  on  all 
night  telling  of  the  wonderful  maga- 
zine. Many  times  I  am  reading  it  when 
heaven  seems  mighty  close  to  me,  and 
I  have  been  encouraged  many  times 
through  its  pages. 

I  have  sat  and  read  the  Bible  School 
and  College  page,  which  appeared  in 
a  few  issues,  and  when  I  read  about 
those  who  have  been  called  to  India, 
China,  and  other  mission  fields,  tears 
trickled  down  my  cheeks.  I  have  never 
been  called  to  a  special  work,  but  I 
know  and  realize  that  there  is  some- 
thing for  me  to  do.  I  try  my  very 
best  to  do  as  Christ  says,  "Let  your 
light  so  shine."  The  boys  really  need 
someone  to  help  them  in  their  trials 
and  temptations. 

Pray  that  wife  and  I  may  attend 
Bible  Training  School  when  I  am  out 
of  the  Army. — Lawrence  J.  Fowler, 
CM3|c. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  indeed  very  happy  to  receive 
your  letter  and  to  find  out  that  I  can 
get  a  renewal  subscription  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  can't  explain 
just  how  much  I  appreciate  your  gen- 
erosity. I  know  God  will  bless  you  for 
the  wonderful  help  you  are  giving  us 
Service  men  by  making  it  possible  for 
us  to  get  such  a  helpful  magazine. 

I  am  sorry  to  say  that  I  am  not  a 
Christian,  but  I  do  believe  I  am  get- 
ting closer  to  God  from  my  prayers, 
and  the  prayers  of  Christ's  people 
from  the  Church  of  God  at  Belle 
Glade,  Fla.  I,  too,  have  a  Christian 
sister,  Louise,  who  is  praying  for  me, 
and  I  believe  with  all  these  wonderful 
people  helping  me,  I  will  find  what  I 
am  looking  for. 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way very  much  and  I  believe  it  will  do 
anybody's  soul  good.  I  will  be  looking 


forward  to  a  copy  soon.  I  thank  you 
again  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart. — 
Sl|c  Floyd  J.  Smith. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  received  your  welcome  letter  and 
thank  you  for  writing  me  a  few  lines. 
I  am  always  glad  to  hear  from  you. 
Your  letter  surely  was  an  encourage- 
ment to  my  heart. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  am  glad  this 
morning  for  the  victory  in  my  soul, 
that  peace  this  world  can't  give  nor 
take  away. 

My!  isn't  it  wonderful  that  this 
terrible  bloodshed  has  come  to  an  end 
over  here.  Now  we  can  look  for  the 
day  when  we  can  be  sailing  home 
again.  But  the  saddest  part  is  there 
are  many  who  will  never  return. 

I  can  say  that  the  Lord  surely  has 
been  with  me  through  this  war.  He 
took  me  through  all  danger  without 
harm.  I  give  all  the  thanks  to  Him 
and  Him  only. 

Please  continue  to  send  me  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  think  it  is  one  of 
the  best  papers  that  has  ever  been 
published,  and  it  should  be  read  by 
all  boys  and  girls.  Pray  for  me. — Pfc. 
Sam  Withmaier. 

PRAYER  FOR  PEACE 

L.  R.  Lescallest 

(In  behalf  of  our  boys  and  girls  in 
Service  and  our  Nation) 

"Peace  I  leave  with  you,  my  peace 
I  give  unto  you:  not  as  the  world 
giveth,  give  I  unto  you.  Let  not  your 
heart  be  troubled,  neither  let  it  be 
afraid,"  John  14:27. 

"O  Lord  God  Almighty,  who  from 
Thy  throne  dost  behold  all  the  dwell- 
ers upon  earth,  look  down  with  pity 
upon  those  on  whom  have  fallen  the 
miseries  of  war.  Have  compassion  on 
the  wounded  and  dying;  comfort  the 
brokenhearted;  assuage  the  madness 
of  the  nations;  make  war  to  cease; 
give  peace  in  our  time;  O  Lord,  we  ask 
it  in  the  name  of  Him  who  is  the 
Prince  of  Peace." 

"O  God,  who  has  made  of  one  blood 
all  nations  of  men,  mercifully  receive 
the  prayer  that  we  offer  for  our  anx- 
ious and  troubled  world.  Send  thy  light 
into  our  darkness  and  guide  the  na- 
tions as  one  family  into  the  ways  of 
peace.  Take  away  all  prejudice  and 
hatred  and  fear." 

"Strengthen  in  us  day  by  day  the 
will  to  understand.  An  dto  those  who 
by  their  counsels  lead  the  people  of 
the  earth,  grant  a  right  judgment, 
that  so  through  them  and  us  Thy 
will  be  done  through  Jesus  Christ  our 
Lord.    Amen." 

**************************** 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  am  somewhere  in  the  Dutch 
East  Indies,  the  Lighted  Pathway  has 
been  a  blessing  to  me.  Many  times 
when  I  am  blue  and  downhearted,  I 
can    get   the   Lighted   Pathway   and 


find  something  to  read  that  will  cheer 
me  up. 

Words  cannot  express  how  much  we 
do  appreciate  the  paper.  We  read  it, 
then  pass  it  on  to  our  buddies  in  the 
tent  with  us.  They  all  enjoy  it  so  much. 
When  I  come  in  with  it  they  say, 
"Second  on  that  paper."  You  will  nev- 
er know  what  it  means  to  us  over 
here.  Please  add  us  to  your  prayer  list. 
— T  5  William  O.  Hayes. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Although  I  have  been  a  constant 
reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  since 
I  became  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  in  1940,  I  have  never  written  you 
to  thank  you  for  the  wonderful  job 
you  are  doing.  Truly  I  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway. 

The  Lord  wonderfully  saved  my 
soul  about  five  years  ago  and  even 
though  the  devil  has  given  me  several 
tough  trials,  I  am  happy  to  report 
victory  in  my  soul  today.  I  know  the 
Lord  is  wanting  me  to  do  more  for  His 
glory  so  I  am  asking  prayers  of  every 
God-fearing  saint  that  I  will  be  able 
to  swing  out  on  His  promises  and 
work  for  Him. 

I  have  just  finished  reading  a  Serv- 
ice man's  letter  in  the  April  issue  and 
I  agree  with  him  whole-heartedly, 
when  he  said  we  never  learn  to  appre- 
ciate a  good  home  until  we  have  to 
leave  it.  I  have  a  sweet  mother  at 
home  who  is  praying  for  me. 

Keep  praying  for  us  Service  men. 
There  are  souls  going  into  eternity 
each  day,  without  the  salvation  of 
Christ. — Roy  W.  Payne. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  tonight  to  let  you 
know  how  much  we  enjoy  your  won- 
derful paper,  and  many  boys  have 
become  interested  in  the  Church 
through  reading  the  paper. 

I  visited  Bible  Training  School  last 
month,  went  to  see  my  sister,  and  I 
think  that  is  the  best  place  in  the 
world  where  young  people  can  go  to 
obtain  an  education.  I  wish  I  wasn't  in 
Service  so  I  could  attend. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  work. 
— Kenneth  Stokes,  S  l|c. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Your  letter  today  was  an  answer  to 
the  question  I  have  asked  myself  and 
that  is,  "I  wonder  why  the  Lighted 
Pathway  has  stopped." 

It  has  been  a  very  helpful  magazine 
and  I  have  enjoyed  the  stories  very 
much.  Although  I  am  not  a  Christian, 
I  realize  how  much  prayer  and  sin- 
cere trust  in  God  can  mean  to  any  one. 
I  really  appreciate  receiving  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  would  be  very 
grateful  to  have  the  subscription  re- 
newed. The  magazine  is  true  to  its 
name,  for  it  helps  to  reveal  the  light 
of  God.  I  thank  you  again  for  the 
magazine  and  may  God  bless  you  in 
the  wonderful  work  you  are  doing. 
You  have  been  very  kind  to  write  to 
me. — Robert  Earl  Hensley,  F  1-c. 


August,  1945 
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tat  Jj.   O.  J>. 


Mrs.  Esther  Holland 


East  meets  West  and  North  meets 
South  at  the  Church  of  God  Bible 
Training  School  each  year,  and  the 
past  school  term  was  no  exception. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  facilities 
were  crowded  to  the  limit,  more  than 
five  hundred  students  labored  studi- 
ously to  attain  a  worth-while  goal 
under  the  able  leadership  and  the 
faithful  efforts  of  the  President  and 
faculty  of  the  college.  Commencement 
has  come  and  gone  again,  and  with 
it  more  than  one  hundred  graduates 
have  been  scattered  over  the  United 
States. 

On  Wednesday  evening,  May  24, 
members  of  the  senior  class  who  were 
also  representatives  of  the  speech  de- 
partment, of  which  Miss  Mary  Eliz- 
abeth Harrison  is  the  director,  pre- 
sented the  play  "The  Rock,"  portray- 
ing to  the  great  audience  the  fact 
that  Jesus  so  earnestly  sought  to  im- 
press upon  Peter  and  the  other  dis- 
ciples that  He  would  build  His 
Church  upon  the  rock  of  the  faith  and 
confession  of  His  believers.  The  spa- 
cious auditorium  was  crowded  to  its 
capacity  for  this  occasion  and  the 
evening  was  quite  an  enjoyable  event. 

Thursday  morning,  May  25,  one 
hundred  one  graduates  marched 
proudly  to  the  platform  and  received 
the  diplomas  that  represented  long 
hours  of  tireless  study  and  drill.  Hap- 
py, ambitious,  with  dazzling  visions  of 
exploring  the  vast  expanse  of  the  fu- 
ture, those  graduates  have  gone  out 
into  the  world  to  utilize  and  conse- 
crate that  which  they  obtained  at  the 
Bible  Training  School  and  College  for 
the  good  of  mankind  and  the  salvation 


of  souls.  Their  hearts  burned  within 
them  with  the  fire  of  the  Spirit  of 
God  and  a  zeal  to  go  into  the  high- 
ways and  byways  and  labor  for  the 
Lord,  and  today  other  souls  are  being 
blessed  through  their  ministry  because 
someone  was  able  to  help  the  soul  of 
youth  to  give  her  best  to  the  Master. 

Thursday  afternoon  a  number  of 
quartets,  trios,  duets,  solos,  and  other 
musical  numbers  were  rendered  by  the 
students,  at  which  time  many  were 
made  happy  and  the  hallelujahs  gladly 
rang  throughout  the  auditorium. 

There  was  only  about  enough  time 
to  eat  between  the  services,  but  the 
many  visitors  were  eagerly  awaiting 
the  next  service  lest  they  miss  some 
vital  portion  of  the  exercises,  and 
they  were  not  disappointed. 

Thursday  evening,  May  25,  marked 
another  milestone  of  the  progress  of 
the  college  when  the  audience  was 
deeply  stirred  through  the  presenta- 
tion of  "From  Gethsemane  to  Cal- 
vary" as  they  were  made  to  feel  again 
the  sufferings  of  our  Lord  in  the  Gar- 
den of  Gethsemane  and  through  the 
dark  hours  that  followed  in  which  He 
was  tried  by  the  jealous  mob,  sen- 
tenced by  a  guilty  ruler,  crucified  by 
wicked  hands,  and  buried  by  loving 
disciples.  Even  the  weary  hours  of 
mourning  and  disappointment  were 
deeply  felt.  But  just  as  they  had  fol- 
lowed Him  thus  far,  so  they  were  made 
to  rejoice  in  His  resurrection  and  tri- 
umphal victory  over  death,  hell,  and 
the  grave  as  the  cantata  continued 
under  the  superb  direction  of  Professor 
Joseph  M.  Wahlton,  who  has  had  very 
extensive   experience   in   the   field   of 


music,  and  who  is  consecrating  his 
bountiful  store  of  knowledge  and  ac- 
complishments to  the  work  of  the 
Lord  with  the  students  of  our  school 
who  have  learned  to  love  and  appre- 
ciate him  a  great  deal. 

At  ten-thirty  good-byes  were  spoken 
and  those  present  felt  that  truly  it 
was  good  to  have  been  there. 


Read  on  page  seven  how  Rev.  A.  M. 
Phillips,  of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  put  over  the 
loan  fund. 


See    blank    on    page    seventeen    for 
sending  in  your  contributions. 


MY  GARDEN 

By  Jo  Ann  Hausserman 

When  warm  spring  awakens  the  earth, 
And  birds  sing  in  joy  and  mirth, 
Then  my  garden  for  me  does  wait, 
I  must  hurry  and  tend  it — I  cannot 
be  late. 

All  dressed  up  in  a  funny  rig, 

I  go  to  my  garden  to  dig  and  dig; 

Then  I  plant  the  little  seeds, 

And  watch  for  all  the  naughty  weeds. 

I  watch  my  garden  as  it  grows, 

The  lettuce  and  beans  in  long  straight 

rows. 
All  my  toil  in  the  summer  heat 
Is  repaid  when  I  go  to  my  garden  and 

eat. 


Each    Day    Has    its    Opportunities 

All  the  days  seem  alike  as  they  come 
to  us,  but  each  day  comes  with  its  own 
opportunities,  its  own  calls  to  duty,  its 
own  privileges — holding  out  hands  of- 
fering us  radiant  gifts.  Other  days  as 
bright  may  come,  but  that  day  never 
comes  the  second  time.  If  we  do  not 
take  just  then  the  gifts  it  offers,  we 
shall  never  have  another  chance  to 
get  them,  and  shall  always  be  poor 
for  what  we  have  missed. — J.  R.  Miller. 


J.  H.  Walker,  President  of  the  School 
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GROUP  LEADERS  IN  SUNDAY 

SCHOOL    ATTENDANCE 

FOR  MAY 

Group       State  Number 

"A"— South  Carolina 8,448 

"B"— Kentucky  4,250 

"C ' ' — Louisiana  3 ,342 

"D"— California    1,566 

"E"— New  Mexico  1,305 

"F"— Oregon    208 

"G" — Wyoming   78 


WE  CAN'T  SPELL  YOUTH 
WITHOUT    "YOU'' 


Point's    With    Punch    for    Young 
Christian  Workers 

Are  you  a  reflection  of  or  on  reli- 
gion? 

It's  the  shallow  brook  that  always 
babbles. 

No  religion  is  worth  while  that  costs 
little. 

An  uncommon  thing  is  common 
sense. 

Many  a  gossiper  has  opened  his 
mouth  and  gotten  his  foot  into  it. 

Are  you  a  wheelbarrow  Christian? 

They  have  to  be  pushed,  you  know. 

— Selected  from  Paul  E.  Holdcraft. 


HOW  MANY— 

Are  planning  to  make  that  last  week 
in  July  a  "Special  Drive"  week?  Come 
on;  let's  see  what  you  can  do.  Divide 
your  congregation  into  two  different 
color  societies,  and  appoint  a  captain 
over  each  one,  or  use  any  other  form 
that  is  wholesome  and  interesting,  and 
even  you  will  be  surprised  at  the  re- 
wards that  a  little  boosting  will  get. 
If  you'll  go  into  this  for  all  you're 
worth,  you'll  soon  have  a  booming 
Y.P.E.,  and  the  Lighted  Pathway  will 
have  a  "Big  Ten"  for  the  Y.P.E.'s,  with 
a  minimum  attendance  rating  of  over 
250.  MAY  WE  COUNT  ON  YOU? 


HOW  YOU  CAN  HELP 

If,  instead  of  feeling  shackled, 
You  see  that  the  job  is  tackled, 
And  you  wade  right  in  with  vim  and 
firm  set  chin; 
With  a  stroke  that's  sure  and  forceful, 
And  a  manner  quite  resourceful, 
Bud,  success  is  yours,  because  you're 
bound  to  win! 
Stay  in  there,  and  come  out  fighting, 
Advertise,  and  keep  inviting; 
Boost  your  Y.P.E.,  and  dare  to  do 
or  die; 
Keeping  at  it  makes  a  winner, 
Conscript  every  saint  and  sinner, 
Have  a  record  crowd  the  last  week 
in  July. 


C.  M.  TRUESDELL,  Associate  Editor 

HOW  ABOUT  IT—? 

You  boys  out  there  on  the  field, 
state  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School  super- 
intendents, who  have  made  the  work 
grow  this  year  in  spite  of  handicaps 
in  travel:  We  think  you've  done  a 
swell  job,  and  our  hat's  off  to  you. 
There  is  one  thing,  however,  to  which 
we  wish  to  call  your  attention  by  way 
of  interrogation:  Have  you  tried  to 
build  up  a  knowledge  among  your  lo- 
cal teachers  of  the  qualifications  that 
they  are  expected  to  develop  in  their 
work,  and  a  sincere  determination  to 
obtain  those  qualifications?  If  you 
haven't,  won't  you  begin  to  do  it  now? 
That  will  give  them  a  good  start-off 
for  the  next  Assembly  year.  God  ex- 
pects to  witness  some  fruits  from  the 
work  of  His  preachers,  and  no  less 
from  the  labors  of  His  teachers.  Theirs 
is  a  very  important  ministry  in  the 
Church.  Get  in  touch  with  each  local 
superintendent,  solicit  his  cooperation 
along  this  line,  and  have  him  begin  a 
teachers'  meeting  at  once,  if  he  isn't 
already  doing  this.  You'll  see  the  Sun- 
day School  start  growing.  At  each 
weekly  meeting,  a  good  study  of  the 
lesson  for  the  following  Sunday,  and 
a  careful  study  of  Hurlbut's  Teacher- 
Training  book,  will  put  the  teachers 
and  the  Sunday  School  on  the  right 
road,  which  will  lead  to  greater  things 
for  the  Church  of  God.  Every  pastor 
will  back  you  up! 


WHO'S     WHO 

Y.P.E.'s 

(All  Y.P.E.'s  with  average  attendance 
over  200) 

FOR  MAY 

Baxley,.  Ga. 550 

Clay  City,  Kentucky  277 

Dillon,  S.  C.  267 

Alcoa,  Tenn 207 

Columbia,  S.  C. 203 

Mt.  Zion,  Ga.  200 


Welcome  .  .  . 

This  note  may  be  a  bit  late,  but  it's 
from  the  heart.  We  wish  to  welcome 
into  our  group  family  the  provinces  of 
Western  and  Central  Canada.  Those 
folk  are  real  Church  of  God  timber, 
and  they  are  making  great  progress 
this  year.  The  May  report,  sent  in  by 
Brother  A.  E.  Erickson  for  Saskatche- 
wan, was  mighty  inspirational.  Sas- 
katchewan, Western  Canada,  is  in 
state  group  "F";  and  Windsor,  Cen- 
tral Canada,  is  in  group  "G".  We  are 
glad  to  have  you  with  us,  and  are  look- 
ing for  even  greater  reports  in  the 
future;  so  keep  up  the  good  work, 
Canada! 

WATCH  YOUR  REPORT 

One  of  the  prime  reasons  for  editing 
this  page  is  to  encourage  the  growth 


and  systematic  reports  of  all  local  Sun- 
day Schools.  The  report  sent  to  your 
state  superintendent  should  corre- 
spond perfectly  with  that  sent  to  gen- 
eral headquarters.  It  becomes  our  duty 
to  omit  all  names  of  contesting  Sun- 
day Schools  aspiring  to  a  place  in  the 
"Big  Ten"  bulletin,  beginning  with 
this  issue,  if  they  do  not  have  a  veri- 
fying report  in  the  General  Secretary's 
files  at  headquarters.  Otherwise  we 
have  no  way  of  proving  to  competing 
contestants  why  we  should  list  the 
name  of  a  church  Sunday  School 
which  has  failed  to  report  its  at- 
tendance at  headquarters,  when  they 
themselves  have  a  report  there  which 
tallies  with  the  one  sent  us  by  the 
state  superintendent.  We  believe  you 
will  cooperate  with  us  in  this.  Just 
send  identical  reports  to  headquarters 
and  your  state  superintendent,  and  if 
you  are  eligible,  your  name  will  appear 
in  its  proper  place  on  the  honor  roll. 


WHO'S     WHO 
Sunday  Schools 

FOR  MAY 
(Average  Attendance) 

Greenville,  S.  C.  654 

Kannapolis,  N.  C.  646 

North  Cleveland,  Tenn.  __ 449 

Atlanta  (Hemphill),  Ga.  _ 362 

Dillon,  S.  C.  356 

McColl,  S.  C.  344 

Cincinnati,  Ohio 303 

Jacksonville,   Fla.   296 

Canton,  Ohio 288 

Lakeland,  Fla 288 

We  warned  you  about  the  change  in 
the  Big  Ten  line-up,  for  we  saw  it 
coming.  Jacksonville  and  Lakeland 
nosed  out  some  mighty  energetic  old- 
timers  this  time  for  a  berth  on  the 
Who's  Who  roster,  and  Greenville  took 
over  first  place  again  with  a  lead  of 
eight  souls  in  attendance  over  Kan- 
napolis, but  watch  out,  Greenville! 
Kannapolis  isn't  through,  and  you'll 
have  a  real  fight  to  stay  out  in  front. 
We  sincerely  hope  that  every  Sunday 
School  listed  on  the  Big  Ten  will  be 
above  three  hundred  in  attendance 
soon.  That  isn't  far  to  go,  for  the  low- 
est two  for  May  were  only  twelve  be- 
low that  number. 


WHAT  WE  DID  IN  MAY 

1.  Average  weekly  Sunday 
School  attendance  in  the  nation, 
71,167. 

2.  Young  people  saved  during 
the  month  of  May  number  799. 

3.  Average  weekly  Y.P.E.  at- 
tendance in  the  nation  was 
53,554. 

4.  Total  Sunday  School  offer- 
ings in  the  nation  for  May  were 
$24,946.52. 

5.  Total  Y.P.E.  offerings  in  the 
nation  for  May  were  $18,409.22. 


August,  1945 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


Progi 


[ram    Outline 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone 
to  lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's 
blessings  on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the 
short  song  service  which  should  follow  more 
impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening 
song  service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  be- 
tween your  talks  further  along  in  the  meet- 
ings. This  will  give  variety  to  your  program 
and  will   keep   the   talks   from  being  tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read 
the  scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  per- 
haps having  the  young  people  to  pray  short 
prayers  or  one  person  to  lead  as  you  may  de- 
sire. Young  people  need  to  be  trained  to  hear 
their  own  voice  in  prayer.  This  will  be  a  great 
blessing  to  them  when  they  are  called  into  the 
field  of  service  for  the  Master.  So  often  the 
leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who  are  experi- 
enced. This  is  a  training  class  for  young  work- 
ers. Let  us  bear  this  in  mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening 
talk  from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in 
Lesson  Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  hand- 
ed out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones 
should  be  ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the 
topics.  Each  one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do 
not  take  a  topic  unless  you  intend  to  put  your 
whole  heart  into  it.  It  is  a  great  disappoint- 
ment to  a  leader  when  one  who  is  on  the  pro- 
gram is  either  absent  or  unprepared.  Ask  God 
to  make  you  one  of  those  Christians  who  can 
always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic 
been  thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the 
program,  it  might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they 
have  any  thought  they  would  like  to  give. 
Sometimes  God  gives  others  good  thoughts 
during  the  meeting  and  they  should  have  a 
chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have  to 
give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tire- 
some talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your 
meetings.  No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  ser- 
mon in  a  Y.P.E.  meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good 
invitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance 
to  come  to  the  altar  of  prayer  and  accept  Je- 
sus. 


MAKING  MY  BODY  A  FIT 
TEMPLE   FOR   GOD 

1  Cor.  3:16,  17;  6:19,  20. 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

The  body  is  God's  temple.  He  made 
it  Himself  and  made  it  for  this  pur- 
pose. 

What  is  a  defiled  body?  Jesus  teach- 
es that  we  are  defiled  not  by  things 
we  eat,  but  by  our  own  thoughts. 

If  our  bodies  are  temples,  we  are 
not  our  own.  Think!  We  are  inhabited 
by  God  Himself.  That  should  make  us 
careful. 

We  can  glorify  God  in  our  bodies  by 
doing  His  will,  by  clean  living,  by  lov- 
ing service. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Jesus  drove  the  money-changers  out 
of  the  temple.  So  must  we  drive  such 
thoughts  out  of  the  temple  of  the 
heart. 

Evil  has  a  tendency  to  come  back. 
One  cleansing  act  is  not  enough.  We 
must  constantly  watch  our  thoughts 
lest  we  be  defiled. 

QUOTATIONS 

A  temple  is  for  service.  It  is  the  place 
of  the  revelation  of  God.  This  is  what 
God  means  us  to  be,  that  the  world 
may  see  Him  in  us. 

A  diseased  body  is  a  poor  servant. 
It  is'our  duty  to  keep  the  body  well, 
that  it  may  be  a  perfect  instrument 
to  carry  out  the  will  of  God. 
ILLUSTRATIONS 

Health  is  good,  but  health  does  not 


always  make  us  remember  God.  It  may 
make  us  forget  Him.  Teach  health  not 
for  its  own  sake,  but  for  an  effective 
life. 

Would  you  fill  a  church  with  the 
fumes  of  a  distillery?  That  would  an- 
nul its  aim.  But  the  fellow  who  drinks 
is  destroying  the  inner  temple  of  the 
heart. 

Smoking  is  not  only  a  filthy  habit; 
it  is  positively  dangerous  for  young 
people.  It  lowers  both  physical  and 
mental  powers,  and  decreases  effici- 
ency. 

Every  young  person  should  know 
something  about  his  body  and  how 
its  organs  function.  We  want  to  under- 
stand the  auto  we  drive;  why  not  the 
body  that  is  our  home? 

QUOTATIONS 

An  indoor  life  reduces  efficiency. 
The  more  fresh  air  we  get,  the  better 
are  we  likely  to  be. — Walter. 

The  body  is  not  a  foe  to  be  con- 
quered. It  is  a  temple,  sacred,  beauti- 
ful, filled  with  God.  If  we  look  on  the 
body  as  a  foe,  we  shall  certainly  mis- 
use it. — Anon. 

The  spirit  of  man  is  at  the  top  of 
the  pinnacle.  Beneath  it  is  the  body. 
Destroy  or  deface  or  defile  the  body 
by  any  means  whatever,  and  you  have 
at  once  hurled  down  the  spirit  from 
its  height. — Withers. 

Watch  the  mind.  If  we  use  our  in- 
tellect to  justify  wrong,  or  to  think 
wrong,  we  shall  make  the  heart  any- 
thing but  a  beautiful  temple.  High 
thoughts  tone  up  body  and  soul.  — 
Morrison. 

QUESTIONS 

How  do  athletics  help  keep  the  body 
fit? 

Why  are  fit  bodies  not  always  used 
as  temples? 

How  can  we  overcome  evil  thoughts? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Filled  with  the  Spirit.  Eph.  5:18. 

A  strong  body.  Judges  14:5,  6. 

Using  the  body  aright.  Rom.  6:12-14. 

Cleanse  the  body.  2  Cor.  7:1. 

Restoring  the  body.  John  5:1-15. 

The  indwelling  God.  John  17:23. 

NEEDED   BIBLE  MESSAGES 

Matt.  16:24;  John  3:16;  Isa.  55:1-3. 

In  an  age  of  self-assertion,  ambi- 
tion, and  success,  no  message  is  more 
needed  than  that  of  self-denial,  a 
hard  one  to  learn.  Verse  24. 

"If  any  man  will  come  after  me." 
It  is  not  easy.  To  follow  Jesus  would 
cause  a  revolution  in  most  lives.  We 
have  barely  started.  Verse  24. 

At  the  heart  of  Christianity  we  find 
the  cross.  It  is  not  an  easy  and  com- 
fortable system.  It  calls  for  effort, 
struggle,  agony  at  times.  Verse  24. 

The  world  needs  to  know  that  God  is 
love.  The  truth  that  we  are  His  chil- 
dren— the  children  of  divine  love — 
outweighs  all  sacrifices  we  may  make. 
Verse  16. 

SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

We  need  a  message  of  faith  in  the 
unseen.  Abraham  had  it  when  he  left 
home  and  people.  We  must  see  the 
invisible. 

We  need  the  message  of  humility. 
We  are  too  self-centered.  Even  in  our 


service  of  God  we  are  thinking  of  our- 
selves and  how  splendid  we  are.  We 
need  to  see  the  truth  about  ourselves. 

We  need  the  message  of  love.  We 
are  selfish,  harsh,  uncharitable,  un- 
kind. The  world  needs  the  big,  gen- 
erous heart  of  Christ. 

We  need  the  message  of  confidence 
in  our  fellows.  Wars  come  from  self- 
ishness   and    suspicion.     We    need    to 
learn  to  trust  one  another. 
ILLUSTRATIONS 

Emphasize  evangelism.  The  world 
needs  it.  They  need  it  because  they 
are  sinners  and  need  salvation.  The 
world  will  be  lost  if  there  are  no  evan- 
gelists. 

We  need  the  message  of  citizenship. 
Let  weeds  grow  undisturbed  and  there 
will  soon  be  no  room  for  flowers.  Let 
graft  alone  and  soon  there  will  be 
nothing  but  graft. 

The  world  needs  Christ  as  the  earth 
needs  the  sun.  This  is  the  world's 
greatest  need  and  the  central  message 
of  the  Bible.  How  can  we  give  Christ 
to  the  world? 

We  need  the  message  of  repentance. 
Men  are  thinking  wrongly  and  need 
to  change  their  minds,  as  the  word  in- 
dicates. Changed  lives  come  from 
changed  minds. 

QUOTATIONS 

The  Holy  Spirit  is  forgotten  in  many 
churches,  or  nearly  so.  Let  Him  be 
given  His  place  in  the  church's  mes- 
sage and  life  and  Christian  service 
will    be   greatly   increased. — Morrison. 

What  Christianity  most  needs  is 
holy  living.  This  would  stand  out 
brightly  against  the  dark  background 
of  the  world's  sin. — Christlief. 

Peace — we  need  it— and  poise.  Most 
men  call  fretting  a  minor  fault,  not 
a  vice.  There  is  no  vice  except  drunk- 
enness which  can  so  utterly  destroy 
the  happiness  of  home. — Mrs.  H.  F. 
Jackson. 

We  need  faith  in  spiritual  forces. 
Great  men  are  those  who  see  that 
spirit  is  stronger  than  any  material 
force. — Emerson. 

Read  these  scriptures  carefully  and 
use  as  a  foundation  for  your  talks. 

Come  to  Christ.  Matt.  11:28-30. 

Self-denial.  Rom.  15:1-3. 

Humility.  John  13:1-11. 

Faith.  Matt.  6:25-34. 

Love.  Matt.  5:43-48. 

Power.  Acts  1:8. 

OUR  PART  IN  MAKING  A  BETTER 
WORLD 

Matt.  6:10;  28:19,  20. 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

Jesus  taught  us  to  pray  for  a  better 
world,  for  God's  kingdom  to  come. 

The  only  thing  that  will  make  the 
world  better  is  to  know  God's  will  and 
do  it.  All  else  is  vain. 

To  make  the  world  better,  it  must 
be  taught;  men  must  become  Jesus' 
pupils.  Teaching  calls  for  teachers. 
That  is  our  task. 

We   must   go   with   the   message  of 
Christ  to  the  world.  Men  do  not  come 
for  it.  It  must  be  placed  before  them. 
SUGGESTIVE   THOUGHTS 

Is  the  world  growing  better?  Com- 
pare morals  three  centuries  ago  with 
morals  today.  None  of  us  would  want 
to  go  back  and  live  in  those  old  days. 

Our  first  duty  is  to  become  inter  - 
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ested  in  the  world.  If  we  care  nothing 
about  the  world,  then  we  shall  let  it 
alone  in  its  misery.  World-saviors 
must  be  world-lovers. 

The  weapon  we  have  with  which  to 
improve  the  world  was  forged  in  heav- 
en. It  is  the  gospel.  The  story  of  Christ, 
if  believed,  will  transform  mankind; 
and  men  surely  need  transforming. 

Missionaries  are  planting  thoughts 
and  desires  in  the  minds  of  backward 
nations  that  inevitably  will  bear  fruit 
in  the  future.  The  unrest  of  today  is 
but  the  bursting  of  the  seed,  a  neces- 
sary part  of  growth. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

We  can  work  for  peace.  The  world 
will  not  be  made  much  better  as  long 
as  wars  continue.  And  wars  will  con- 
tinue as  long  as  nations  arm  for  war. 
Disarmament  is  a  step  in  the  right  di- 
rection. 

We  can  work  for  a  better  under- 
standing between  nations.  Misunder- 
standing and  hatred  create  wars. 
Christian  endeavor,  by  uniting  Chris- 
tian youth  of  the  world  in  love  to 
Christ,  is  doing  its  bit  to  remove  the 
cause  of  war. 

We  can  put  into  public  office  only 
Christian  men  of  high  character.  A 
drinking  man  as  an  enforcer  of  pro- 
hibition is  a  menace.  Good  govern- 
ment comes  only  through  good  men. 
QUOTATIONS 

If  we  want  to  make  the  world  bet- 
ter, we  should  begin  with  ourselves. 
The  world  can  be  made  better  only  as 
men  are  improved,  one  by  one.  — 
Andrews, 

Better  laws  help  to  make  a  better 
place  in  which  to  live.  Laws  against 
piracy,  duelling,  theft,  murder,  strong 
drink,  and  so  on,  each  contributes  its 
share.  Without  law  and  its  enforce- 
ment the  world  would  be  chaos. — A. 
Murray. 

Evil  has  deep  roots.  We  tore  up  the 
plant  of  the  liquor  evil,  but  bootleg- 
ging shows  that  some  of  the  roots  are 
still  in  the  earth.  We  must  work  on 
and  not  grow  weary. — Morton. 

The  poor  we  have  always  with  us. 
We  shall  never  have  a  much  better 
world  until  we  have  banished  poverty 
and  the  fear  of  it. — Anon. 
QUESTIONS 

How  can  we  make  ourselves  better? 

What  betterment  is  needed  in  our 
town? 

What  service  is  our  church  render- 
ing? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Helping  our  community.  John  4:28- 
30,  42. 

Winning  men  to  Christ.  John  1:35- 
51. 

Denouncing  evil.  Luke  3:7-14. 

Making  ourselves  better.  Rom.  12:1, 
2. 

Obeying  law.  Titus  3:1-7. 

Advocating  peace.  Luke  2:14. 

WHAT    SHOULD    YOUNG    MEN 
AND  YOUNG  WOMEN  EX- 
PECT OF   EACH   OTHER 

2  Peter  1:2-11 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 
Expect  that  each  person  is  religious, 
that  is,   interested  in  the   things   of 
God  and  the  Spirit. 
Expect  virtue  or  strength  of  charac- 
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ter,  power  to  stand  against  tempta- 
tion. 

Expect  kindness  and  love.  The 
world's  greatest  sin  is  unkindness. 

Expect  spiritual  and  moral  vision, 
a  knowledge  of  what  is  right  and 
wrong,  and  will  to  do  right. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

Courtesy  comes  first.  The  first  step 
on  the  downcast  path  is  familiarity. 
It  may  seem  smart,  but  it  is  danger- 
ous. 

Expect  self-respect.  No  man  wants 
the  woman  he  loves  to  be  in  question- 
able company  with,  and  vice  versa. 
If  we  do  not  respect  ourselves,  no  one 
else  will. 

We  drag  religion  into  the  marriage 
relation  by  getting  married  in  church 
and  by  a  minister.  We  need  to  begin 
any  sort  of  relation,  even  friendship, 
by  taking  Christ  into  it. 

Truthfulness  is  essential.  Lies  kill 
friendship,  not  to  speak  of  respect, 
confidence,  and  love. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

Every  one  looks  toward  homemak- 
ing,  and  young  men  and  young  women 
should  expect  of  each  other  the  quali- 
ties that  go  to  build  homes.  What  are 
these? 

If  marriage  is  contemplated,  health 
should  be  demanded.  Every  young  per- 
son should  seek  to  be  bodily  and  men- 
tally fit. 

A  clean  mind  can  be  expected  and 
demanded.  The  teller  of  smutty 
stories  should  be  thrown  out  of  decent 
company  until  he  repents.  Cleanse  the 
temple  of  friendship. 

Modesty  should  also  be  looked  for. 
The  boaster,  blatant,  loud-voiced,  ad- 
vertising himself,  is  a  nuisance,  to  be 
swept  away  until  he  turns  over  a  new 
leaf. 

QUOTATIONS 

No  girl  who  finds  a  boy  dishonest 
should  ever  consider  him  as  a  possible 
husband.  Dishonesty  will  grow  with 
the  years. — Bert  Allan. 

Give  me  good  temper  in  woman  or 
man,  and  I  will  show  you  a  person 
who  is  likely  to  make  a  go  of  marriage 
and  much  else  besides.  Temper  ruins 
many. — Worthwell. 

A  happy  home  cannot  be  made 
without  teamwork.  The  self-willed 
person  creates  trouble  all  around. 
Consideration,  give  and  take,  willing- 
ness to  give  in,  these  make  for  suc- 
cess.— Worth. 

In  friendship  we  should  seek  to  be 
natural.  To  put  on  "side"  and  show 
off  and  be  different  in  company  from 
what  we  are  in  private,  that  is  the 
cause  of  much  sorrow. — Wendell  Holm. 

QUESTIONS 

Why  should  we  expect  good  man- 
ners? 

Should  anything  be  tolerated  in 
boys  that  is  condemned  in  girls? 

What  should  be  done  with  the  flat- 
terer? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Courtesy.  1  Cor.  13:4,  5. 

Honesty.  2  Cor.  8:21. 

Friendliness.  Acts  16:14,  15. 

Purity.  1  Tim.  1:5. 

Sociability.  John  12:1-8. 

Respect   Phil.  4:8. 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

By  CM.  Truesdell 

QUESTION  NO.  1 

Where  in  the  Bible  was  the  pulpit 
first  used? 

ANSWER:  The  first  mention  is 
found  in  Nehemiah  8:4.  It  was  made 
of  wood,  and  its  construction  was 
probably  directed  by  Nehemiah  the 
governor  of  Judah.  See  Nehemiah  5: 
14;  8:9.  Ezra  the  priest  and  scribe 
used  it  in  reading  the  law  of  Moses 
to  the  congregation  of  returned  Jew- 
ish colonists  who  had  been  exiled  in 
Babylon. 

QUESTION  NO.  2 

Did  two  men  from  Tyre,  named 
Hiram,  help  in  the  building  of  the 
temple? 

ANSWER:  Yes!  The  outstanding 
one  was  the  king  of  Tyre  (1  Kings  5: 
1-12) ;  and  the  other  Hiram  was  a 
master  metal  worker,  whose  father  was 
a  native  of  Tyre,  hence  a  Phoenician. 
His  mother  was  a  widow  of  the  tribe 
of  Naphtali,  however,  but  by  birth  a 
member  of  the  tribe  of  Dan.  In  other 
words,  she  had  married  a  man  of  the 
tribe  of  Naphtali,  and  after  his  death 
(presumably)  had  married  this 
Phoenician,  to  whom  she  had  borne 
Hiram.  See  1  Kings  7:13,14;  2  Chron. 
2:13,14. 

QUESTION  NO.  3 

Was  Rehoboam,  Solomon's  son,  of 
pure  Hebrew  stock? 

ANSWER:  No!  His  mother  was 
Naamah,  an  Ammonitess.  See  1  Kings 
14:31. 

QUESTION  NO.  4 

Why  did  Cyrus  allow  the  Jews  to 
return  to  their  homeland? 

ANSWER:  Cyrus,  the  Persian  king, 
was  the  grandson  of  Astyages,  the 
Median  king,  through  his  daughter 
Mandane.  Astyages  had  dreamed  that 
some  day  his  grandson  would  replace 
him,  and  therefore  ordered  Cyrus 
killed  in  infancy.  Harpagus,  whom  he 
had  appointed  to  do  this,  allowed 
Cyrus  to  be  preserved,  and  later 
helped  him  overthrow  his  grandfather. 
Thus  the  thrones  of  Media  and  Persia 
were  united  under  Persian  supremacy, 
and  a  period  of  conquest  began  which 
ultimately  included  Babylon.  From  a 
natural  viewpoint,  it  must  have  af- 
forded Cyrus  great  pleasure  to  liber- 
ate these  Jews,  who  had  been  exiled 
captives  of  the  foe  he  had  just  crushed. 
But  there  was  another  reason;  about 
250  years  prior  to  this,  before  Cyrus 
was  born,  God  called  him  by  his  Per- 
sian name  in  Hebrew,  and  sent  a  mes- 
sage ringing  down  through  the  years 
to  him  from  the  prophet  Isaiah:  "Thus 
saith  the  Lord  to  his  anointed,  to  Cy- 
rus .  .  .  that  thou  mayest  know  that 
I,  the  Lord,  which  call  thee  by  thy 
name,  am  the  God  of  Israel.  For  .  .  . 
Israel  mine  elect,  I  have  even  called 
thee  by  thy  name:  I  have  surnamed 
thee,  though  thou  hast  not  known  me. 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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THE  COMFORT  OF  THE 
SCR5PTURES 

Doyle  S.  McCoy 

In  reflecting  over  some  of  my  exper- 
iences as  a  soldier  in  a  foreign  land, 
there  are  two  things  that  come  to  my 
mind  as  a  very  striking  contrast,  and 
which  makes  me  very  happy  to  be  a 
Christian  soldier.  God  has  been  very 
good  to  me  and  has  endowed  me  with 
a  strong  desire  to  comfort  anyone  who 
might  be  having  a  trial,  downcast, 
lonely,  and  ready  to  throw  everything 
to  the  wind  and  just  give  up.  I  love  to 
give  those  fellows  some  of  the  words 
of  our  Lord  which  has  brought  con- 
solation and  joy  to  me  when  I  myself 
was  undergoing  a  trial.  It  has  been  my 
privilege  to  meet  several  boys 
who  needed  comfort,  and 
when  a  little  sympathy  and 
consolation  was  offered  they 
rallied  and  immediately  be- 
gan to  strengthen  spiritually. 

The    particular    case    I    am 
now     thinking     of     brings    a 
beautiful  example  forth  of  the 
joy  in  really  knowing  Christ 
as  a  personal  Lord  and  Savior, 
and  the  means  made  ready  to 
hand  by  which  those  boys  can 
be  comforted.  Often  it  is  the 
sad    experience    of    a    soldier 
over  here  in  the  foreign  lands 
to  get  a  message  from  home 
that  some  loved  one  has  gone 
on  to  meet  their  Maker.  It  is 
really  a  distressing  thought  to 
get  news  like  that  when  you 
realize  all  possibility  of  your 
ever  beholding  that  loved  one 
again  is  gone.    The  one  com- 
fort that  can  be  brought  to 
those  boys  is  in  the  mutual 
knowledge  of  Christ  and  the 
belief   in   His   Word   and   the 
knowledge  of  God's  plan  for 
our  life  beyond  this  life.     If 
one  does  not  know  Christ  or 
does  not  believe  in  Him,  there 
is  little  comfort  that  can  be  admin- 
istered in   a  time   of  bereavement 
so  far  as  I  am  able  to  see.  What  is 
worse  than  being  in  a  terrible  dis- 
tress and  bereavement  with  no  hope 
after  it  all  is  over?  Just  pause  a 
moment  on  that  thought  and  it  pre- 
sents a  dismal  picture  indeed! 


that  his  mother,  grandmother,  an 
aunt,  and  uncle  were  all  killed  in  a 
car  accident.  He  was  deeply  grieved 
for  he  had  great  affection  for  his 
mother,  made  even  greater  because 
his  father  had  passed  on,  too.  Silently 
the  dear  brother  wept  as  we  slowly 
walked  to  our  usual  gathering  place. 
Words  of  cheer  and  comfort  seemed 
to  stop  in  my  throat.  What  could  I 
say  in  a  moment  like  this  to  alleviate 
the  burden  of  grief?  I  felt  like  I  could 
sympathize  with  him,  yet  I  knew  I 
could  not  fully,  because  to  do  so  one 
must  needs  go  through  the  same  trial, 
else  he  can  never  realize  the  full  im- 
pact of  the  stroke  from  fate  like  that. 
I  began  searching  my  mind  for  an 
appropriate  scripture  to  bring  a  little 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
Bnd  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee:* 


_ 


INTHEGRIPOFGQD 


In  England  there  was  a  number 
of  us  Christian  boys  who  had  been 
meeting  out  in  the  open  under  a 
tree  for  Bible  study  and  prayer.  We 
were  having  very  good  fellowship 
and  were  growing  spiritually  from 
it.  The  bonds  of  Christian  love  seem 
tighter  when  a  man  is  off  to  war, 
separated  from  the  dear  ones  at 
home  by  thousands  of  miles  of  the 
tractless  seas.  One  night  one  mem- 
ber of  the  group  seemed  sad.  We 
soon  learned  from  him  that  just 
that  day  he  had  gotten  a  telegram 


THERE  IS  A  WAY 

Louise  Yates  Towriss 

Does  life  hedge  in  like  a  wall  of  stone 

Forbidding  your  progress  through? 
When  you  can't  go  back,  can't  turn  aside, 

And  you  can't  see  ivhat  to  do. 
Be  not  dismayed  for  God  is  near; 

There's  a  door  in  the  dull,  drab  wall. 
Have  courage,  dear  heart,  and  do  not  fear, 

Our  Father  is  Lord  of  all. 

A  secret  way  He  will  make  for  you; 

If  you  trust  in  His  arm  alone, 
He  ivill  open  a  door,  He  will  lead  you  through 

Right  onward  through  walls  of  stone. 
Then,  follow  the  course  that  our  Lord  has 
'  willed, 

Though  you  cannot  comprehend; 
Let  every  doubt  in  your  heart  be  stilled, 

Trust  your  Omnipresent  Friend. 

— Sunday  School  Banner. 


comfort,  and  sure  enough  I  found  one 
very  fitting.  When  we  arrived  at  our 
place  of  worship  I  turned  to  the  ac- 
count of  Christ's  meeting  with  Martha 
immediately  following  the  death  of 
her  brother  Lazarus.  We  read  quite  a 
number  of  the  verses  in  John  the  11th 
chapter,  dwelling  on  verses  20-27,  then 
I  turned  to  1  Thess.  4:14-18  and  read 
that  scripture.  It  worked!  behold,  the 
face  of  the  dear  brother  was  shining 
with  a  new  hope  and  a  new  light!  All 
of  the  joy  was  not  taken  from  his  life, 
he  realized.  He  had  hope  and  was  com- 
forted with  these  words.  It  is  such  a 
joy  to  be  able  to  help  a  Christian 
brother,  and  there  are  so  many  things 
found  in  God's  Word  that  will  really 
comfort  them.  The  Scripture  is  full 
of  them. 

The    contrasting    event    to 
which  I  referred  was  a  fine 
Jewish    fellow    who    had    re- 
ceived word  that  his  mother 
was  seriously  ill  and  for  him 
to  come  at  once  if  it  was  pos- 
sible for  him  to  do  so.  Well, 
it  was  impossible  for  a  soldier 
to  leave  Europe  and  go  back 
to  the  States  because  of  the 
illness  of  someone  there.   The 
poor    fellow    was    completely 
upset;    the    sorrow    of    it    all 
seemed  to  overwhelm  him.  He 
would  say,  "What  can  I  do?  I 
don't  know  what  to  do,  and 
there    is   nothing   I   can   do." 
His  heart  was  broken.  He,  too, 
loved  his  dear  mother.  He  did 
not  feel  equal  to  the  tempta- 
tion. He  did  not  have  Christ. 
He  did  not  believe  in  Him  as 
a    personal    Savior.    Probably 
he  had  doubts  as  to  the  exist- 
ence of  a  living  God  as  the 
Ruler    of    the    universe    and 
Father  of  mankind,  for  I  have 
met  a  number  of  those  bbys 
who  have  such  misgivings.  To 
whom    could    he    go?    What 
could  I  give  him  that  would 
give  cheer?  I  could  not  give  him 
the  same  scriptures  cited  above,  for 
they  would  have  been  empty  to  him. 
I  could  not  even  refer  him  to  Rom. 
8:28,  for  it,  too,  would  have  been 
meaningless  if  he  doubted  the  ex- 
istence of  a  true  God.  Too,  he  would 
not  have  taken  a  New  Testament 
scripture   as  being  authentic.     My 
heart  was  full  of  sympathy,  yet  the 
words  that  would  have  meant  life 
from  the  dead  to  me  would  have 
only  been  spoken  in  vain  to  that 
precious  soul,  and  the  world  is  full 
of  just  such  cases. 


The  boy  who  knew  Christ  as  an 
indwelling  Spirit,  that  "Comforter" 
which  Christ  sent  to  take  His  place 
when  He  left  this  old  world,  and 
who  had  the  joy  of  sins  forgiven, 
having  been  made  pure  by  the  blood 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 

School  and  College,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 
Your  name  will  be  recorded  in  a  ledg- 
er, and  will  be  placed  in  the  library 
to  stand  down  through  the  years  as 
a  memorial  to  the  faithful  work  you 
have  done.  Please  state  clearly  that 
the  contribution  is  for  the  loan  fund. 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
I  am  the  Lord,  and  there  is  none  else 
.  .  .  I  GIRDED  THEE."  Jeremiah  also 
prophesied  regarding  Cyrus  (Jeremiah 
50,51);  and  Cyrus  in  his  decree  for 
the  rebuilding  of  the  temple  in  Jerusa- 
lem acknowledges  that  God  is  respon- 
sible for  his  success,  and  that  the  mes- 
sages of  God  through  these  prophets 
have  reached  him  (Ezra  1,  5,  6) .  Daniel 
probably  delivered  this  prophecy  at 
the  appointed  time,  Dan.  6:28. 

Questions  for  Next  Month 

1.  Who  was  the  father  of  Judas,  the 
betrayer  of  Christ? 

2.  When  and  where  did  the  syna- 
gogue begin?  What  was  its  impor- 
tance? 

3.  Was  there  another  Asia  besides 
the  continent  east  of  Europe  and 
Africa? 

4.  What  is  the  meaning  of  the  word 
"Tirshatha,"  in  Nehemiah  8:9? 

HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

of  Christ,  wept  silently,  in  deep  sor- 
row, yet  his  face  was  aglow  with  that 
inner  peace.  A  new  glint  was  in  his 
eyes  when  he  was  reminded  of  Christ 
and  the  resurrection,  and  the  chance 
of  meeting  where  we  will  know  even 
as  we  are  known.  Yes,  he  was  com- 
forted by  the  words  of  Him  who  suf- 
fered temptations  like  those  we  suf- 
fer, and  learned  obedience  through 
the  things  which  He  suffered,  yet 
without  sin. 

It  pays  to  know  Jesus.  It  pays  to 
serve  Jesus.  For  the  time  of  bereave- 
ment comes  upon  all,  the  just  and  the 
unjust  alike.  To  one  it  serves  as  a 
beacon  light  welcoming  him  to  a  bet- 
ter land,  making  him  more  determined 
to  press  forward,  forgetting  those 
things  that  are  in  the  past,  looking 
diligently  unto  the  Author  and  Fin- 
isher of  our  faith.  He  has  a  hope  of 
spending  eternity  with  those  that 
have  gone  on  before.  To  the  other  it 
means  an  utter  end  to  all  that  was 
near  and  dear  to  his  heart,  all  that 
meant  joy  to  him  in  this  world.  So  to 
all,  soldier  and  civilian  alike,  I  recom- 
|  mend  my  Friend.  He  will  "not  leave 
you  comfortless."  To  one  and  all  I 
recommend  "JESUS." 


With  much  prayer  and  work,  quite 
a  bit  of  my  time  was  spent  in  getting 
this  encouraging  magazine  to  other 
people.  From  August,  1942  to  Septem- 
ber, 1944  there  were  over  6,500  Lighted 
Pathways  carried  to  these  hospitals 
from  the  church.  Others  also  helped 
in  this  work. 

We  met  thousands  of  people  during 
this  time.  By  the  power  of  God  many 
were  instantly  healed.  Best  of  all,  sev- 
eral repented  of  their  sins  and  were 
saved  and  blessed  in  a  great  way. 
Many  thanks  of  appreciation  have 
been  received  expressing  the  help  the 
people  have  received  from  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

Since  coming  to  Bible  Training 
School  in  September,  1944,  I  have 
missed  this  work  very  much. — Addie 
Mae  Hamby,  B.T.S.,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  seen  the  June  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway  for  shut-ins 
and  think  it  is  wonderful. 

Would  you  please  send  a  copy  to  a 
friend  in  the  hospital,  who  has  re- 
turned from  overseas? — Sgt.  William 
Mesnard. 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

to  believe  it. 

"Two  distinct  advents  are  plainly 
taught  in  Scripture.  The  first,  of  Je- 
sus' birth  as  a  Babe  in  Bethlehem;  the 
second  as  'Son  of  Man' — glorified,  who 
shall  come  in  the  clouds.  Now,  every 
Christian  will  admit,  nay,  more,  the 
very  worldling  admits  the  fact  that 
every  scripture  relating  to  the  first 
advent,  as  to  time,  place,  circum- 
stances, was  literally  fulfilled,  even  to 
the  minutest  detail.  Then,  in  the  name 
of  common  sense,  with  the  same  cove- 
nant Scriptures  in  our  hands,  why 
should  we  not  expect  to  see  the  pre- 
dictions relating  to  the  second  advent 
also  fulfilled  to  the  very  letter? 

"We  have  our  Lord's  own  definite 
promise  in  John  fourteen:  'If  I  go,  I 
will  come  again  and  receive  you  unto 
myself.'  We  are  all  agreed  that  He 
went.  Well,  in  the  same  breath  He 
said,    'I    will   come   again.'     Can   any 


English  be  plainer— 'And  receive  you 
unto  myself?  That  promise  cannot 
allude  to  conversion,  and  it  certainly 
cannot  allude  to  death,  for  death  is  a 
going  to  Him — if  we  are  saved. 

"This  expectancy  of  Christ's  return 
for  His  people  was  the  only  hope  of 
the  early  Church;  and  over  and  over 
again,  in  a  variety  of  ways  in  the 
epistles  it  is  shown  to  be  the  only 
hope  of  the  Church,  until  that  Church 
is  taken  out  of  the  world,  as  a  bride 
is  taken  by  the  bridegroom  from  her 
old  home,  to  dwell  henceforth  in  his. 
There  never  has  been  any  comfort  to 
bereaved  ones  in  the  thought  of  death, 
nor  to  any  one  of  us  who  are  living 
is  there  any  comfort  in  the  contem- 
plation of  death,  save  and  except,  of 
course,  the  thought  of  relief  from 
weariness  and  suffering,  and  in  be- 
ing translated  to  a  painless  sphere,  to 
be  with  Christ.  But  in  the  contem- 
plation of  the  coming  of  Christ,  when 
the  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise,  and  those 
who  are  in  Christ,  who  are  still  living 
when  He  comes,  there  is  the  certainty 
of  the  gladdest  meeting  when  all  are 
'caught  up  together  in  the  air,  to  be 
for  ever  with  the  Lord.'  No  waiting 
until  the  end  of  the  world  but,  if  He 
came  this  afternoon — and  this  may 
happen — you  who  have  loved  ones 
with  Christ  would  that  very  instant 
meet  them  in  the  air,  with  your  Lord." 
Tom  Hammond  listened  intently  to 
every  word  of  the  major's,  and,  as 
scripture  after  scripture  was  referred 
to,  he  saw  how  the  speaker's  state- 
ments were  all  verified  by  the  Word  of 
God. 

"There  are  two  points  I  would  em- 
phasize here,"  the  major  went  on. 
"First,  that  we  must  not  confuse  the 
second  coming  of  the  Lord — the  com- 
ing in  the  air — for  His  saints,  with 
that  later  coming,  probably  seven 
years  after,  when  He  shall  come  with 
His  saints  to  reign.  "And,  secondly,  to 
those  to  whom  this  whole  subject  may 
be  new,  I  would  say,  you  must  not 
confuse  the  second  coming  of  our  Lord 
with  the  end  of  the  world.  The  unin- 
structed,  inexperienced  child  of  God 
feels  a  quaking  of  heart  at  all  talk  of 
such  a  coming. 

"Such  people  shrink  from  the  sud- 
denness of  it.  They  say  that  there  is 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

During  the  two  years  since  I  became 
a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  in 
Greenville,  S.  C,  I  have  had  many 
wonderful  experiences  in  the  Master's 
service.  I  appreciate  very  much  the 
privilege  of  carrying  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  both  the  General  and 
Saint  Francis  hospitals. 

August,  1945 


To  the  Superintendent,  Bible  Training  School  and 
College,  Sevierville,  Tennessee 

Dear  Sir: 

I  desire  to  contribute  to  the  Student  Loan  Fund  which  your  Church  has  in- 
stituted, and  which  was  passed  by  your  General  Assembly  and  incorporated 
in  your  Church  book  of  Minutes.  I  think  it  is  a  worthy  project,  and  hereby  affix 
my  name  and  agreement  in  the  space  below: 

NAME  

ADDRESS  I 


I  agree  to  contribute  $ to  the  Bible  Training  School  Loan 

Fund  in  the  following  manner:      *[  ]   cash;      [  ]   in  monthly  payments  of 

$__ ;    [  ]  in  quarterly  payments  of  $ ;  until  the  full 

amount  has  been  paid. 

*  Insert  X  in  boxed  space  best  suited  to  your  convenience  in  remitting. 
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no  preparatory  sign  to  warn  us  of  that 
coming.   But   that  is   not  true. 

"The  Word  of  God  gives  many  in- 
structions as  to  the  signs  of  Christ's 
near  return,  and  the  hour  we  live  in 
shows  us  these  signs  on  every  hand, 
so  that  it  is  only  those  who  are  ignor- 
ant of  the  Word  of  God,  or  those  who 
are  carelessly  or  wilfully  blind  to  the 
signs  around  (and  this  applies,  we 
grieve  to  say,  as  much  to  ministers  as 
to  people),  who  fail  to  see  how  near 
must  be  the  moment  of  our  Lord's 
return. 

"The  first  sign  of  this  return  is  an 
awakening  of  national  life  among  the 
Jews,  that  shall  immediately  precede 
their  return — in  unbelief — to  their 
own  land.  Please  turn  with  me  to 
Matthew  twenty-four." 

There  was  again  that  soft  rustle  of 
turning  leaves  that  had  struck  Tom 
Hammond  as  so  remarkable.  Some- 
one behind  him,  at  the  same  instant, 
passed  a  Bible,  open  at  the  reference, 
to  him  over  his  shoulder.  With  a  grate- 
ful glance  and  a  murmured  word  of 
thanks,  he  accepted  the  loan  of  the 
book. 

"I  will  read  a  verse  or  two  here  and 
there,"  the  major  announced.  "You 
who  know  your  Bibles,  friends,  will 
readily  recall  the  subject  matter  of 
the  previous  chapter,  and  how  our 
Lord,  after  His  terrible  prediction  up- 
on Jerusalem,  added,  'Behold,  your 
house  is  left  unto  you  desolate.  For  I 
say  unto  you,  Ye  shall  not  see  me 
henceforth,  till  ye  shall  say,  Blessed 
is  he  that  cometh  in  the  name  of 
the  Lord.' 

"This  is  Jewish,  of  course,  but  the 
whole  matter  of  the  future  of  the 
Jews  and  of  the  return  of  the  Lord 
for  His  Church,  and,  later  on,  with  His 
Church,  are  bound  up  together.  Pres- 
ently, after  uttering  His  last  predic- 
tion, the  disciples  came  to  Him  pri- 
vately, saying, 

"  'Tell  us,  when  shall  these  things 
be?  and  what  shall  be  the  sign  of  thy 
coming,  and  of  the  end  of  the  world?' 

"Keep  your  Bibles  open  where  you 
now  have  them,  friends,  and  note  this 
— that  the  twofold  answer  of  our 
Lord's  is  in  the  reverse  order  to  the 
disciples'  question.  In  verses  four  and 
five  He  points  out  what  should  not  be 
the  sign  of  His  coming.  While,  in  verse 
six,  He  shows  what  should  not  be  the 
sign  of  the  end  of  the  world.  With 
these  distinctions  I  shall  have  more 
to  say  another  day. 

"This  afternoon  I  want  to  keep 
close  to  the  signs  of  the  coming  of  the 
Lord.  Read  then  the  thirty-second  and 
third  verses:  'Now  learn  a  parable  of 
the  fig  tree:  when  its  branch  is  yet 
tender,  and  putteth  forth  leaves,  ye 
know  that  summer  is  nigh:  so  like- 
wise ye,  when  ye  shall  see  all  these 
things,  know  that' — look  in  the  mar- 
gins of  your  Bible,  please,  and  note 
that  the  'it'  of  the  text  becomes  'He,' 
which  is  certainly  the  only  wise  trans- 
lation— 'when  ye  shall  see  all  these 
things,  know  that  He  is  near,  even 
at  your  doors.' 

"Now,  I  hardly  need  remind  the  bulk 
of  you,  friends,  gathered  here  this 
afternoon,  that  the  fig  tree  in  the 
Gospels  represents  Israel.  The  Bible 
uses  three  trees  to  represent  Israel  at 
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different  periods  of  her  history,  and 
in  different  aspects  of  her  responsi- 
bility. 

"The  Old  Testament  uses  the  vine  as 
the  symbol  of  Israel,  the  Gospels  the 
fig,  and  the  Epistles  the  olive.  At  your 
leisure,  friends,  if  you  have  never 
studied  this,  do  so.  You  will  not  be 
puzzled  much  over  the  blasting  of  the 
barren  fig  tree  when  you  have  made  a 
study  of  the  whole  of  this  subject,  be- 
cause you  will  see  that  it  was  parabolic 
of  God's  judgment  on  the  unfruitful 
Jewish  race. 

"Now,  with  this  key  of  interpreta- 
tion before  us,  how  pointed  becomes 
this  first  sign  of  the  return  of  our 
Lord.  'When,'  He  says,  'the  fig  tree 
putteth  forth  her  leaves' — when  the 
Jewish  nation  shows  signs  of  a  revival 
of  national  life  and  vitality, — 'then 
know  that  the  coming  of  the  Lord 
draweth  nigh.' 

"The  careful  reader  of  the  daily 
press,  even  though  not  a  Christian, 
ought  to  have  long  ago  been  awakened 
to  the  startling  fact  that,  after  thou- 
sands of  years,  the  national  life  of 
Israel  is  awakening.  The  Jew  is  re- 
turning to  his  own  land — Palestine." 
(To  be  continued) 

LIGHTED    PATHWAY   RATING 
FOR  JULY 

Sold  for 

July  Total 

Alabama    .___ 4,350  48,770 

Alaska  11  128 

Arizona  248  3,912 

Arkansas    763  7,012 

California    1,378  17,790 

Canada  _ 374  3,809 

Colorado  52  631 

Connecticut  2  250 

Delaware    199  2,196 

Florida    3,018  35,944 

Foreign  673  6,129 

Georgia  5,687  63,025 

Idaho  193  2,327 

Illinois    5,078  43,530 

Indiana    1,201  10,795 

Iowa    484  3,222 

Kansas    633  6,494 

Kentucky  5,752  33,162 

Louisiana  593  6,985 

Maine    536  5,512 

Massachusetts    40  384 

Maryland  1,203  15,165 

Michigan    8,638  26,027 

Minnesota    83  965 

Mississippi  _. 787  10,311 

Missouri    1,716  19,899 

Montana   ______ 235  2,173 

Nebraska    __....       28  1,383 

New  Hampshire  42 

New  Jersey 186  2,577 

New  Mexico    234  3,186 

New  York  195  2,226 

Nevada   7  147 

North  Carolina 6,188  68,759 

North  Dakota  237  2,455 

Ohio     4,067  49,746 

Oklahoma    496  5,277 

Oregon    177  2,147 

Pennsylvania    1,113  12,874 

Rhode  Island 5 

South  Carolina .10,921  112,731 

South   Dakota   243  3,037 

Tennessee    4,366  42,572 

Texas  3,842  26,727 

Utah 1  32 

Virginia   1,536  19,579 


Washington  655 

Washington,  D.  C.  _       46 

West  Virginia  2,213 

Wisconsin    101 

Wyoming    72 


80,851 


5,037 

1,775 

35,694 

708 

599 

775,862 


June  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

June  Honor  Roll 

R.  E.  Lovelle,  Louisville,  Ky. 
Lionel  Morgan,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Maigaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
J.  L.  Barfiei..".,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Mrs.  John  Dorsett,  Adamsville,  Ala. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
E.  C.  Byrom,  Port  Arthur,  Tex. 
NOTE:  The  two  last  customers  sold 
35C  papers  each. 

Attention,  Please — Very  Important: 

NOTICE  OF  ADDRESS 

When  sending  the  address  of  a  sol- 
dier, be  sure  to  send  us  the  full  ad- 
dress. So  many  fail  to  do  this,  especial- 
ly when  sending  addresses  of  sol- 
diers overseas.  Please  check  this  list. 

Pvt.  Fred  Endsley,  Jr.,  44032162. 

Pvt.  Ted  Buchanan,  14131850. 

Pvt.  William  T.  Price,  44035279. 

Pfc.  Earl  Simpson,  35138234. 

Pvt.  Joseph  A.  Rash,  38565287. 

Pvt.  James  R.  Berryhill,  34921965. 

Pvt.  Millard  L.  Hyde,  34806710. 

Pvt.  Robert  Weaver,  35784419. 

Sgt.  Ralph  T.  Wall,  35418671. 

Pfc.  Charles  L.  Mowery,  34924195. 

Pfc.  Samuel  Fields,  35775667. 

Pvt.  L.  V.  Self,  34931234. 

Pvt.  William  A.  Owens,  34945826. 

Pvt.  Clinton  L.  Scarborough, 
44006878. 

Pvt.  Carl  M.  Parker. 

Pvt.  Willis  E.  Dillow,  37606597. 

Pvt.  Joel  Chastain,  14008645. 

Pvt.  Lyle  W.  Gray,  34937541. 

Pvt.  Alta  B.  Johnson,  38733042. 

Pvt.  Frank  C.  Priebe,  35829545. 


Lighted   Pathways  for  Men  in 
Service,  Etc. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  June. 

Michigan    $371.70 

Kentucky    179.80 

Illinois   152.87 

Texas   63.90 

Alabama   22.45 

South  Carolina  19.50 

Missouri  15.40 

Virginia  7.00 

Ohio  6.50 

5.75 

5.48 

4.00 

Pennsylvania  3.35 

Mississippi _. 2.83 

Washington,  D.  C. 2.10 

Tennessee  1.70 

Montana   1.00 

Louisiana 1.00 


North  Carolina 

California  

Florida  


$866.33 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


JjibU  C^rainin(f  School  &  Ljolleqe 

The  Church  of  God  National  Educational  Center,  designed  to  meet  the  needs  of 

20th  Century  Youth 

E.  M.  Tapley,  chm.,  F.  W.  Lemons,  R.  R.  Walker,  J.  H.  Hughes,  C.  J.  Hindmon. 


JUNIOR    COLLEGE 

A  two-year  course  so  general  in 
character  that  it  provides  the  basic 
training  for  students  expecting  to 
complete  a  college  course,  including 
pre-medical,  pre-law,  pre-profession- 
al,  and  prospective  business  adminis- 
trators. 

COURSES 

Bible  and  Religious  Education,  Eng- 
lish, Languages,  Mathematics,  Educa- 
tion, Social  Science,  Speech,  Drama- 
tics. 

EXPENSES 

Registration  fee  $10.00;  tuition  per 
semester  $42.50,  per  term  $85.00;  room 
and  board  per  month  $21.00,  per  term 
$189,  total  per  semester  $139.50,  per 
term  $274.00. 

CHRISTIAN    WORKERS'     COURSE 

A  two-year  course  designed  to  meet 
the  needs  of  young  ministers  and  oth- 
er Christian  workers. 

COURSES 

Bible,  including  Old  Testament, 
Harmony  of  the  Gospels,  Pauline  and 
General  Epistles,  and  Prophetic 
Books;  Related  subjects,  such  as  Doc- 
trine, Christian  Evidence,  Personal 
Evangelism,  Church  History,  Bible  Ge- 
ography; Special  courses  in  Speech, 
English,  General  Music;  actual  prac- 
tice in  Christian  Work. 

EXPENSES 

Registration  fee  $10.00,  tuition  per 
semester  $32.50,  per  term  $65.00;  room 
and  board  per  month  $21.00,  per  term 
$189.00;  total  per  semester  $129.50,  per 
term  $354.00. 

ACADEMY 

A  four-year  high  school  course  as 
outlined  by  the  Tennessee  State  De- 
partment of  Education.  Broad  curricu- 
lum offering  many  electives;  such  as 
Bible,  Music,  Speech,  Dramatics,  So- 
ciology, Commerce,  Home  Economics, 
Languages. 

EXPENSES 

Same  as  Christian  Workers'  Course. 

SCHOOL    OF    MUSIC 

Planned  to  meet  the  needs  of  pre- 
paratory, college,  and  special  students 
both  in  theoretical  and  applied  music. 

COURSES 

Theoretical — Theory,  Sight  Singing, 
Harmony,  Accompanying,  Directing, 
Ensemble,  Composition,  Practice 
Teaching.  Applied — Piano,  Voice,  Pi- 
ano Accordion,  Wind  and  Stringed 
Instruments. 

EXPENSES 

Private  Lessons:  Voice— Beginners' 
course,  16  lessons  $16.00;  32  lessons 
$32.00;  Advanced  course — 16  lessons 
$20.00;  32  lessons  $40.00.  Piano— Be- 
ginners' course,   16  lessons  $12.00;   32 


School  Calendar-] 945-46 


I    School    opens    (Registration) 
Classes   begin      .        .         .        . 
Christmas   vacation   begins 
Resume   classes 
Examinations     .... 
Registration  second  semester 
Classes  begin    .... 
Examinations    .... 
Baccalaureate  sermon  . 
Commencement  exercises     . 
School  closes     .... 


September   6,    7 

September    10 

December    19 

January   3 

January  22,  23,  24 

January  25 

January  28 

.     May  24,  27,  28 

May  26 

.     May  30,  31 

June   1 


lessons  $24.00.  Advanced  course — 16 
lessons  $16.00;  32  lessons  $32.00.  Piano 
Accordion,  Stringed  and  Wind  Instru- 
ments— 16  lessons  $12.00;  32  lessons 
$24.00.  Instrumental  rental  fee  per 
semester  $5.00,  per  term  $10.00. 


COURSES 


SCHOOL    OF     BUSINESS 

A  two-year  course  offering  effective 
training  for  prospective  teachers,  busi- 
ness administrators,  salesmen,  ac- 
countants, and  secretaries. 


Typewriting,  Shorthand,  Account- 
ing, English,  Mathematics,  Salesman- 
ship, Commercial  Law,  Office  Prac- 
tice. 

EXPENSES 

Same  as  College  of  Liberal  Arts. 

For  further  information  write  Rev. 
J.  H.  Walker,  President,  Bible  Train- 
ing School  and  College,  Sevierville, 
Tenn. 


A  section  of  the  modernly  equipped  college  cafeteria 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

The  young  lady  on  our  cover  page  is  Miss  Dorothy  Pullen, 
who  is  now  secretary  to  the  Mission  Secretary  at  the  Pub- 
lishing House.  From  what  I  know  of  Dorothy.  I  think  her 
desire  is  to  know  and  do  the  will  of  God  and  that  is  why 
we  chose  her  as  our  subject  for  this  issue.  She  is  the 
daughter  of  one  of  our  missionaries.  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Thomas 
Pullen.  Quiche,  Guatemala,  Central 
America,  and  was  born  in  a  foreign 
land 

Our  picture  was  taken  at  the  beau- 
tiful Hardwick  farm  just  outside  of 
Cleveland  and  makes  a  wonderful 
background  for  the  thought  we 
want  to  emphasize  in  this  issue,  as 
it  shows  some  of  the  beautiful  handi- 
work of  God.  It  is  a  good  place  to 
ask,  "Lord,  what  would'st  Thou  have 
me  to  do9" 

I  imagine  I  can  hear  our  young 
people  everywhere  saying  as  they 
read  this,  "Yes,  that  is  what  I  want 
to  know.  The  question  is.  How  can 
I  know?"  May  I  give  you  this  illus- 
I  have  a  chair  in  my  home  right  now  that  needs 
reupholstering.  Some  of  these  days  I  am  going  to  call  the 
upholsterer  and  ask  him  to  fix  it  for  me.  He  will  come 
to  see  it,  and  the  first  thing  he'll  say  will  be,  "What 
would  you  have  me  to  do?"  Then  I'll  show  him  exactly 
what  I  want  done.  He'll  say,  "All  right,  just  turn  it  over 
to  me  and  I'll  fix  it  for  you."  "Oh  no,"  I  might  say,  "I 
can't  get  along  without  it  that  long."  Of  course,  he  would 
scon  tell  me  that  he  couldn't  do  anything  for  my  chair 
unless  I'd  turn  it  completely  over  into  his  hands.  I  am 
sure  you  see  my  point.  So  as  your  desire  reaches  out  after 
God's  will,  just  remember  He  can  do  nothing  for  you  until 
your  consecration  is  complete.  God  wants  your  best  and 
that  best  is  yourself  and  all  that  you  are  and  all  that  you 
possess.  Otherwise  He  cannot  show  you  or  lead  you  into 
His  will  for  you. 

God  asks  every  man  to  give  to  Him  his  best.  You  can 
go  on  floundering  around  and  making  some  progress,  but 
God's  best  for  you  demands  your  best  for  Him.  Students 
of  God  in  all  ages  have  recognized  this  fact.  They  have 
also  understood  that  a  human  life  cannot  wholly  follow 
God  unless  all  the  holdings  of  that  life  are  consecrated 
to  Him. 

Let  us  think  of  the  story  of  Abraham  and  Isaac.    I  pre- 
sume that  Isaac  is  a  type  of  the  best,  for  surely  Abraham 
loved  that   little  son  of  his  better   than   anything   in   the 
world,  but  God  tested  him  out 
and    proved    that   obedience    to 
God    meant    more    than    Isaac 
whom  he  loved  so  dearly.     Be- 
cause of  this  Abraham  has  gone 
down  in  history  as  "the  father 
of  the  faithful." 

I  remember  very  well  one 
time  when  I  was  praying  for 
God  to  do  something  that  was 
very  vital  to  my  home,  that  I 
had  a  vision  and  I  saw  all  the 
family  seated  around  in  the 
room,"  but  one.  It  was  when  my 
youngest  daughter  was  small 
and  I  saw  her  little  red  chair 
was  vacant.  The  Lord  seemed  to 
impress  me  with  the  thought, 
"Would  you  give  her  up  in 
order  to  have  your  prayer  an- 
swered?" Oh,  how  very  difficult 
it  was  for  me  to  say  yes.  But  I 
fought  through  the  clouds  of 
opposition  until  I  could  say  it 
from  my  heart.  My  case  at 
this  time   was  like  Abraham's, 
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MEMORY    GEM 

You  can't  act  yesterday,  for  yesterdaj  is  gone.  You 
can't  act  tomorrow,  for  tomorrow  is  not  here.  The  only 
time   you   can    act    is   today.     Do   it.   then,    while   you    can 

do   it,    today,   TODAY.— Selected. 


A    PRAYER 

Dear  Father,  I  thank  Thee  that  1  have  a  work  to 
do  and  that  it  offers  me  the  opportunity  to  he  useful. 
Help  me  to  feel  that  work  is  something  more  than 
a  necessity  by  which  to  sain  a  livelihood,  and  help 
me  to  think  of  it  as  a  means  through  which  to  make 
a  life.  I  beseech  Thee  never  to  permit  me  to  regard 
what  I  do  as  of  little  consequence,  but  lead  me  to 
see  that  under  Thy  guidance  my  work  may  become  a 
rich   experience  of  comradeship   with   Thyself. 

Help  me  then,  O  (Jod,  to  take  up  the  tools  ol  m  \ 
appointed  calling  and  to  use  them  faithfully  for 
Thee.  Enable  me  to  express  myself  tj  Thy  praise 
and  to  the  well-being  of  my  fellow  men.  Should  the 
rewards  of  mj  labor  be  delayed  or  fall  below  my 
expectations,  compensate  mc  w.'th  the  thought  f  hat 
in  Thine  own  time  Thou   wilt   divide  t>>  each   his  due. 

Draw  nsar  to  these  ef  Thy  children  who  hive  n::t 
yet  found  the  work  of  Thy  choosing.  Help  them  to 
find  and  to  accept  it  with  grateful  hearts.  Make 
them  willing  to  do  Thy  will,  (irant  that  all  of  us 
may  be  workmen  that  need  not  be  ashamed.  In 
.lesus'    name.     Amen. 
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it  was  only  a  test,  for  He  did  not  take  her,  but  it  is  not  al- 
ways so.  Some  of  you  have  heard  me  tell  many  times  of 
God's  call  to  me  into  the  holiness  way  by  taking  from  us 
a  darling  little  son.  I  didn't  understand  how  to  say  yes  to 
God  then,  but  God  has  taught  me  how. 

Dear  ones,  as  you  ask  the  question,  "Lord,  what  wouldest 
thou  have  me  to  do?"  are  you  sure  you'd  be  willing  to  do 
anything  God  asks  of  you?  Many  people  think  when  they 
are  called  to  serve  God  that  they  must  preach.  Some  seem 
to  think  there  is  no  other  way  to  serve,  and  then  when 
they  find  they  are  not  qualified  to  preach  they  are  dis- 
couraged. There  are  scores  of  callings  besides  the  preach- 
ing of  the  gospel.  Let  me  put  it  this  way:  there  are 
scores  of  ways  to  preach  the  gospel  besides  standing  be- 
hind the  pulpit  or  on  the  street  corner.  In  every  calling 
of  life  you  can  preach  the  gospel.  Every  nook  and  corner 
of  our  world  needs  workers.  I  think  I  will  mention  some 
of  the  most  important  vocations. 

We  are  going  to  mention  the  field  of  Christian  education 
first.  In  this  field  there  are  many  different  kinds  of 
service.  Every  church  needs  workers  who  will  give  full 
time.  The  work  among  children  is  one  of  the  greatest 
needs,  that  of  gathering  the  children  together  for  training 
of  different  kinds.  Of  course,  the  majority  of  churches 
have  been  awakened  to  the  need  of  daily  vacation  Bible 
school,  but  two  weeks  each  year  is  not  enough.  A  program 
for  child  training  should  be  carried  on  in  every  church 
throughout  the  year.  Leaders  should  be  trained  who  can 
give  full  time  to  this  great  work.  We  will  not  be  able  to  go 
into  details  in  regard  to  these  different  callings,  but  as 
we  mention  them  perhaps  God  will  lay  the  burden  on  your 
heart  and  give  you  a  vision  of  what  He  would  have  you 
to  do. 

Leaders  should  be  trained  for  full-time  service  in  the 
young  people's  organizations,  and  these  trained  workers 
should  study  to  meet  the  needs  of  the  church  to  which 
they  are  assigned  as  special  workers.  I  have  been  associ- 
ated with  churches  where  workers  of  this  kind  were  em- 
ployed and  it  is  one  of  the  outstanding  vocations.  Many 
things  of  great  importance  can  be  worked  out  with  young' 
people  which  will  save  them  from  many  of  the  snares  and 

pitfalls  that  confront  them  to- 
day. Our  schools  should  have 
special  courses  for  training  of 
this  kind.  We  need  some  real 
teachers  called  of  God  and 
trained  for  that  work.  1  Cor. 
12:28-31.  We  have  preachers 
and  evangelists,  but  few  real 
teachers.  They  cannot  all  go 
away  to  school,  but  the  Y.P.E. 
should  have  some  one  to  lead 
out  in  a  study  program  at  home. 
I  live  near  a  church  where  al- 
most every  day  of  the  week 
there  is  some  group  there  being 
trained.  If  we  had  that,  along 
with  our  deep  spiritual  under- 
standing of  God's  Word,  and 
could  fill  the  minds  and  hearts 
of  our  young  people  with 
knowledge  of  the  Bible  and 
training  that  they  need,  oui 
young  people  would  not  "e 
straying  away  as  they  are. 
Boy  Scout  work  snoula  na^e 
(Continued  on  page  13» 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"Only  a  year  or  two  ago  the  world 
was  electrified  by  hearing  of  the 
formation  of  that  wonderful  Zionist 
movement.  How  it  has  spread  and 
grown!  And  how,  ever  since,  the  in- 
creasing thousands  have  been  flock- 
ing back  to  Palestine!  There  are  now 
nearly  three  times  the  number  of  Jews 
in  and  around  Jerusalem  that  there 
were  after  the  return  from  the  Baby- 
lonish captivity.  Agricultural  settle- 
ments are  extending  all  over  the  land. 
Vineyards  and  olive-grounds  are 
springing  up  everywhere. 

"Now  note  a  remarkable  fulfillment 
of  prophecy.  Turn  to  Isaiah  17:10, 11: 
'Therefore  shalt  thou  plant  pleasant 
plants,  and  shalt  set  it  with  strange 
slips.  In  the  day  thou  shalt  make  thy 
plant  to  grow,  and  in  the  morning 
shalt  thou  make  thy  seed  to  flourish; 
but  the  harvest  shall  be  a  heap  in  the 
day  of  grief  and  of  desperate  sorrow.' 

"In  the  early  months  of  eighteen 
ninety-four  the  Jews  ordered  two  mil- 
lion vine-slips  from  America,  which 
they  planted  in  Palestine.  There  is  the 
fulfillment  of  the  first  part  of  that 
prophecy,  and  if  we  are  justified  in  be- 
lieving, as  we  think  we  are,  that  the 
return  of  the  Lord  is  imminent,  then, 
as  the  tribulation  will  doubtless  im- 
mediately follow  that  return,  and  the 
taking  out  of  the  Church  from  the 
world,  then  the  great  gathering  in  of 
the  harvest  of  those  vines  will  be  in 
'the  day  of  grief  and  desperate  sor- 
row.' 

"Now,  let  me  read  to  you,  friends,  an 
extract  from  the  testimony  of  an  ex- 
pert, long  resident  in  Palestine: 

"  'There  is  not  the  shadow  of  a 
doubt,'  he  writes,  'as  to  the  entire 
changing  of  the  climate  of  the  land 
here  (Palestine) .  The  former  and  lat- 
ter rains  are  becoming  the  regular  or- 
der of  the  seasons,  and  this  is  doubt- 
less due  (physically,  I  mean)  to  the 
fact  that  the  new  colonists  are  plant- 
ing trees  everywhere  where  they  set- 
tle. The  land,  for  thousands  of  years, 
has  been  denuded  of  trees,  so  that 
there  was  nothing  to  attract  the 
clouds,  etc. 

"  'Comparing  the  rainfall  for  the 
last  five  years,  I  find  that  there  has 
been  about  as  much  rain  in  April  as 
in  March;  whereas,  comparing  five 
earlier  years,  from  1880-85,  I  find  that 
the  rainfall  in  April  was  considerably 
less  than  in  March,  and  if  we  go  back 
farther  still,  we  find  that  rain  in  April 
was  almost  unknown. 

"  'Thus  God  is  preparing  the  land 


for  the  people.  The  people,  too,  are 
being  prepared  for  the  land.  The  day 
is  fast  approaching  when  'the  Lord 
will  arise  and  have  mercy  upon  Zion.' 
"I  need  hardly,  I  think,  tell  you  what 
even  the  secular  press  has  been  giv- 
ing some  most  striking  articles  about 
quite  recently, — namely,  the  quiet 
preparation  on  the  part  of  the  Jews  of 
everything  for  the  rebuilding  of  the 
temple  at  Jerusalem. 

"I  see,  by  the  lighting  up  of  your 
faces,  that  you  are  familiar  with  the 
fact  that  gates,  pillars,  marbles,  orna- 
ments, and  all  else  requisite  for  the 
immediate  building  of  the  new  tem- 
ple are  practically  complete,  and  only 
await  the  evacuation  of  the  hideous 
Mohammedan,  with  all  his  abomina- 
tions, from  Jerusalem,  to  be  hurried  to 
the  site  of  the  old  temple,  and  to  be 
reared,  a  new  temple  to  Jehovah,  by 
the  Jew.  Any  day,  Turkey — 'the  sick 
man  of  the  East' — in  desperate  straits 
for  money,  may  sell  Palestine  to  the 
Jews. 

"The  Jews  are  to  return  to  their 
land  in  unbelief  of  Christ  being  the 
Messiah.  They  will  build  their  temple, 
reorganize  the  old  elaborate  services, 
the  lamb  will  be  slain  again  'between 
the  two  evenings,'  and — but  all  else 
of  this  time  belongs  to  another  ad- 
dress. What  we  have  to  see  this  after- 
noon is  that  the  fig  tree — the  Jewish 
nation — is  budding,  and  to  hear  Jesus 
Christ  saying  to  us,  'When  ye  see  all 
these  things,  know  that  He  is  near, 
even  at  the  doors.' 

"Another  sign  of  the  return  of  our 
Lord  is  to  be  the  world-wide  preaching 
of  the  gospel.  Now,  in  this  connection, 
let  me  give  a  word  of  correction  of  a 
common  error  on  this  point. 

"The  Bible  nowhere  gives  a  hint  that 
the  world  is  to  be  converted  before 
the  return  of  the  Lord  for  His  Church. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  world — the 
times — are  to  grow  worse  and  worse; 
more  polished,  more  cultured,  cleverer, 
better  educated,  yet  grosser  in  soul, 
falser  in  worship.  The  bulk  of  the 
Church  shall  have  the  form  of  godli- 
ness, but  deny  the  power. 

"Men  shall  be  'lovers  of  their  own 
selves' — who  can  deny  that  selfishness 
is  not  a  crowning  sin  of  this  age? — 
'covetous' — look  at  the  heaping  up  of 
riches,  at  the  cost  of  the  peace,  the 
honor,  the  very  blood  of  others, — 'in- 
continent'— the  increase  in  our  divorce 
court  cases  is  alarming,  disgusting, — 
'lovers  of  pleasure' — the  whole  nation 
has  run  mad  on  pleasures. 

"I  need  not  enlarge  further  on  this 
side  of  the  subject,  save  to  repeat  that 
the  Word  of  God  is  most  plain  and 
emphatic  on  this  point,  that  the  re- 
turn of  our  Lord  is  to  be  marked  by 
a  fearful  declension  from  vital  god- 
liness. But,  with  all  this,  there  is  to  be 
a  world-wide  proclamation  of  the 
truth  of  salvation  in  Jesus.  Not  neces- 
sarily that  every  individual  soul  shall 
hear  it,  but  that  all  nations,  etc.,  shall 
have  it  preached  to  them. 

"Now,  in  this  connection,  let  me 
mention  a  fact  that  has  deeply  im- 
pressed me.  It  is  this,  that  the  great- 
est reawakening  in  the  hearts  of  indi- 
vidual Christians  in  all  the  churches — 


England,  America,  the  Colonies— as 
testified  to  by  all  concerned,  agrees, 
in  time,  with  the  awakening  of  the 
Church  of  Christ  to  the  special  need 
of  intercession  for  foreign  missions — 
namely,  from  1873-75. 

"I  must  close  for  this  afternoon,  lest 
I  weary  you.  We  will,  God  willing, 
come  together  again  here  on  Tuesday 
at  the  same  hour,  and  I  pray  you  all 
to  be  much  in  prayer  for  blessing  on 
the  attempt  to  open  up  these  won- 
drous truths,  and  pray  also  that  the 
right  kind  of  people  may  be  gathered 
in.  Will  you  all  work  for  this,  as  well 
as  pray  for  it?  Invite  people  to  the 
meetings. 

"Do  any  of  you  know  any  editors 
of  a  daily  paper?  If  so,  write  to  such, 
draw  attention  to  these  expositions, 
urge  your  editors  to  come.  Oh,  if  only 
we  could  capture  the  daily  press!  What 
an  extended  pulpit,  what  a  far-reach- 
ing voice  would  our  subject  imme- 
diately possess! 

"I  don't  quite  know  how  far  I  ought 
to  go  on  this  line,  but  even  as  I  speak 
it  comes  to  me  to  ask  you  if  any  one 
here  present  is  acquainted  with  the 
evidently-gifted,  open-minded  editor 
of  'The  Courier.'  We  have  all,  of  course, 
been  struck  by  his  own  utterances 
from  the  'Prophet's  Chamber'  column. 
Oh,  that  he  could  be  captured  for 
Christ;  then  his  paper  would  doubtless 
be  a  clarion  for  his  Lord!" 

Tom  Hammond  turned  hot  and  cold. 
He  trusted  that  no  one  had  recognized 
him.  He  would  be  glad  to  get  away 
unrecognized.  Yet  he  was  not  offend- 
ed by  the  speaker's  personal  allusion  to 
him.  He  felt  that  the  major's  soul 
rang  true. 

"Before  I  close,"  the  major  went 
on,  "suffer  me  to  read  an  extract  from 
the  'Gentleman's  Magazine,'  of  the 
year  seventeen  hundred  and  fifty- 
nine: 

"  'Mr.  Urbana, — Reading  over  chap- 
ter eleven,  verse  two,  of  Revelation,  a 
thought  came  to  me  that  I  had  hit 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

The  young  lady  on  our  cover  page  is  Miss  Dorothy  Pullen, 
who  is  now  secretary  to  the  Mission  Secretary  at  the  Pub- 
lishing House.  From  what  I  know  of  Dorothy,  I  think  her 
desire  is  to  know  and  do  the  will  of  God  and  that  is  why 
we  chose  her  as  our  subject  for  this  issue.  She  is  the 
daughter  of  one  of  our  missionaries,  Rev.  and  Mrs.  Thomas 
Pullen.  Quiche,  Guatemala,  Central 
America,  and  was  born  in  a  foreign 
land. 

Our  picture  was  taken  at  the  beau- 
tiful Hardwick  farm  just  outside  of 
Cleveland  and  makes  a  wonderful 
background  for  the  thought  we 
want  to  emphasize  in  this  issue,  as 
it  shows  some  of  the  beautiful  handi- 
work of  God.  It  is  a  good  place  to 
ask,  "Lord,  what  would'st  Thou  have 
me  to  do?" 

I  imagine  I  can  hear  our  young 
people  everywhere  saying  as  they 
read  this,  "Yes,  that  is  what  I  want 
to  know.  The  question  is.  How  can 
I  know0"  May  I  give  you  this  illus- 
tration. I  have  a  chair  in  my  home  right  now  that  needs 
reupholstering.  Some  of  these  days  I  am  going  to  call  the 
upholsterer  and  ask  him  to  fix  it  for  me.  He  will  com? 
to  see  it,  and  the  first  thing  he'll  say  will  be,  "What 
would  you  have  me  to  do?"  Then  I'll  show  him  exactly 
what  I  want  done.  He'll  say,  "All  right,  just  turn  it  over 
to  me  and  I'll  fix  it  for  you."  "Oh  no,"  I  might  say,  "I 
can't  get  along  without  it  that  long."  Of  course,  he  would 
scon  tell  me  that  he  couldn't  do  anything  for  my  chair 
unless  I'd  turn  it  completely  over  into  his  hands.  I  am 
sure  you  see  my  point.  So  as  your  desire  reaches  out  after 
God's  will,  just  remember  He  can  do  nothing  for  you  until 
your  consecration  is  complete.  God  wants  your  best  and 
that  best  is  yourself  and  all  that  you  are  and  all  that  you 
possess.  Otherwise  He  cannot  show  you  or  lead  you  into 
His  will  for  you. 

God  asks  every  man  to  give  to  Him  his  best.  You  can 
go  on  floundering  around  and  making  some  progress,  but 
God's  best  for  you  demands  your  best  for  Him.  Students 
of  God  in  all  ages  have  recognized  this  fact.  They  have 
also  understood  that  a  human  life  cannot  wholly  follow 
God  unless  all  the  holdings  of  that  life  are  consecrated 
to  Him. 

Let  us  think  of  the  story  of  Abraham  and  Isaac.    I  pre- 
sume that  Isaac  is  a  type  of  the  best,  for  surely  Abraham 
loved  that   little  son  of  his  better   than   anything   in   the 
world,  but  God  tested  him  out 
and    proved    that   obedience    to 
God    meant    more    than    Isaac 
whom  he  loved  so  dearly.     Be- 
cause of  this  Abraham  has  gone 
down  in  history  as  "the  father 
of  the  faithful." 

I  remember  very  well  one 
time  when  I  was  praying  for 
God  to  do  something  that  was 
very  vital  to  my  home,  that  I 
had  a  vision  and  I  saw  all  the 
family  seated  around  in  the 
room,  but  one.  It  was  when  my 
youngest  daughter  was  small 
and  I  saw  her  little  red  chair 
was  vacant.  The  Lord  seemed  to 
impress  me  with  the  thought, 
"Would  you  give  her  up  in 
order  to  have  your  prayer  an- 
swered?" Oh,  how  very  difficult 
it  was  for  me  to  say  yes.  But  I 
fought  through  the  clouds  of 
opposition  until  I  could  say  it 
from  my  heart.  My  case  at 
this   time   was   like   Abraham's, 


MEMORY    GSM 

\  «.u  can't  act  yesterday,  for  yesterdaj  is  "one.  You 
can't  act  tomorrow,  for  tomorrow  is  not  here.  The  only 
time    you    can    act    is    today.     Do    it,    then,    while    yon    can 

do  it,   today,  TODAY.— Selected. 


A    PRAYER 


Dear  Father,  I  thank  Thee  that  I  have  a  work  to 
do  and  that  it  offers  me  the  opportunity  to  he  useful. 
Help  me  to  feel  that  work  is  something  more  than 
a  necessity  by  which  to  gain  a  livelihood,  and  help 
me  to  think  of  it  as  a  means  through  which  to  make 
a  life.  I  beseech  Thee  never  to  permit  me  to  regard 
what  I  do  as  of  little  consequence,  but  lead  me  to 
see  that  under  Thy  guidance  mj  work  may  become  a 
rich   experience  of  comradeship   with   Thyself. 

Help  me  then.  O  (led,  to  lake  up  the  tools  of  m\ 
appointed  calling  and  to  use  them  faithfully  for 
Thee.  Enable  me  to  express  myself  tj  Thy  praise 
ami  to  the  well-being  of  my  fellow  men.  Should  the 
rewards  of  my  labor  be  delayed  or  fall  below  my 
expectations,  compensate  me  w.'th  the  thought  ;hat 
in  Thine  own  time  Thou  wilt  divide  to  each  his  due. 

Draw  n;ar  to  those  cf  Thy  children  who  hue  n;:t 
yet  found  the  work  of  Thy  choosing.  Help  them  to 
find  and  to  accept  it  with  grateful  hearts.  Make 
them  willing  to  do  Thy  will,  (irant  that  all  of  US 
may  be  workmen  that  need  not  be  ashamed.  In 
Jesus'    name.     Amen. 


it  was  only  a  test,  for  He  did  not  take  her,  but  it  is  not  al- 
ways so.  Some  of  you  have  heard  me  tell  many  times  or 
God's  call  to  me  into  the  holiness  way  by  taking  from  us 
a  darling  little  son.  I  didn't  understand  how  to  say  yes  to 
God  then,  but  God  has  taught  me  how. 

Dear  ones,  as  you  ask  the  question,  "Lord,  what  wouldest 
thou  have  me  to  do?"  are  you  sure  you'd  be  willing  to  dc 
anything  God  asks  of  you0  Many  people  think  when  they 
are  called  to  serve  God  that  they  must  preach.  Some  seem 
to  think  there  is  no  other  way  to  serve,  and  then  when 
they  find  they  are  not  qualified  to  preach  they  are  dis- 
couraged. There  are  scores  of  callings  besides  the  preach- 
ing of  the  gospel.  Let  me  put  it  this  way:  there  are 
scores  of  ways  to  preach  the  gospel  besides  standing  be- 
hind the  pulpit  or  on  the  street  corner.  In  every  calling 
of  life  you  can  preach  the  gospel  Every  nook  and  corner 
of  our  world  needs  workers.  I  think  I  will  mention  some 
of  the  most  important  vocations. 

We  are  going  to  mention  the  field  of  Christian  education 
first.  In  this  field  there  are  many  different  kinds  of 
service.  Every  church  needs  workers  who  will  give  full 
time.  The  work  among  children  is  one  of  the  greatest 
needs,  that  of  gathering  the  children  together  for  training 
of  different  kinds.  Of  course,  the  majority  of  churches 
have  been  awakened  to  the  need  of  daily  vacation  Bible 
school,  but  two  weeks  each  year  is  not  enough.  A  program 
for  child  training  should  be  carried  on  in  every  church 
throughout  the  year.  Leaders  should  be  trained  who  can 
give  full  time  to  this  great  work.  We  will  not  be  able  to  go 
into  details  in  regard  to  these  different  callings,  but  as 
we  mention  them  perhaps  God  will  lay  the  burden  on  your 
heart  and  give  you  a  vision  of  what  He  would  have  you 
to  do. 

Leaders  should  be  trained  for  full-time  service  in  the 
young  people's  organizations,  and  these  trained  workers 
should  study  to  meet  the  needs  of  the  church  to  which 
they  are  assigned  as  special  workers.  I  have  been  associ- 
ated with  churches  where  workers  of  this  kind  were  em- 
ployed and  it  is  one  of  the  outstanding  vocations.  Many 
things  of  great  importance  can  be  worked  out  with  young 
people  which  will  save  them  from  many  of  the  snares  and 

pitfalls  that  confront  them  to- 
day. Our  schools  should  have 
special  courses  for  training  of 
this  kind.  We  need  some  real 
teachers  called  of  God  and 
trained  for  that  work.  1  Cor. 
12:28-31.  We  have  preachers 
and  evangelists,  but  few  real 
teachers.  They  cannot  all  go 
away  to  school,  but  the  Y.P.E. 
should  have  some  one  to  lead 
out  in  a  study  program  at  home. 
I  live  near  a  church  where  al- 
most every  day  of  the  week 
there  is  some  group  there  being 
trained.  If  we  had  that,  along 
with  our  deep  spiritual  under- 
standing of  God's  Word,  and 
could  fill  the  minds  and  hearts 
of  our  young  people  with 
knowledge  of  the  Bible  and 
training  that  they  need,  our 
young  people  would  not  ®e 
straying  away  as  they  are. 
Boy  Scout  work  suoui-t  nave 
(Continued  on  page  13' 
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In  the  Twinkling 

an  Eye 


By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell   Company) 


**************************** 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"Only  a  year  or  two  ago  the  world 
was  electrified  by  hearing  of  the 
formation  of  that  wonderful  Zionist 
movement.  How  it  has  spread  and 
grown!  And  how,  ever  since,  the  in- 
creasing thousands  have  been  flock- 
ing back  to  Palestine!  There  are  now 
nearly  three  times  the  number  of  Jews 
in  and  around  Jerusalem  that  there 
were  after  the  return  from  the  Baby- 
lonish captivity.  Agricultural  settle- 
ments are  extending  all  over  the  land. 
Vineyards  and  olive-grounds  are 
springing  up  everywhere. 

"Now  note  a  remarkable  fulfillment 
of  prophecy.  Turn  to  Isaiah  17:10,11: 
'Therefore  shalt  thou  plant  pleasant 
plants,  and  shalt  set  it  with  strange 
slips.  In  the  day  thou  shalt  make  thy 
plant  to  grow,  and  in  the  morning 
shalt  thou  make  thy  seed  to  flourish; 
but  the  harvest  shall  be  a  heap  in  the 
day  of  grief  and  of  desperate  sorrow.' 

"In  the  early  months  of  eighteen 
ninety-four  the  Jews  ordered  two  mil- 
lion vine-slips  from  America,  which 
they  planted  in  Palestine.  There  is  the 
fulfillment  of  the  first  part  of  that 
prophecy,  and  if  we  are  justified  in  be- 
lieving, as  we  think  we  are,  that  the 
return  of  the  Lord  is  imminent,  then, 
as  the  tribulation  will  doubtless  im- 
mediately follow  that  return,  and  the 
taking  out  of  the  Church  from  the 
world,  then  the  great  gathering  in  of 
the  harvest  of  those  vines  will  be  in 
'the  day  of  grief  and  desperate  sor- 
row.' 

"Now,  let  me  read  to  you,  friends,  an 
extract  from  the  testimony  of  an  ex- 
pert, long  resident  in  Palestine: 

"  'There  is  not  the  shadow  of  a 
doubt,'  he  writes,  'as  to  the  entire 
changing  of  the  climate  of  the  land 
here  (Palestine) .  The  former  and  lat- 
ter rains  are  becoming  the  regular  or- 
der of  the  seasons,  and  this  is  doubt- 
less due  (physically,  I  mean)  to  the 
fact  that  the  new  colonists  are  plant- 
ing trees  everywhere  where  they  set- 
tle. The  land,  for  thousands  of  years, 
has  been  denuded  of  trees,  so  that 
there  was  nothing  to  attract  the 
clouds,  etc. 

"  'Comparing  the  rainfall  for  the 
last  five  years,  I  find  that  there  has 
been  about  as  much  rain  in  April  as 
in  March;  whereas,  comparing  five 
earlier  years,  from  1880-85,  I  find  that 
the  rainfall  in  April  was  considerably 
less  than  in  March,  and  if  we  go  back 
farther  still,  we  find  that  rain  in  April 
was  almost  unknown. 

"  'Thus  God  is  preparing  the  land 


for  the  people.  The  people,  too,  are 
being  prepared  for  the  land.  The  day 
is  fast  approaching  when  'the  Lord 
will  arise  and  have  mercy  upon  Zion.' 

"I  need  hardly,  I  think,  tell  you  what 
even  the  secular  press  has  been  giv- 
ing some  most  striking  articles  about 
quite  recently, — namely,  the  quiet 
preparation  on  the  part  of  the  Jews  of 
everything  for  the  rebuilding  of  the 
temple  at  Jerusalem. 

"I  see,  by  the  lighting  up  of  your 
faces,  that  you  are  familiar  with  the 
fact  that  gates,  pillars,  marbles,  orna- 
ments, and  all  else  requisite  for  the 
immediate  building  of  the  new  tem- 
ple are  practically  complete,  and  only 
await  the  evacuation  of  the  hideous 
Mohammedan,  with  all  his  abomina- 
tions, from  Jerusalem,  to  be  hurried  to 
the  site  of  the  old  temple,  and  to  be 
reared,  a  new  temple  to  Jehovah,  by 
the  Jew.  Any  day,  Turkey — 'the  sick 
man  of  the  East' — in  desperate  straits 
for  money,  may  sell  Palestine  to  the 
Jews. 

"The  Jews  are  to  return  to  their 
land  in  unbelief  of  Christ  being  the 
Messiah.  They  will  build  their  temple, 
reorganize  the  old  elaborate  services, 
the  lamb  will  be  slain  again  'between 
the  two  evenings,'  and — but  all  else 
of  this  time  belongs  to  another  ad- 
dress. What  we  have  to  see  this  after- 
noon is  that  the  fig  tree — the  Jewish 
nation — is  budding,  and  to  hear  Jesus 
Christ  saying  to  us,  'When  ye  see  all 
these  things,  know  that  He  is  near, 
even  at  the  doors.' 

"Another  sign  of  the  return  of  our 
Lord  is  to  be  the  world-wide  preaching 
of  the  gospel.  Now,  in  this  connection, 
let  me  give  a  word  of  correction  of  a 
common  error  on  this  point. 

"The  Bible  nowhere  gives  a  hint  that 
the  world  is  to  be  converted  before 
the  return  of  the  Lord  for  His  Church. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  world — the 
times — are  to  grow  worse  and  worse; 
more  polished,  more  cultured,  cleverer, 
better  educated,  yet  grosser  in  soul, 
falser  in  worship.  The  bulk  of  the 
Church  shall  have  the  form  of  godli- 
ness, but  deny  the  power. 

"Men  shall  be  'lovers  of  their  own 
selves' — who  can  deny  that  selfishness 
is  not  a  crowning  sin  of  this  age? — 
'covetous' — look  at  the  heaping  up  of 
riches,  at  the  cost  of  the  peace,  the 
honor,  the  very  blood  of  others, — 'in- 
continent'— the  increase  in  our  divorce 
court  cases  is  alarming,  disgusting, — 
'lovers  of  pleasure' — the  whole  nation 
has  run  mad  on  pleasures. 

"I  need  not  enlarge  further  on  this 
side  of  the  subject,  save  to  repeat  that 
the  Word  of  God  is  most  plain  and 
emphatic  on  this  point,  that  the  re- 
turn of  our  Lord  is  to  be  marked  by 
a  fearful  declension  from  vital  god- 
liness. But,  with  all  this,  there  is  to  be 
a  world-wide  proclamation  of  the 
truth  of  salvation  in  Jesus.  Not  neces- 
sarily that  every  individual  soul  shall 
hear  it,  but  that  all  nations,  etc.,  shall 
have  it  preached  to  them. 

"Now,  in  this  connection,  let  me 
mention  a  fact  that  has  deeply  im- 
pressed me.  It  is  this,  that  the  great- 
est reawakening  in  the  hearts  of  indi- 
vidual Christians  in  all  the  churches — 


England,  America,  the  Colonies— as 
testified  to  by  all  concerned,  agrees, 
in  time,  with  the  awakening  of  the 
Church  of  Christ  to  the  special  need 
of  intercession  for  foreign  missions — 
namely,  from  1873-75. 

"I  must  close  for  this  afternoon,  lest 
I  weary  you.  We  will,  God  willing, 
come  together  again  here  on  Tuesday 
at  the  same  hour,  and  I  pray  you  all 
to  be  much  in  prayer  for  blessing  on 
the  attempt  to  open  up  these  won- 
drous truths,  and  pray  also  that  the 
right  kind  of  people  may  be  gathered 
in.  Will  you  all  work  for  this,  as  well 
as  pray  for  it?  Invite  people  to  the 
meetings. 

"Do  any  of  you  know  any  editors 
of  a  daily  paper?  If  so,  write  to  such, 
draw  attention  to  these  expositions, 
urge  your  editors  to  come.  Oh,  if  only 
we  could  capture  the  daily  press!  What 
an  extended  pulpit,  what  a  far-reach- 
ing voice  would  our  subject  imme- 
diately possess! 

"I  don't  quite  know  how  far  I  ought 
to  go  on  this  line,  but  even  as  I  speak 
it  comes  to  me  to  ask  you  if  any  one 
here  present  is  acquainted  with  the 
evidently-gifted,  open-minded  editor 
of  'The  Courier.'  We  have  all,  of  course, 
been  struck  by  his  own  utterances 
from  the  'Prophet's  Chamber'  column. 
Oh,  that  he  could  be  captured  for 
Christ;  then  his  paper  would  doubtless 
be  a  clarion  for  his  Lord!" 

Tom  Hammond  turned  hot  and  cold. 
He  trusted  that  no  one  had  recognized 
him.  He  would  be  glad  to  get  away 
unrecognized.  Yet  he  was  not  offend- 
ed by  the  speaker's  personal  allusion  to 
him.  He  felt  that  the  major's  soul 
rang  true. 

"Before  I  close,"  the  major  went 
on,  "suffer  me  to  read  an  extract  from 
the  'Gentleman's  Magazine,'  of  the 
year  seventeen  hundred  and  fifty- 
nine: 

"  'Mr.  Urbana, — Reading  over  chap- 
ter eleven,  verse  two,  of  Revelation,  a 
thought  came  to  me  that  I  had  hit 
(Continued  on  page  17) 
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"THINK   IT   NOT  STRANGE" 

Lillian  Strauser  Norton 

A  sculptor  was  once  working  on  a 
piece  of  alabaster  when  he  discovered 
an  ugly  brown  stain  running  through 
it.  Feeling  that  everything  was  ruined, 
he  was  about  to  discard  it  as  useless 
when  an  inspired  idea  came  to  him 
and  he  decided  to  utilize  that  stain  by 
making  it  for  a  mantle  of  tiger  skin 
covering  the  figure  he  was  sculptor- 
ing.  The  result  was  artistry. 

In  just  such  an  amazing  manner, 
God  can  take  our  limitations  and  im- 
perfections and  make  use  of 
them  in  molding  character  of 
rare  beauty,  if  we  but  allow 
Him  to  have  His  way.  No 
doubt  the  sculptor  had  to  ex- 
ercise great  care  and  skill — 
greater  than  he  had  been  ex- 
ercising in  his  usual  work — to 
transform  that  ugly  blemish 
into  an  adorning  feature.  Just 
so,  the  refining  process  in  a 
human  life  is  a  long  and  ardu- 
ous one.  But  it  seems  to  be  a 
law  of  nature  that  the  rarest 
and  loveliest  things  are  prod- 
ucts of  the  greatest  suffering 
and  sacrifice. 

The  classic  example  of  all 
time  is,  of  course,  Christ's 
death  on  the  Cross,  that  we 
might  have  glorious  eternal 
life. 

We  have  only  to  look  about 
us  each  day  to  see  the  proof 
of  this  theory  of  transforma- 
tion in  God's  great  handiwork, 
nature.  A  gardener  cuts  away 
many  promising  buds  from  his 
flowers  in  order  that  the  re- 
maining ones  come  out  in 
more  wondrous  beauty.  In 
like  manner,  adversity  takes 
away  much  that  we  feel  essential  to 
our  happiness  and  well-being,  until 
we  find  that  these  deprivations  have 
deepened  our  dependence  on  the 
Father,  and  have  opened  up  a  vast 
new  vista  of  endeavor.  Antoinette 
Wilson  has  written  a  touching  little 
poem  called  "Standing  at  Wit's  End 
Corner"  which  expresses  something 
of  the  turmoil  that  follows  adversity, 
and  the  feeling  of  weakness  and  in- 
ability beside: 

"Are   you   standing   at   'Wit's   End 
Corner'? 
Your  work  before  you  spread, 

All   lying   begun,   unfinished, 

And  pressing  on  heart  and  head, 

Longing  for  strength  to  do  it, 

Stretching  out  trembling  hands? 

Remember — at  'Wit's  End   Corner' 
The    Burden-bearer   stands. 

"Are  you   standing  at   'Wit's    End 
Corner'? 
Then  you're  just  in  the  very  spot 

To  learn  the  wondrous  resources 
Of  Him  who  faileth  not." 


Some  of  the  most  expensive  per- 
fume contains  ambergris.  This  sub- 
stance is  worth  its  weight  in  gold. 
Why?  Because  it  was  formed  in  agony. 
The  sperm  whale  eats  many  cuttlefish 
whose  sharp  beaks  escape  being 
crushed  by  the  whale's  large  teeth. 
When  these  beaks  reach  the  intestines 
of  the  whale,  their  sharp  points 
wound  the  inside  walls.  Abscesses  re- 
sult which  in  turn  develop  matter 
that  entirely  envelops  these  beaks. 
This  matter  is  called  ambergris,  one 
ounce  of  which  may  bring  as  much  as 
forty  dollars. 


^ 


V, 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 

For  I,  the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee.'* 

Isaiah  432. 4H3 
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KEEP   HOLDING   ON 

"Keep  holding  on,  just  one  more  hour 
May  bring  to  thee  the  promised  power; 

Keep  holding  on,  thy   Lord  doth  care, 
He'll  not  forget  to  answer  prayer. 

"Keep  holding  on,  Christ  knows  thy  need, 
He   doth    the   hungry    sparrows    feed; 

Keep  holding  on,  He'll  hear  thy  cry. 
The  Lord  is  watching  from  on  high. 

"Keep   holding   on,   no   hand    but   thine 
Can  break  thy  hold  on  Christ  Divine; 

Keep  holding  on  and  Christ  to  thee 
Will   send    at   last   the   victory. 

"Keep  holding  on  unto  the  end. 

For  near  at  hand  is  Christ  thy  Friend; 

Keep  holding  on  till  heaven's  light 
Shall  take  the  place  of  earthly  night. 

"Keep  holding  on,  keep  holding  on, 
The  victory  will  soon  be  won; 

The  longest  day  will  soon  be  gone, 
Keep  holding  on,  keep   holding  on." 

— Selected. 


We  read  in  the  parable  found  in 
Matthew  that  the  merchantman  was 
willing  to  sell  all  that  he  had  in  order 
to  buy  just  one  pearl  that  he  desired. 
Why  was  a  pearl  used  as  an  illustra- 
tion? Because  it  is  of  great  value. 
And  why  this  value?  Because  of  its 
great  beauty  which  came  about 
through  suffering.  A  tiny  piece  of  grit 
finds  its  way  into  the  shell  of  an 
oyster.  To  alleviate  the  resulting  pain- 
ful irritation,  the  oyster  coats  the 
foreign  substance  with  its  own  exuda- 
tion, until  a  pearl  is  formed. 
Often  we  are  at  a  loss  to  under- 
stand why  God  takes  from  us 
some  particular  talent  or  abil- 
ity. Is  it  not  because  we  have 
taken  that  talent  or  ability  so 
much  for  granted  that  we 
have  failed  to  make  proper 
use  of  it?  Today,  we  have  a 
healthy  body — the  potential, 
physical  structure  with  which 
we  could  more  easily  carry  or. 
a  life  of  service.  But  we  failec 
to  use  those  arms  and  legs  anc 
that  perfect  vision  to  the  glory 
of  God.  Suddenly,  we  find 
ourselves  maimed  or  blind  and 
everything  seems  hopeless  and 
chaotic.  How  much  better 
had  we  been  duly  grateful  for 
what  we  possessed,  and  used 
it  accordingly!  Janie  Alford 
has  written: 

"But  I  am  grateful,  Lord, 
Because  my  meager  loaf  I  may 

divide; 
For  that  my  busy  hands 
May    move    to    meet    another's 

need; 
Because  my  doubled  strength 
I  may  expend  to  steady  one  who 

faints. 
Yes,    for    all    these    do    I    give 
thanks! 

"For  heart  to  share,  desire  to  bear, 
And  will  to  lift, 

Flamed  into  one  by  deathless  Love — 
Thanks  be  to  God  for  this! 
Unspeakable!    His  Gift!" 

Perhaps  we  could  sing  with  voice 
that  could  stir  our  listeners  and  in- 
spire them  to  higher  things.  But  the 
only  songs  we  sang  were  worldly  or 
even  degrading  ones.  That  voice  has 
become  harsh  and  husky.  Gone  are 
those  sympathetic  vibrations  and 
that  tender  quality  so  needful  to 
produce  lovely  tone.  We  bemoan  the 
loss,  and,  if  understanding  accom- 
panies it,  we  realize  for  the  first  time 
that  the  ability  we  had  at  first  was 
God-given  and  meant  for  His  use. 
But  we  were  warned  of  this  depriva- 
tion in  the  15th  chapter  of  John 
where  we  read,  "Every  branch  in  me 
that  beareth  not  fruit  he  taketh 
away:  and  every  branch  that  bear- 
eth fruit,  he  purgeth  it,  that  it  may 
(Continued  on  page  15) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Wooing  an 


By  Raymond  M.  Veh 


Of  all  the  questions  asked  in  youth 
conferences,  there  is  perhaps  none 
spoken  so  in  jest,  yet  asked  in  such 
seriousness,  as  "How  can  I  find,  woo, 
and  win  my  life's  partner?" 

We  confess  always  that  we  have  no 
"never  fail  solution"  to  offer  for  this 
problem.  Even  Solomon,  the  wisest  of 
all  men,  included  in  his  list  of  things 
too  wonderful  for  him  to  know,  this 
thing  of  "the  way  of  a  man  with  a 
maid."   And  we  are  no  Solomon! 

On  the  other  hand,  anyone  who  has 
watched  this  miracle  repeatedly  per- 
formed by  God  in  the  lives  of  fine 
young  men  and  young  women  know 
that  there  are  some  basic  premarriage 
principles  governing  the  success  of  all 
partnerships  thus  formed.  Let  us  look 
at  a  number  of  them. 

We  suggest  as  the  first  step  the 
seeking  of  guidance  from  God.  Com- 
mune with  Him,  search  your  heart  and 
discipline  yourself  until  you  are  will- 
ing to  say,  "Thy  will  be  done"— wheth- 
er it  means  being  an  old  maid,  marry- 
ing a  man  in  any  profession,  or  giv- 
ing up  someone  who  is  very  dear  to 
you  "God  has  for  His  own  the  best. 
To  those  who  choose  it  not  He  gives 
His  second  best." 

Let  Christ  guide  you  as  you  seek  true 
love,  lead  you  as  you  face  its  privi- 
leges and  responsibilities,  and  share 
with  you  its  deep  and  abiding  joys. 
Then  you  will  know  that  there  has 
come  to  you  the  love  God  meant — 
Christian  love  at  its  best. 

You  must  not  overlook  or  under- 
estimate the  spiritual  element  that 
gives  love  its  staying  power  and  its 
unselfishness  and  joy  in  sacrifice.  Such 
love  is  born  of  God  and  those  who 
truly  love  are  confident  that  God  has 
brought  them  together  and  shares  in 
the  whole  experience  with  them.  Such 
a  sense  of  partnership  with  God  in 
love  hallows  every  human  relationship 
and  makes  the  new  home  a  radiant 
center  of  his  life  and  spirit.  "If  we 
love  one  another,  God  dwelleth  in  us, 
and  his  love  is  perfected  in  us." 

We  suggest  setting  up  some  ideals 
and  standards  required  of  your  life 
mate.  The  matters  of  blond  or  brunet, 
rich  or  poor,  tall  or  short  are  not  so 
important.  The  matters  of  Christian 
or  non-Christian,  drinker  or  non- 
drinker,  honorable  or  dishonorable,  are 
most  important.  It  is  desirable  that 
partners  have  the  same  church  af- 
filiation, more  or  less  equal  education, 
and  like  interests. 

Burgess  and  Cottrell,  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Chicago,  found  that  couples 
who  were  married  by  justices  of  the 
peace  are  below  zero  in  their  average 
happiness— they  tend  to  be  more  un- 
happy than  happy.  But  couples  mar- 
ried by  ministers,  priests,  or  rabbis  are 
happier  than  average  in  their  mar- 
riage. If  the  husband  stopped  attend- 
ing Sunday  School  before  the  age  of 
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eleven  the  couple  is  about  one-tenth 
as  happy  as  the  average;  if  he  con- 
tinued attending  Sunday  School  be- 
yond the  age  of  nineteen,  and  if  he 
attended  church  two  or  three  times  a 
month,  the  couple  is  about  50  per  cent 
happier  than  the  average  couple.  Oth- 
er statistics  confirm  the  same  con- 
clusion: being  interested  in  religion 
tends  to  go  with  happiness;  being  in- 
different or  antagonistic  to  religion 
tends  to  go  with  unhappiness.  The 
findings  of  various  scientists  confirm 
each  other  on  that  point. 

Physical  fitness,  based  on  good 
health  habits  and  temperate  living; 
mental  fitness,  based  on  education, 
alertness  and  experience;  and  spirit- 
ual fitness,  based  on  consecration, 
church  loyalty  and  daily  devotions  are 
invaluable  assets  in  successful  court- 
ship and  marriage. 

There  is  and  must  be  physical  at- 
traction between  lovers,  for  that  is 
part  of  the  Creator's  plan.  True  love 
is  a  deep  and  stirring  emotional  ex- 
perience, providing  the  dynamic  that 
will  carry  the  two  through  every  test 
of  life.  There  is  a  mental  element  in 
complete  love,  a  matching  of  minds, 
complementary  characteristics  and 
ideals  that  round  out  each  other's 
lives,  and  a  growing  wealth  of  com- 
mon interests  and  ideals. 

When  you  think  you  have  found 
"the  one"  do  not  cheapen  yourself  by 
promiscuous  petting,  by  running  after 
your  choice,  or  by  publicly  advertising 
the  success  of  your  campaign.  These 
have  never  helped  a  courtship. 

There  are  many  dangers  involved  in 
petting.  If  "the  one"  proves  to  be  "the 
wrong  one"  you  have  given  away,  and 


SHE'S  SEYEMTEEN  TODAY 
Kathryn  Blackburn  Peck 

She's  seventeen  today,  dear  God, 
And  in  her  eyes  there  gleams 

The  light  of  dawning  womanhood— 
The  birth. of  lovely  dreams. 

Just  seventeen  today,  dear  God, 

And  sighing  joyously, 
She  whispers,  "Life  is  challenging 

And  wonderful  to  me!" 

She's  seventeen  today,  dear  God, 
And  with  no  thought  of  fears, 

She  reaches  out  for  all  life  holds 
Of  laughter  and  of  tears. 

Just  seventeen  today,  dear  God! 

Keep  her  as  brave,  I  pray, 
Along  life's  mystic,  winding  road, 

As  she  is  brave  today. 

May  years  implant  upon  her  brow 
That  pure  and  priceless  gem, 

The  crown  of  righteous  womanhood — 
Life's  brightest  diadem. 


therefore  cheapened,  something  dear 
and  precious  that  rightfully  belonged 
to  another.  You  do  not  have  to  do 
that  to  discover  the  right  one.  If  this 
is  the  right  one,  you  run  the  risk  of 
becoming  too  common  and  familiar 
in  his  sight,  of  staining  a  beautiful 
courtship  with  experiences  you  may 
live  to  regret,  or  of  robbing  the  antic- 
ipated marriage  of  some  of  its 
sublimity. 

The  give  and  take  of  courtship 
should  be  at  least  a  fifty-fifty  affair 
as  far  as  the  girl  is  concerned.  Unless 
the  man  of  your  choice  is  unusually 
shy  and  backward,  he  should  be  al- 
lowed to  do  the  pursuing  and  be  ex- 
pected to  meet  you  more  than  half 
way  in  making  dates,  presenting  gifts, 
and  "pressing  the  suit." 

Be  sure  you  are  in  love.  There  must 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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ANONYMOUS 


"Can  two  walk  together,  except  they 
be  agreed?" 

Stop  and  think!  Do  you  expect  to  be 
a  Christian?  Are  you  a  Christian 
now?  What  do  you  think  the  marriage 
you  contemplate  will  add  to  your  pos- 
sible usefulness  as  a  Christian? 

This  message  is  a  personal  one.  If 
the  nature  of  things  di'd  not  demand 
reserve  as  far  as  the  outspoken  ex- 
pression of  my  feeling  on  this  subject 
is  concerned,  I  should  love  to  take 
groups  of  young  people  and  analyze 
the  reason  that  we  should  not  be  "un- 
equally yoked  together  with  unbeliev- 
ers" (cf.  2  Cor.  6: 14) .  This  could  not  be 
done  because  I  have  a  dear  husband 
who  would  give  his  life  for  me  and 
who  is  the  kindest,  most  thoughtful 
of  men.  It  would  break  his  heart  to 
have  me  express  to  any  one  that  there 
is  anything  lacking  in  our  marriage. 

It  was  the  most  unkind  thing  I 
could  have  done  to  him  to  marry  him. 
Had  I  been  living  in  communion  with 
the  Lord  when  I  met  him,  I  would 
have  limited  my  acquaintance  to  a 
helpful  friendship.  But  I  had  allowed 
a  bitterness  to  creep  in  and  rob  me  of 
my  fellowship  with  Christ.  I  had  to 
find  my  way  back  to  the  cross  where 
joy  and  peace  abide.  This  I  have  done, 
and  the  mercy  that  has  received  me 
into  service  again  is  beyond  my  com- 
prehension. 

BEGINNING  ON  A  WRONG 
FOUNDATION 

How  subtle  are  the  wiles  of  Satan, 
that  archenemy!  He  made  someone 
care  for  me  and  me  care  for  him — 
one  who  knew  the  things  of  grace 
enough  to  converse  and  to  sense  what 
would  offend  my  sensibility.  But  to 
know  saving  grace  and  place  God 
first  in  a  life  is  a  far  different  mat- 
ter. 

I  was  not  an  outspoken  sinner  at 
that  time.  The  world  looked  upon  me 
as  a  Christian.  I  knew  in  myself  that 
I  was  not  living  a  Spirit-guided  life. 
It  was  then  I  gave  myself  in  marriage 
to  my  unselfish  husband.  When  he 
had  learned  to  love  me,  it  seemed  to 
me  most  cruel  to  break  our  engage- 
ment, although  I  did  attempt  to, 
knowing  our  marriage  hardly  could 
be  blessed  of  the  Lord.  When  I  saw 
the  pain  this  effort  caused,  I  seemed 
like  a  criminal  to  have  awakened  so 
deep  a  love  then  to  refuse  to  give  it 
the  natural  culmination. 

I  told  my  fiance  how  I  felt 
about  it,  and  he  insisted  that  not  one 
bit  of  religious  freedom  should  be 
taken  from  me  in  out  marriage.  I 
mentioned  that  we  had  always  had 
family  worship  in  our  home  and  that 
I  was  used  to  asking  the  blessing  on 
my  food  audibly  at  home.  I  added  that 
these  things  I  felt  were  part  of  a 
Christian  home  which  I  would  miss 
and  would  feel  wrong  in  omitting. 
Had  he  been  a  blood-washed  Chris- 
tian,  I  would  never  have  needed  to 


urge  for  those  matters.  They  simply 
would  be  understood.  Tithing  was  a 
habit  from  my  earliest  childhood,  and 
as  I  wanted  to  be  sure  I  should  not 
have  that  question  to  settle  after  our 
marriage,  we  talked  it  over  very  free- 
ly. 

HOW  IT  HAS  WORKED  OUT 
All  this  was  agreed  upon,  and  I 
thought  that  my  future  husband  was 
very  near  to  saving  grace.  The  fact 
was  he  was  very  much  in  love  with 
me  and  was  willing  to  make  any  con- 
cession necessary  to  keep  me  for  him- 
self. I  wonder  now  sometimes  whether 
he  was  fully  conscious  of  the  things 
he  assented  to  then,  not  knowing  how 
vital  they  were  to  me.  Oh,  I  wonder 
whether  he  realized,  but  just  thought 
I  could  be  talked  out  of  those  observ- 
ances when  I  saw  how  devoted  he 
would  be  in  other  things.  At  any  rate, 
when  it  came  to  the  actual  doing  of 
those  things,  I  was  conscious  that 
these  practices  looked  foolish  to  him. 
The  tithe  not  only  looked  foolish;  it 
was  an  outrage  to  expect  a  person 
who  had  to  work  hard  for  an  income 
to  give  one-tenth  of  it  away.  Now  it 
was  different.  We  were  married  and 
building  up  our  home.  The  people  I 
enjoyed  were  distasteful  to  my  hus- 
band, and  my  convictions  were  so 
strong  on  many  subjects  that  I  could 
go  only  part  way  in  friendship  with 
people  with  whom  he  would  have  en- 
joyed cultivating  a  friendship. 


I  go  to  church  most  of  the  time 
alone,  and  he  finds  an  excuse  to  stay 
at  home  or  to  do  something  else.  Not 
always;  he  often  goes  with  me,  but  I 
know  it  is  a  concession.  If  there  is  no 
seemingly  good  reason  that  he  should 
not  go,  he 'usually  will  attend,  but  I 
know  it  is  only  because  he  wants  to 
please  me.  When  we  come  home,  per- 
haps the  service  has  been  one  of  deep 
inspiration,  although  not  of  an  es- 
pecially intellectual  tone.  I  have  been 
blessed;  he  has  been  bored.  And  I 
wonder  whether  he  will  resent  going 
the  next  time. 

The  matter  of  family  worship  has 
been  indeed  one  of  delicacy.  It  was 
hard  to  have  to  take  the  lead.  My 
father  had  always  done  that.  But  that 
was  nothing  to  seeing  my  husband 
smile  an  apology  when  an  unsaved 
friend  was  present  overnight  one 
time.  I  was  so  heartsick  then  and 
many  times  that  finally  I  decided  to 
have  my  devotions  alone  and  to  allow 
him  to  decide  on  his  own  relationship 
with  the  Lord.  I  thought  I  just  would 
not  mention  anything  religious  to 
him.  This  I  tried  and  found  there  was 
not  balm  to  heal  when  the  tests  came 
I  could  not  keep  my  own  nerves  i„ 
control,  and  his  temper  became 
cruel.  We  both  acknowledged  that  we 
had  to  have  help  from  the  Lord  to 
make  our  home  life  run  smoothly. 
While  I  have  to  take  the  responsibility 
for  it,  there  now  never  seems  to  be  a 
resentment  to  the  family  worship  or 
the  grace  at  meals.  But  I  know  of  no 
words  to  express  how  I  long  to  feel 
that  my  husband  and  I  am  one  in  our 

(Continued  on  page  13) 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Now,  Sister  Harrison,  I  am  in  need 
of  help.  From  the  time  I  was  about 
ten  or  twelve  years  old  I  began  to 
search  for  something  to  satisfy  my 
hungry  heart.  I  spent  many  sleepless 
hours  up  until  the  time  I  married  at 
the  age  of  sixteen,  then  I  drifted  off 
only  when  I  could  get  my  husband  to 
go  to  service  with  me.  But  he  wouldn't 
agree  for  me  to  go  to  the  altar  and 
I  didn't  know  how  to  get  to  the  Lord, 
so  I  drifted  along  under  conviction  so 
strong  at  times  until  it  seemed  almost 
unbearable.  Then  some  time  after  we 
were  married  a  little  child  came  to 
live  with  us  and  in  thirteen  months 
another  one;  so  my  time  was  pretty 
well  occupied  until  late  in  the  sum- 
mer. That  year  my  load  got  so  heavy, 
but  no  chance  to  go  to  church.  I  would 
wake  my  companion  up  at  night  pray- 
ing, but  I  didn't  know  how  to  accept 
the  Lord,  didn't  know  scarcely  any- 
thing about  the  holiness  church  at 
that  time.  One  child  after  another 
came  to  live  with  us  until  we  have 
a  large  family.  I  was  under  conviction 
so  much  that  it  seemed  I  couldn't  live. 
I  would  walk  the  floor  and  cry  and 
pray. 

Later  we  moved  near  a  holiness 
church  and  I  began  attending.  I  would 
go  to  the  altar  when  I  got  a  chance 


and  finally  I  got  into  a  revival  meet- 
ing and  the  Lord  wonderfully  saved 
and  sanctified  me.  My  companion 
fought  so  hard,  which  hindered  me  in 
going  on  through  to  the  baptism  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  Although  I  have  felt 
God's  great  power  many  times,  my 
heart  has  never  been  satisfied.  I  want 
you  to  pray  for  me  that  I  can  and 
will  surrender  my  all  to  Him.  Oh,  that 
I  can  be  a  real  mother  to  my  children! 
I  love  God's  people  and  want  my  lot 
with  them,  so  please  pray  for  me  as 
I  pray,  and  pray  for  my  home,  my 
complete  household  to  be  saved.  So 
good-bye.  —  Lovingly,  (name  with- 
held) . 

NOTE:  Poor  little  mother,  married 
at  sixteen  out  of  the  will  of  God,  ac- 
cording to  God's  Word,  "Be  ye  not  un- 
equally yoked  together  with  unbeliev- 
ers: for  what  fellowship  hath  right- 
eousness with  unrighteousness?  and 
what  communion  hath  light  with 
darkness?"  The  question  often  comes 
to  me,  "What  can  I  do  about  it?"  My 
dear  child,  there  is  nothing  to  do  but 
trust  God  to  work  things  out  for  you 
the  best  He  can.  Perhaps  He  can  yet 
save  your  husband,  but  you  have  al- 
ready wasted  so  many  years.  Your 
children  have  been  deprived  of  a  hap- 
py, united  home,  and  may  go  astray 
because  of  it.  We  are  praying  for 
you. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


"ALL  THINGS" 


By  DOROTHY  PULLEN 


On  the  walls  of  one  of  the  many 
rooms  of  the  General  Electric  Com- 
pany in  Schenectady,  New  York,  there 
is  a  verse  that  reads  something  like 
this: 
"Got  any  rivers  they  say  are  uncross- 

able? 
Got  any  mountains  you  can't  tunnel 

through? 
We   specialize   in   the   wholly   impos- 

Doing  the  things  that  no  one  can  do." 
That  is  the  language  the  world  in 
general  is  speaking  today.  We  are  liv- 
ing in  an  age  in  which  impossibilities 
have  not  only  become  realities,  but 
have  become  common  everyday  occur- 
rences. Our  ancestors,  who  scoffed  at 
the  idea  of  men  flying  through  the  air, 
would  gaze  in  speechless  amazement 
at  the  tons  of  steel  which  now  float 
through  the  stratosphere  with  the 
greatest  of  ease.  Scarcely  nothing 
seems  an  impossibility  to  us.  We  no 
longer  laugh  scornfully  at  a  fantastic 
idea  presented  by  some  dreamer.  We 
have  learned  our  lesson  and  now  we 
merely  say,  "Could  be,"  and  wonder 
what  our  scientists,  our  doctors,  and 
our  engineers  will  do  next.  All  this 
because  a  few  staunch  men  who  were 
thoroughly  convinced  that  it  could  be 
done,  dared  to  try  and  fail,  and  try 
again,  and  face  the  criticism  of  their 
fellow  men  and  their  taunts  and  jeers 
each  time  they  failed!  They  be- 
lieved they  could  and  proved  to 
the  world  that  "it  could  not  be 
done,  but  they  did  it." 

In  the  language  of  a  Chris- 
tian and  in  the  language  of  one 
of  the  greatest  men  that  ever 
lived,  we  can  say,  "I  can  do  all 
things  through  Christ  which 
strengtheneth  me."  There  is 
nothing  impossible  for  the  child 
of  God,  there  is  nothing  impos- 
sible for  the  Christian  young 
people  of  today. 

Not  long  ago,  I  asked  a  young 
person  why  he  was  not  a  Chris- 
tian. He  knew  he  was  a  sinner 
and  knew  the  way  of  salvation, 
yet  he  stated  flatly,  "Because  I 
can't  live  it."  That  seems  to  be 
the  popular  belief  of  the  world 
today,  and  the  popular  belief  of 
most  young  people.  A  trip  to  the 
moon  does  not  seem  quite  as 
impossible  to  them  as  a  young 
person  stepping  out  whole- 
heartedly for  God  and  walking 
through  this  world  without 
soiling  his  garments.  They  say, 
"It  simply  can't  be  done,"  yet 
it  has  been  done  and  is  being 
done.  We  agree  with  you,  it 
can't  be  done,  if  you  do  not 
want  to  do  it.  The  way  is 
straight  and  narrow  and,  we 
we  admit,  not  an  easy  path.  It 
will  take  men  and  women  with 
backbone  to  step  out  from  the 
crowd    and    stand    for    Christ 
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alone.  It  takes  no  effort  to  drift  with 
the  crowd,  and  there  can  be  no  drift- 
ing along  in  the  Christian's  life,  but,  if 
you  honestly  want  to  live  for  Christ, 
take  the  first  step  and  God  will  cer- 
tainly meet  you. 

We  young  people  who  have  known 
what  it  is  to  be  born  again  must  re- 
member that  God  did  not  save  us  to 
lead  aimless  and  fruitless  lives.  He 
saved  us  for  a  purpose.  He  has  a  plan 
and  a  purpose  for  every  life,  a  blue- 
print for  every  young  Christian.  It 
seems  that  many  of  us  are  merely 
playing  at  being  Christians,  just  on 
the  edge,  near  enough  to  the  world 
where  we  get  all  the  scum  and  slime, 
when  there  are  oceans  to  swim  in  and 
unknown  depths  to  explore.  While  we 
play,  millions  about  us  tumble  into 
hell,  slip  through  our  fingers,  and,  in 
fact,  stumble  over  our  careless  lives. 
There  is  work  to  be  done — we  do  not 
have  time  to  flirt  with  the  world  or 
entertain  the  devil's  children!  Here 
again,  we  meet  that  awful  word 
"can't."  Everyone  is  tired  of  hearing 
what  you  can't  do.  Why  not  be  frank 
about  it  and  say  you  do  not  want  to 
do  it?  As  I  said  before,  God  has  a 
plan  for  every  life,  God  has  some 
particular  way  in  which  He  would  use 
each  one  of  us.  It  is  up  to  us  to  find 
out  what  He  would  have  us  do  and 
then,  with  our  eyes  on  the  Author  and 

HELLO,    GUATEMALA! 


Greetings  to  all  of  you,  Mother,  Daddy,  Truman, 
Carrie,  and  all  my  companeros  and  friends.  It  seems 
a  long  time  since  I  have  seen  you,  but  you  may  be 
sure  that  I  have  not  forgotten  you.  Every  day  I  take 
a  mental  trip  down  your  way,  visit  each  of  you,  climb 
the  mountains,  go  around  those  "jumping  off"  curves, 
and,  of  course,  attend  a  service  or  two  while  I  am 
there.  Even  the  memory  of  tired  and  blistered  feet, 
and  wet,  muddy  clothing  is  a  cherished  one  now. 

I  am  well  and  happy  here  in  Cleveland.  Everyone 
has  been  grand.  I  certainly  do  wish  you  could  meet 
this  wonderful  group  of  people  who  work  here  at  the 
Publishing  House.   I  like  my  work  very  much,  too. 

I  am  looking  forward  to  the  day  when  I  can  re- 
turn to  Guatemala.  Meanwhile,  I  am  trying  to  pre- 
pare myself  so  that  I  may  be  able  to  be  a  greater 
help  and  blessing  to  you.  You  are  never  very  far 
from  my  thoughts  and  you  may  be  sure  that  you 
are  at  the  top  of  my  daily  prayer  list.  Although  I 
now  have  many  pleasant  memories,  I  am  looking 
forward  to  greater  things  in  the  future  for  that 
little  tropical  country,  so  important  to  me. 

I  hear  so  much  about  that  new  addition  to  the 
Furman  family.  This  I  must  see!  I  am  glad  you 
like  Carole,  but  please  remember  to  keep  that  place 
in  your  hearts  reserved  for  your  girl,  Dorothy. 

To  the  two  grandest  people  in  the  world  down  in 
Quiche  (sounds  familiar!),  lots  of  love  and  best 
wishes.  Give  everyone  my  warmest  regards.  I  know 
you  are  remembering  us  in  your  prayers,  so  until 
the  day  when  I  again  see  the  mountains,  lakes,  vol- 
canos,  and,  best  of  all,  those  Guatemaltecos,  good- 
by  and  God  bless  you. 

—DOROTHY. 


Finisher  of  our  faith  and  a  firm  de- 
termination to  do  it,  come  what  may, 
to  set  our  hands  to  the  task.  Ignorance 
does  not  excuse  us.  We  know  God  has 
a  task  for  us,  and  if  we  live  close 
enough  to  Him,  He  will  reveal  His  will 
to  us  and  give  us  the  strength  to  ac- 
complish whatsoever  He  gives  us  to  do. 
It  may  not  always  be  the  task  we 
want,  it  may  not  be  the  joy  that  is 
noticed  and  praised  the  most,  it  may 
be  a  small  corner  in  which  the  Lord 
places  us  to  work  wholly  unnoticed  by 
the  world.  Yet,  that  is  our  task  and 
we  may  as  well  face  the  fact  that 
aside  from  that  task,  we  would  be  out 
of  the  will  of  God  and  would  not  be 
accomplishing  His  purpose  for  our 
lives.  He  knows  best,  so  whatever 
task,  lowly,  great,  easy  or  hard,  which 
He  may  assign,  let  us  do  it  and  do  it 
well.  ,  . 

"Can't?"  There  is  no  such  word  in 
the-  Christian's  vocabulary.  "All  things 
are  possible  to  them  that  believe." 
However,  our  faith  and  purpose  will 
not  go  unchallenged.  Every  foot  of 
ground  which  the  earnest  young 
Christian  gains  will  be  contested  by 
the  enemy  of  our  souls  and  his  agents. 
Many  times  the  waves  will  be  high, 
the  wind  and  the  storm  obscure  the 
sun,  and  our  frail  bark  will  seem  lost 
and  doomed,  but  let  us  remember 
Christ  is  in  the  ship  and,  therefore,  it 
cannot  sink.  For  everyone  who  should 
give  us  an  encouraging  smile  and  a 
word  of  cheer,  there  will  be  ten  to 
sneer,  discourage,  and  drag  us  down 
to  their  own  level  or  lower.  You  can- 
not depend  on  the  prayers  of  oth- 
ers to  carry  you  through.  Your  own 
battles  must  be  fought  on  your 
own  knees.  You,  personally, 
must  be  in  constant  touch  with 
the  dynamo  of  heaven— that  is 
victory! 

"All  things"— not  one  single 
impossibility — we,  the  church  of 
tomorrow,  the  ministers,  mis- 
sionaries, mothers,  and  fathers 
of  tomorrow,  the  youth  of  to- 
day, can  do  all  things  through 
Christ  who  strengthens  us.  The 
success  of  great  undertakings, 
the  grasping  of  countless  op- 
portunities, the  task  of  evan- 
gelizing, of  carrying  this  glori- 
ous gospel  to  the  "regions  be- 
yond," of  teaching,  of  praying, 
of  living,  and,  if  needs  be,  dy- 
ing for  the  cause,  depends  on 
those  of  us  who  will  dare  to 
take  God  at  His  promise  and 
step  out  in  His  strength.  The 
torch  has  been  flung  to  us  from 
the  hands  of  countless  saints, 
martyrs,  and  warriors  of  the 
cross — it  is  ours  to  hold  high. 

Paul,  the  great  apostle,  when 
he  was  about  to  be  beheaded  for 
the  cause  of  Christ,  with  the 
martyr's  crown  almost  within 
his  grasp,  looked  back  on  his 
turbulent,  glorious,  life.  Un- 
doubtedly, he  recalled  the  beat- 
ings, the  many  times  he  had 
been  in  prison,  hungry,  desti- 
tute, friendless,  betrayed, 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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Nellie  L.  Harrington 


"Mother,  I  promised  the  Lord  that 
I'd  preach,"  said  Paul  Denby,  diffi- 
dently. He  found  this  sentence  uncom- 
monly hard  to  say.  He  had  practiced 
it  over  and  over  in  varying  phrases 
all  the  way  home  from  the  service. 
He  wanted  to  soften  it,  but  someway 
when  the  time  came  and  he  actually 
stood  before  his  mother,  the  plain, 
blunt  words  almost  said  themselves. 

Mrs.  Denby  looked  up  from  the  sock 
she  was  mending  and  her  keen  eyes 
searched  the  face  of  the  youth  before 
her.  Then  her  lips  tightened  and  her 
answer  was  no  less  blunt.  "Preach! 
Paul  Denby,  you're  not  fit  to  be  a 
preacher!" 

"I  know  it,  Mother,"  he  said  hum- 
bly, "but  I  feel  sure  the  Lord  has 
called  me,  and — this  afternoon — I — 
promised." 

"If  you  ask  me,  I'll  say  that  the 
Lord  has  called  you  to  be  a  farmer," 
insisted  his  mother.  "There's  plenty 
of  third-rate  preachers  in  the  pulpits 
now.  They  ought  to  be  raising  crops 
to  support  the  work  of  the  church  in- 
stead of  adding  to  the  burdens."  Her 
tone  was  uncompromising. 

An  observer  would  have  noted, 
though,  that  the  son  had  the  same 
firm  jaw,  and  tightened  lips.  In  a  soft 
note  he  answered  as  he  left  the  room, 
"The  Lord  says  He  wants  me,  and  I 
should  obey." 

Once  outside,  though,  doubt  assailed 
him.  Had  he  been  mistaken?  He  had 
dreaded  facing  his  mother's  cool,  clear 
eyes.  Had  he  allowed  this  fear  to  sap 
his  victory?  He  did  not  know — but 
the  joy  was  already  dimmed. 

While  he  went  about  the  evening 
chores  his  mind  was  on  his  problem. 
Why  should  his  mother  oppose  his 
entering  the  ministry?  At  the  meeting 
that  afternoon  in  the  tent  he  had  been 
one  of  four  young  men  to  kneel  at  a 
rude  bench  and  consecrate  for  special 
work.  Two  said  they  were  called  to 
the  foreign  mission  fields,  and  he  and 
Harvey  Baldwin  confessed  to  answer- 
ing a  call  to  the  ministry. 

The  other  three  mothers  had  wept 
happy  tears  over  their  boys,  while  his 
mother — objected.  Why?  She  was  a 
good  Christian  woman.  She  had  kept 
her  four  children  in  church  and  Sun- 
day School.  She  had  taught  them  the 
fundamentals  of  the  Christian  faith 
and  Christian  living.  Not  for  one  mo- 
ment would  she  permit  any  deviation 
from  the  path  of  righteousness.  She 
said  that  a  child's  first  and  only  duty 
was  obedience  to  parents.  It  was  the 
latter's  responsibility  to  chart  the 
course  and   to  insist  upon  obedience. 

Paul  could  barely  remember  his 
father.  An  accident  had  taken  him 
from  the  family  when  the  eldest  son 
was  but  six  years  old.  Through  the 
years  his  mother  had  taken  the  place 
of  both  parents.  Her  word  had  been 
law.    Until  this  day  the  boy  had  had 


no  thought  of  going  contrary  to  her 
wishes.  But  now,  that  Voice  in  his 
inner  consciousness  said,  "Go,  preach 
My  gospel,"  and  his  mother  said,  "No, 
you're  not  fit."  What  should  he  do? 
What  could  he  do? 

The  Denby  children  had  been 
trained  to  think  their  problems 
through,  and  gradually  it  was  borne 
in  on  Paul's  mind  that  so  far  as  the 
present  was  concerned  he  could  not 
preach.  He  was  only  a  boy.  He  had 
just  finished  high  school  in  June.  A 
preacher  must  have  training.  So  far 
his  mother  was  right.  He  was  "not  fit." 
The  Lord  did  not  expect  him  to  go 
with  no  preparation.  Paul  reached 
this  conclusion  only  after  much  prayer 
and  study  of  the  Word.  He  felt  that 
if  the  first  step  was  taken  the  next 
would  be  made  plain. 

With  this  clear  in  his  own  mind  he 
once  more  faced  his  mother.  There 
was  calmness  of  conviction  this  time, 
however.  "I  still  feel  sure  that  the 
Lord  wants  me  to  preach.  Jim  is  able 
to  handle  the  farm  now.  May  I  have 
the  rest  of  my  time  and  a  couple  of 
acres  of  ground?"  he  asked. 

"I  thought  you'd  given  up  that  fool- 
ish idea,"  his  mother  said  testily.  "You 
are  nothing  but  a  boy!" 

"I  know,"  he  answered  steadily. 
"But  one  of  the  stories  you  used  to 
often  read  to  us  was  about  Samuel. 
He  was  only  a  little  boy  when  the 
Lord  called  him.  And  David  was  just 
a  young  shepherd  lad  when  he  was 
called.  It  looks  to  me  as  if  the  young 
folks  are  called  so  they  can  have  time 
to  prepare.  I  know  that  now  I  am 
not  fit  to  preach  to  anybody,  but  I 
must  get  ready." 

Mrs.  Denby  was  troubled.  She  was 
a  conscientious  woman  in  spite  of  her 
strong  will.  She  was  now  a  bit  afraid 
to  stand  in  the  way  of  her  son's  spir- 
itual welfare. 

"Paul,"  she  said  slowly,  "I've  tried  to 
do  the  best  for  you  that  I  knew  how — 
I  am  honest  in  this.  In  my  time  I've 
seen  men  who  disgraced  the  garb  of 
a  minister;  men  who  used  that  high 
office  to  further  their  own  ends.  I 
know  of  men  who  entered  the  min- 
istry as  they  would  have  any  other 
profession.  They  wanted  a  soft,  easy 
way  of  life." 

"Mother!"  exclaimed  the  boy,  "as  I 
see  it  there  is  nothing  either  soft  or 
easy  about  the  life  of  a  Christian  min- 
ister. Why,  look  at  what  came  to  the 
prophets  of  old.  That  eleventh  chap- 
ter of  Hebrews  calls  the  roll  of  the 
Old  Testament  heroes  of  faith.  And 
the  folks  even  took  up  stones  to  cast 
at  Jesus,  Himself.  And  look  at  all  of 
the  martyrs.  You  remember  them. 
You've  told  us  story  after  story  of  all 
this.  No,  Mother,  I  am  not  going  for  a 
soft  and  easy  life.  It  takes  courage 
born  of  faith  in  God  and  conviction 
in  the  call.  I'd  never  choose  it  for 
myself.    I  feel  that  I've  been  chosen. 


I  must,  Mother." 

"Son,  I  cannot  afford  to  send  you 
to  college,"  she  said.  "You  have  made 
the  farm  pay,  but  not  that  well.  I  will 
give  you  your  time,  if  you  want  it.  I 
dare  not  do  otherwise.  But  I  do  not  see 
how  you  are  going  to  make  it." 

"That  is  all  I  ask,  Mother.  I  thank 
you.  I  hope  that  some  day  you  will 
not  regret  it."  And  he  began  his 
plans. 

He  selected  the  two  acres  on  the 
farm  that  had  raised  the  best  potatoes 
and  carefully  prepared  the  ground.  As 
he  and  Jim  harvested  the  crops  they 
planned  together  for  the  following 
year  so  that  Paul  could  be  spared  when 
the  school  year  opened. 

"I  wish  you  did  not  have  to  wait  a 
year,"  the  pastor  said.  "One  gets  out 
of  the  notion  of  studying  when  the 
routine  is  broken." 

"But  I  can  not  make  it  until  I  have 
a  crop  of  my  own  for  the  finances," 
said  Paul. 

"Then  why  don't  you  come  to  me 
once  or  twice  a  week?"  suggested  the 
minister.  "I'll  be  glad  to  help  you 
with  lessons.  It  will  keep  your  mind 
from  stagnating,  and  may  make  your 
first  year  in  college  easier." 

Paul  came  to  look  forward  eagerly 
to  these  weekly  evenings  spent  with 
the  pastor,  and  the  pastor,  in  turn, 
appreciated  the  opportunity  of  guid- 
ing this  youth  along  the  paths  of 
spiritual  knowledge.  He  was  frequent- 
ly surprised  at  the  young  man's  grasp 
of  a  subject,  his  insight  into  a  problem, 
and  his  evident  familiarity  with  the 
Bible. 

It  was  the  more  noticeable,  too, 
when  so  many  Christian  people  are 
taking  their  religion  for  granted,  and 
actually  know  very  little  of  the  his- 
torical background  of  their  oeliefs.  It 
is  common  knowledge  that  thousands 
of  young  people  in  the  United  States 
have  never  heard  the  Bible  read,  either 
in  the  home  or  in  the  public  school. 
They  have  never  even  entered  a 
church,  nor  attended  a  Sunday  School, 
though  they  live  within  easy  reach  of 
both. 

One  evening  the  minister  asked, 
"Paul,  how  does  it  come  that  you 
are  so  familiar  with  the  Bible?  I  know 
preachers  that  are  not  as  well  versed 
in  the  Scriptures  as  you  are." 

"I  have  my  mother  to  thank  for 
that,"  the  youth  answered.  "We  have 
always  lived  on  a  farm  and  there  were 
enough  of  us  to  be  company  for  each 
other.  Mother  worked  hard,  but  there 
was  always  time  for  family  prayers 
and  it  was  more  than  merely  a  read- 
ing. Like  Ezra  of  old,  she  caused  us 
to  'understand  the  sense.'  On  Sunday 
afternoons,  too,  she  read  us  the  Sun- 
day School  papers  and  Bible  stories 
until  we  were  old  enough  to  read  for 
ourselves.  She  set  the  pattern  that  we 
were  to  follow." 

"What  about  your  father?"  asked 
the  minister.    "Did  he  help?" 

"I    have    very   little    recollection    of 

my   father,"   said   the   boy.    "He   died 

when  I  was  small.  There  are  only  one 

or  two  isolated  things  that  I  remem- 

(Continued  on  page  17) 
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LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  the 
most  wonderful  magazine  I  have  ever 
read.  I  certainty  do  enjoy  every  word 
and  usually  read  it  at  least  twice  and 
then  pass  it  on  to  my  friends.  We  are 
always  anxious  to  get  a  new  issue. 

I  remember  the  first  copy  I  re- 
ceived. It  was  during  an  air  attack  in 
France.  I  read  it  twice  before  I  passed 
it  on  to  a  friend  of  mine. 

I  haven't  known  God  long,  just  a 
little  over  a  year,  but  I  am  so  glad  I 
know  that  He  is  with  me.  During  the 
war  over  here,  I  never  forgot  to  pray 
to  Him  each  night,  many  times  I 
would  be  in  a  foxhole,  but  I  know 
God  was  near  me  and  He  has  kept  me 
safe  from  harm.  A  number  of  times  I 
thought  I  would  lose  my  life,  but  I 
had  faith  in  God  and  clung  to  that 
faith  and,  thank  God,  I  came  out 
safely.  Many  of  my  friends  were 
killed  or  wounded. 

People  can't  realize  the  hardship  of 
war.  It  is  not  a  pleasant  sight  to  see 
your  best  friend  go  down  in  blood  and 
dirt  never  to  rise  again,  but  many  a 
mother's  prayer  has  been  answered  by 
the  wonderfulness  of  God,  and  some 
day  she  will  go  to  her  son  never  to 
part  again. 

Prayer  has  really  meant  a  lot  in  this 
awful  struggle  and  it  is  going  to  take 
still  more  prayers  to  win  the  peace 
and  victory  we  have  been  fighting  for 
so  long. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  want  you  and  all 
the  Christian  people  to  pray  for  us 
and  we  are  praying,  too,  that  all  of 
this  will  soon  be  over  and  we  can  all 
return  to  the  peace  and  freedom  of 
our  wonderful  country.  Please  pray 
for  me  that  I  may  always  live  for 
God  and  do  His  will.  I  would  gladly 
welcome  any  letters  from  those  who 
wish  to  write. — Pfc.  Cecil  R.  Hamm. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  received  one  Lighted  Path- 
way and  several  Evangels.  They  are 
great  papers  and  are  food  for  the  soul. 
I  get  a  blessing  from  reading  this  pa- 
per. I  want  to  thank  you  for  sending  it 
to  me.  May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your 
great  work  for  Him.  I  want  to  press 
on  for  Jesus  and  go  all  the  way  with 
Him.  I  desire  the  prayers  of  all  the 
praying  people. — Pfc.  T.  H.  Head. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  you  very  much  for  sending 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  has  helped 
me  along  a  lot  in  these  days  of  strife 
and  obstruction.  I  have  enjoyed  read- 
ing it  more  than  any  paper  I  have 
ever  read.  There  is  very  interesting 
reading  in  it.  I  have  been  passing  it 
on  to  my  friend.  He  said  he  enjoyed 
reading  it  a  lot. 

Since  the  war  here  in  Europe  is 
over,  I  am  expecting  to  go  home  to  my 
loved  ones  before  long.  I  know  their 
prayers  have  been  answered  and  I 
thank  God  for  taking  me  through. 


I  was  saved  a  few  years  ago  back 
in  a  little  country  church  near  home. 
It  surely  is  nice  to  have  that  wonder- 
ful blessing,  but  I  want  a  closer  walk 
with  the  Lord. 

My  mother  passed  away  since  I 
have  been  overseas,  which  I  was  so 
very  sorry  to  hear.  I  feel  like  she  is 
resting  in  peace.  I  want  to  be  pre- 
pared to  meet  her  on  that  judgment 
morning. 

I  feel  like  your  paper  has  helped 
every  Service  man  who  has  been 
privileged  to  read  it.  You  are  doing  a 
wonderful  job.  May  God  bless  you  in 
your  work.  When  I  want  a  good  paper 
to  read,  I'll  subscribe  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I'm  taking  a  copy  home  to 
my  loved  ones  when  I  go.  I  know  they 
will  enjoy  it  too. — Pfc.  James  A. 
Deans. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Your 
effort  is  not  in  vain  for  I  find  en- 
couragement in  each  issue  and  enjoy 
reading  the  letters  from  other  sol- 
diers. 

Jesus  means  much  to  me.  He  has 
been  my  companion  and  ever  present 
help  in  times  of  discouragements  and 
temptations.  He  has  given  me 
strength  to  face  this  frowning  world 
with  a  smile  and  has  supplied  me 
with  love  for  all  mankind.  My  prayers 
have  been  answered  many  times  when 
my  buddies  and  I  knelt  in  the  valleys 
of  Africa  or  on  the  mountain  sides  of 
Italy.  I  desire  to  let  my  light  shine 
for  Christ  and  be  ready  to  meet  Him 
in  the  air  when  He  comes  on  the 
clouds  of  glory.  Surely  the  coming  of 
the  Lord  draweth  nigh.  Pray  for  me 
as  I  need  a  deeper  experience  in 
Christ.  May  God  add  His  blessings  to 
all  your  efforts  is  my  prayer.  — Pfc. 
William  E.  Ward. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  sitting  on  a  bed  somewhere  in 
Germany.  I  have  been  a  Christian  for 
about  six  years  and  am  not  tired  of 
the  way.  I  praise  God  that  I  still  have 
victory  in  my  soul.  We  have  many 
trials  in  the  Army,  but  the  Lord's 
grace  is  sufficient. 

I  have  a  good  wife  who  is  full  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  I  know  that  she  is 
praying  for  me.  I  have  a  little  boy 
five  years  old. 

Some  people  say  that  you  can't  live 
a  Christian  life  in  the  Army,  but  that 
isn't  the  truth.  I  have  been  in  the 
Army  fifteen  months  and  I  still  have 
victory  over  sin  and  the  devil.  Thank 
God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow. 
May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  your  work. 
Pray  for  us. — Pvt.  Herman  Hayes. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Joe  P.  Caldwell,  mv  buddy,  has  been 
taking  the  Lighted  Pathway  for  quite 
some  time  now  and  I  have  been  read- 
ing it  with  him,  and  several  of  the 
other  boys    have    been    reading    the 


paper.  We  have  found  it  to  be  one  of 
the  greatest  papers  in  the  world.  I 
can  hardly  wait  until  the  next 
month's  issue  comes.  We  like  every- 
thing that  is  in  it  and  it  really  does 
cheer  us  on. 

We  are  depending  on  the  prayers  of 
you  good  Christian  people  and  God  to 
bring  this  awful  fight  to  a  closer  end 
and  bring  all  the  boys  back  home 
safely. 

I  am  sending  twenty-seven  names 
and  addresses  of  boys  here  on  ship 
who  want  the  paper  to  come  to  them 
or  their  folks  at  home.  They  all  think 
it  is  a  wonderful  paper  and  are  look- 
ing forward  to  getting  it,  and  we  are 
very  anxious  to  help  them.  We  ask  the 
prayers  of  you  Christian  people,  that 
we  may  be  able  to  shake  your  hand  in 
heaven  when  this  life  is  over. — Vann 
E.  Coggins. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  the  best 
paper  in  the  world  to  me  and  I  enjoy 
it  very  much.  All  my  pals  like  to  read 
it,  too.  I  have  been  overseas  two  years 
and  I  find  the  Lighted  Pathway  a 
very  great  help  to  a  man  who  believes 
in  God  and  eternal  life.  Pray  for  me. 
— Pfc.  Worth  Moore. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  always  glad  to  receive  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  received  the  June 
issue  late  last  evening  and  I  have 
read  until  my  eyes  hurt  me,  but  the 
paper  is  so  good.  It  is  spiritual  food 
to  my  hungry  soul.  I  especially  enjoy 
the  letters  from  the  boys  in  Service, 
and  your  message  to  us  each  month. 

The  "Seven  Dips  to  Perfection,"  by 
Pauline  Harding,  was  indeed  wonder- 
ful and  I  really  did  enjoy  reading  the 
article.  I  wish  to  thank  Sister  Hard- 
ing for  all  those  nice  letters  she  has 
written  to  us  boys  through  the  Light- 
ed Pathway,  and  also  the  personal  let- 
ter I  received  while  in  the  States.  I 
would  appreciate  receiving  letters 
from  any  Christian  friend. 

The  Lighted  Pathway,  mv  Holy  Bi- 
ble, and  the  Evangel  are  all  the  good 
reading  material  I  have  over  here.  I 
don't  have  a  good  church  to  attend. 

Please  pray  for  me,  that  God  will 
protect  me  while  over  here  and  bring 
me  home  safely. — Pfc.  Jesse  L.  Sturdi- 
vant. 

(NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  to  write 
to  Brother  Sturdivant,  or  any  soldier 
as  well,  may  write  to  the  Lighted 
Pathway  office  for  complete  address.) 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  wonder- 
ful inspiration  to  me  and  many  times 
it  has  helped  to  carry  me  through 
some  trials  and  temptations.  I  know 
that  the  other  fellows  aboard  ship 
enjoy  them  as  much  as  I  do.  It  is  very 
highly  complimented. 

I  have  been  a  member  of  the 
Church  of  God  for  several  years  and 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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National  Y.  P.  E,  and  Sunday  School  News 


WHO'S  WHO! 

AMONG  THE  BIG  TEN 

Y.P.E.'s   in    the   nation   with   an 

average  attendance  of  200 

or  above. 

Greenville,  S.  C. .' 523 

N.  Cleveland,  Tenn.  331 

Soddy,  Tenn.  _.327 

Baxley,    Ga.    _ 312 

Carmi,  111.  273 

South  Mt.  Zion,  Ga.  272 

Hamilton,  Ohio  260 

Lenoir  City,  Tenn.  242 

Atlanta  (Hemphill),  Ga.  234 

Middletown,  Ohio  231 


IN  THE  GOOD  OLD  SUMMER- 
TIME .  .  . 

The  church  and  Sunday  School  at- 
tendance is  supposed  to  show  a 
marked  decrease.  Spiritually  speaking, 
the  bottom  falls  out  of  everything  in 
the  line  of  worship;  for  the  hills  and 
valleys  beckon  the  weak  soul  whose 
spiritual  temperature  falls  as  the 
mercury  rises.  It's  picnic  and  outing 
time,  and  a  lot  of  folks  are  going  to 
use  it  for  that  purpose,  even  on  Sun- 
day. We  would  like  for  the  reader  to 
check  our  report  on  "What  We  Did  in 
June"  with  the  one  for  May,  however, 
and  you  will  find  that  during  the 
summer's  brightest  month  more  young 
people  were  saved,  the  attendance  was 
greater  in  both  the  Sunday  School  and 
Y.P.E.  departments,  and  the  Sunday 
School  offerings  exceeded  those  of 
May.  This  shows  that  the  Church  is 
moving  forward  with  wide-awake  peo- 
ple at  the  helm. 


WE  HEREBY  SOUND  .  .  . 

A  note  of  praise  to  all  those  who 
have  cooperated  so  splendidly  with  us 
in  making  these  reports  possible.  Your 
thoughtfulness  and  help  have  been 
very  encouraging  this  year.  The  re- 
ports have  not  been  as  perfect  as  we 
would  like,  but  in  consideration  of  the 
limited  means  of  travel  and  other  in- 
conveniences that  the  state  superin- 
tendents have  faced  during  this  war- 
time emergency,  we  wish  to  say  "Hur- 
rah!" for  a  group  of  fellows  who,  as  a 
whole,  never  learned  the  meaning  of 
defeat.  The  records  on  this  page, 
month  by  month,  have  testified  silent- 
ly to  the  progress  they  have  made  on 
the  field.  This  is  the  last  issue  of 
The  Lighted  Pathway  you  will  re- 
ceive during  this  Assembly  year;  so, 
to  you  out  on  the  field,  and  the  young 
ladies  in  the  office  of  the  General 
Overseer  and  General  Secretary  alike, 
who  have  so  cheerfully  assisted  us,  we 
give  our  heartfelt  thanks,  and  wish 
for  you  an  even  greater  and  happier 
year  which  you  are  now  on  the  thresh- 
old of. 


GROUP  LEADERS  IN  SUNDAY 

SCHOOL   ATTENDANCE 

FOR  JUNE 

Ifoup  State  Number 

"A" North  Carolina  8,657 

"B"  Kentucky 3,812 

"C" ......Illinois .2,099 

"D" California    1,218 

"E" Arizona   556 

"F" .....Oregon    __ 223 

"G" Minnesota    _ 95 

IN   MEXICO 

We  have  an  average  attendance  of 
1,045  in  the  Sunday  Schools  of  Mexico 
City  alone.  This  is  the  tip  received  from 
our  Brother  Alexander  Portugal,  Jr., 
co-pastor  of  the  large  church  in  Mex- 
ico City.  It  is  a  heart-warming  thing 
to  talk  with  this  gifted,  mild-man- 
nered Mexican,  who  is  equally  at  ease 
while  carrying  on  a  conversation  in 
English  or  Spanish.  At  present  he  is 
making  a  tour  through  our  country  in 
interest  of  the  Mission  cause,  and  vis- 
iting our  churches  where  possible.  We 
are  sure  that  he  will  always  have  a 
warm  welcome  at  those  places  where 
he  has  spoken,  and  feel  that  you  will 
be  glad  to  learn  how  much  the  work 
is  really  growing  among  our  brethren 
beyond  the  border. 


WHO'S 


WHO! 
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in  the  Big  Ten  Sunday  Schools 
for  June  .  .  . 

(Average  Attendance) 

Greenville,  S.  C. 820 

Kannapolis,  N.  C 597 

N.  Cleveland,  Tenn 404 

E.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  369 

Dillon,  S.  C 357 

Hamilton,  Ohio  323 

McColl,  S.  C.  318 

Lenoir  City,  Tenn 302 

Atlanta,  Ga.  (Hemphill)   290 

Alton  Park,  Tenn.  .....284 


WHAT  WE  DID  IN  JUNE 

1.  Average    weekly    Sunday    School 
attendance  in  the  nation,  80,577. 

2.  Young   people   saved   during   the 
month  of  June  number  802. 

3.  Average  weekly  Y.P.E.  attendance 
in  the  nation  was  77,323. 

4.  Total  Sunday  School  offerings  in 
the  nation  for  June  were  $25,797. 

5.  Total  Y.P.E.  offerings  in  the  na- 
tion for  June  were  $16,321.55. 

•  **•    VAV    .'AV    »'A*. 
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We  have  listed  as  accurately  as  possible  the  leaders  of  each  of  the  seven 
groups  in  Sunday  School  attendance  for  March,  April,  May,  and  June.  In 
listing  these  group  leaders,  however,  we  have  not  always  shown  really  just 
who  the  leader  was,  in  consideration  of  the  amount  of  church  members  in 
each  state.  We  thought  it  would  be  nice  to  give  those  fellows  a  break  who 
have  also  been  deserving,  but  because  of  circumstances  beyond  their  con- 
trol, did  not  make  the  National  Page  often  this  year.  Below  is  a  record 
of  the  states  which,  according  to  the  amount  of  members,  were  the  first- 
and  second-place  group  leaders  for  the  first  ten  months  of  this  Assembly 
year.  Believe  me,  the  most  of  them  have  made  marked  progress  over 
anything  accomplished  in  the  past. 

Church  S.  S.  Gain  Over 

Group  State  Membership  Attendance    Membership 

South  Carolina .....5,604 ...10,204 4,600 

"A" 

Alabama 5,242.... 5,519 277 


"B". 


"C" 


"D". 


Texas  2,604 3,433 829 

Ohio  2,984 3,677 _  693 

Illinois    1,900 2,220... 320 

Michigan    1,284 1,494 210 

California   961.- 1,416 455 

Oklahoma    _ 780 815. _.  35 


"E". 


"F". 


"G"_... 


New  Mexico  311.. 

Arizona     347 

New  Jersey  49 „... 

Montana    199— 

Wyoming    _ 12 

Wisconsin    _ 85 


472. 

500 

93. 

247. 

58 

134... 


161 
153 

44 
48 
46 
49 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

leaders  who  are  especially  trained.  I 
had  the  privilege  one  time  of  laboring 
in  a  church  where  they  had  a  Boy 
Scout  organization  of  six  hundred 
boys.  What  a  great  opportunity  of  do- 
ing good  in  this  field  of  service.  We 
are  losing  our  boys  from  the  church 
because  the  church  is  asleep  to  the 
need. 

Christian  workers  who  are  qualified 
for  mission  work  in  the  home  church 
are  greatly  needed  these  days.  It  is 
impossible  for  the  pastor  of  a  large 
church  to  do  all  the  visiting  in  the 
homes  that  is  needed.  People  are  dy- 
ing spiritually  for  a  little  attention. 
Most  every  one  these  days  is  working 
at  something,  so  that  it  seems  impos- 
sible for  the  church  members  to  do 
much  along  this  line  of  work.  If  it  is 
done  some  one  must  be  able  to  give 
full-time  service.  Any  church  member 
who  is  not  able  to  do  this  work  should 
be  willing  to  pay  to  help  someone  else 
who  could  take  his  place.  Our  Sunday 
Schools  could  easily  be  doubled  if  a 
good  worker  could  be  turned  loose  on 
the  field  without  being  handicapped  in 
a  financial  way.  There  are  three  ways 
that  we  can  serve — go,  give,  and  pray. 
We  can  all  have  a  part.  If  you  shrink 
in  the  first  two,  the  last  one  will  not 
amount  to  anything. 

Beautiful  music  is  a  great  way  to 
serve  the  Lord,  but  I  fear  that  music 
is  overemphasized  in  many  churches, 
to  the  neglect  of  other  callings.  Many 
souls  have  been  saved  through  the 
right  kind  of  singing.  I  think  little 
good  is  being  done  by  much  of  our  so- 
called  sacred  music  today,  the  kind 
that  is  used  for  entertainment  or  to 
show  off  the  voices,  the  ups  and  downs 
and  the  curlycues,  etc.  Please  par- 
don me  for  this  way  of  expressing  it, 
but  it  is  the  best  way  I  know.  I  would 
be  willing  to  pay  most  anything  to 
singers  who  are  filled  with  the  Spirit 
and  forget  self  long  enough  to  sing 
the  gospel  into  the  hearts  of  those 
who  listen.  This  is  a  wonderful  voca- 
tion and  we  want  to  emphasize  train- 
ing for  this  work.  Every  young  work- 
er should  have  musical  training  if 
possible. 

There  are  some  vocations  that  are 
called  secular  vocations  which  can  be 
made  Christian  vocations.  We  will 
mention  a  few  of  them. 

The  schoolteacher  should  mean 
much  more  to  the  child  than  the  Sun- 
day School  teacher  or  the  preacher, 
because  she  has  the  child  under  her 
supervision  so  much  longer,  and  if 
her  life  is  consecrated  to  God  she  will 
find  many  opportunities  to  mould  the 
character  of  her  pupils.  Her  aim  will 
be  to  mould  their  lives  into  something 
worth  while. 

A  few  days  ago  our  little  grandson, 
two  and  a  half  years  old,  came  to  his 
mother  and  said,  "Muvver,  let  me  see 
your  tongue."  His  mother  did  so  and 
he  said,  "You're  sick."  It  may  be  he 
is  now  starting  on  his  road  to  be  a 
doctor.   Well,  what  could  he  do  that 


would  be  a  better  calling  than  a  con- 
secrated Christian  physician,  one  who 
can  pray  as  well  as  administer  other 
treatment?  If  one  is  opposed  to  med- 
icine and  wants  to  trust  God  alone, 
then  he  is  ready  to  offer  the  prayer 
of  faith  according  to  James  5:14.  If 
medicine  or  the  prayer  of  faith  fails 
to  bring  relief,  he  is  there  to  help  the 
dying  man  or  woman  to  enter  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death  and 
meet  the  One  who  will  guide  them 
safely  to  the  other  side.  Isn't  it  won- 
derful what  God  can  do  with  human 
instruments  yielded  in  His  hands? 

Close  beside  the  Christian  physician 
is  the  Christian  nurse,  someone  who 
can  administer  to  the  sick  and  look  to 
God  for  help  at  the  same  time.  There 
is  no  calling  that  has  a  greater  oppor- 
tunity of  winning  souls  for  Christ.  Men 
and  women  will  listen  to  the  gospel 
call  when  in  trouble.  Girls,  this  is  a 
wonderful  calling,  only  be  sure  that 
you  are  choosing  this  vocation  through 
which  to  serve  Christ  and  Him  alone. 

I  could  go  on  and  on  enumerating 
the  Christian  vocations,  but  lack  of 
space  will  not  permit.  However,  there 
is  one  yet  to  be  mentioned  that  is 
most  important.  The  calling  to  preside 
over  a  Christian  home,  the  first  and 
greatest  institution  known  to  man.  It 
was  started  in  the  garden  of  Eden  and 
ruined  by  sin,  but  thank  God  that  the 
blood  of  Christ  has  bought  it  back 
again.  The  Christian  home  is  the 
sweetest  place  on  earth,  and  to  be 
called  to  preside  over  such  a  home  is 
above  all  other  callings.  We  receive 
many  letters  from  young  people  ask- 
ing the  question  "What  shall  I  do?  I 
am  in  love  with  this  young  man  or 
young  woman  (as  the  case  may  be) 
who  is  unsaved."  They  go  on  to  ex- 
plain the  situation. 

I  am  giving  two  articles  in  this  issue, 
one  is  on  the  Happy  Home  Circle  page, 
the  other  is  "Wooing  and  Winning," 
on  page  seven.  Be  sure  to  read  these 
splendid  articles. 

I  should  like  to  be  able  in  this  mes- 
sage to  show  you  just  what  your  call- 
ing is,  but  God  must  do  that.  I  am 
sure  if  you  are  able  to  sing  that  song, 
"Ready  to  go,  ready  to  stay,  ready 
my  place  to  fill,"  God  will  not  fail  you. 

Again  may  you  ask  the  question, 
"Lord,  what  wouldest  thou  have  me 
to  do?"  and  as  He  shows  you,  say, 
"Here  am  I,  Lord,  send  me." 


BEFORE  YOU  MARRY 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
hopes  and  aspirations. 

INCOMPLETE  FELLOWSHIP 

There  are  times  when  he  seems 
really  to  enjoy  seeing  me  accomplish 
things  in  the  service  of  the  Lord,  but 
it  is  a  matter  of  being  proud  of  me 
rather  than  thankful  with  me  for 
the  opportunity  of  serving  the  Savior. 

Yes,  I  can  turn  on  the  radio  to  any 
program  I  want,  but  when  a  religious 
program  of  really  spiritual  tone  is 
turned  on,  my  husband  tries  to  find 
occupation  to  take  him  out  of  the 
room.  If  I  am  not  here,  his  own 
choices  are  those  of  which  he  does  not 


think  I  would  approve.  Often  when  I 
enter  the  room,  he  will  turn  off  one  of 
these  programs,  such  as  a  Sunday 
baseball  game.  I  frequently  turn  off 
the  things  I  should  like  to  hear,  for 
after  all  the  home  is  for  both  of  us. 
There  are,  many  things  in  common, 
and  we  try  to  find  them  and  make  as 
little  of  our  differences  as  possible. 

I  am  grateful,  oh,  so  grateful  that 
grace  has  enabled  us  to  love  one  an- 
other enough  to  adjust  ourselves,  but 
I  do  not  congratulate  myself  on  being 
a  blessing  to  my  husband  except  as 
infinite  mercy  may  reach  his  heart 
and  draw  him  to  the  Lord. 

Yes,  he  has  had  occasion  to  know 
many  times  that  I  feel  a  hunger  for 
spiritual  companionship,  but  h  e 
thinks  he  is  so  much  ahead  of  many 
husbands  whom  we  know  that  I 
should  be  thankful.  I  am  sure  that 
the  hurt  of  parting  even  after  our  en- 
gagement would  have  been  small 
compared  to  the  hurt  of  trying  to  ad- 
just two  divergent  souls  to  a  common 
interest,  each  one  hiding  his  deepest 
longing  lest  the  expression  of  them 
bring  up  discussion  uncovering 
wounds  that  are  trying  to  heal. 

Indeed,  I  know  there  is  grace  to 
take  me  through  to  the  eternal  city, 
but  my  influence  with  young  people 
has  been  hindered  greatly  by  my  ex- 
ample in  disobeying  the  command 
about  unequal  yoking  together.  And 
my  opportunity  to  serve  the  Lord  is 
limited  continually  by  the  need  of  be- 
ing fair  to  my  husband's  right  to  have 
his  share  of  happiness  and  choices. 
There  is  continually  the  problem  of 
how  I  am  to  be  consistent  in  my 
loyalty  to  my  husband  and  to  my 
Lord. 

Before  you  marry — stop  and  think! 
— From  The  King's  Business. 


WOOING  AND  WINNING 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

be  love,  genuine  love,  on  the  part  of 
both  partners.  These  other  things  help 
prepare  the  way,  contribute  to  the 
possibility  of  love  and  provide  the  con- 
geniality and  comradeship  that  must 
accompany  love.  That  is  as  far  as  they 
can  go.  God,  if  it  be  His  will,  can  do 
the  rest.  Talk  to  Him  about  it  often. 
Include  Him  in  your  plans  before,  dur- 
ing, and  after  marriage.  Trust  His 
guidance  to  the  uttermost.  Then,  com- 
ing back  to  the  point  from  which  we 
started,  surrender  to  His  will. — The 
Young  People's  Journal. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We,  the  members  of  the  Y.P.E.  at 
Bedico,  want  you  to  know  how  we  ap- 
preciate the  great  job  you  are  doing, 
and  we  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  We  love  to  follow  the  pro- 
gram which  the  Lighted  Pathway 
provides  each  month.  We  have  a  very 
nice  Y.P.E.  at  Bedico  and  enjoy  see- 
ing new  members  come  in.  The  Light- 
ed Pathway  is  encouraging  to  the 
young  people  and  to  the  upbuilding  of 
our  Y.P.E. 

Please  join  us  in  daily  prayer  for 
the  upbuilding  of  our  Y.P.E. — Bedico, 
La.,  Y.P.E. 


September,  1945 
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BIBLE    LESSONS 


Program  Outsine 


Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.     Let    us    bear    this    in     mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
:ians    who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

Afrer  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
nave  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar    of    prayer    and    accept    Jesus. 


PUTTING  GOD   IN   THE   BUDGET 

Scripture  lesson:  2  Cor.  9:6-8;  1  Cor. 
6:20. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Natural  law  often  illustrates  spirit- 
ual law.  Give  little  material  good, 
and  you  get  little  spiritual  blessing. 

Giving  must  be  according  to  a  real 
purpose.  The  value  of  the  gift  depends 
entirely  on  the  spirit  that  prompts  it. 

After  all,  the  things  we  give  have 
already  been  given  to  us  by  God.  Our 
financial  limitations  may  be  caused 
by  our  niggardiness. 

God  owns  us.  He  created    and    re- 
deemed us.  All  our  life  belongs  to  Him. 
SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

Planned  giving  yields  better  results 
than  desultory  giving.  A  budget  is 
simply  a  plan  laid  out  ahead  for  giv- 
ing. 

Every  home  should  have  a  budget; 
so  much  to  be  spent  for  clothes,  so 
much  for  food,  pleasure,  etc.,  so  that 
the  family  does  not  live  beyond  its  in- 
come. Do  we  put  our  gifts  to  God  into 
our  budget? 

After  laying  out  a  plan  or  a  budget, 
we  must  keep  it  before  us,  and  try  to 
carry  it  out.  It  is  a  guide  at  hand. 
Laid  aside  and  forgotten,  it  is  useless. 
It  is  not  a  mere  resolution. 

A  vote  in  any  church  would  show 
that  very  few  members  plan  to  set 
aside  for  God  a  definite  sum  weekly 
or  monthly,  and  carry  out  their  plan. 
Giving  is  more  or  less  haphazard,  ac- 
cording to  the  nature  of  the  appeals 


made  from  the  pulpit. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

The  envelope  system  helps  to  re- 
mind us  of  God's  share  of  our  income. 
There  is  a  difference  between  a  collec- 
tion and  an  offering. 

Endeavorers  who  are  tithers  not 
only  keep  a  bank  at  home  in  which 
they  place  their  weekly  tithe,  but  also 
keep  a  book  to  account  for  the  tithe — 
how  it  is  put  into  the  bank,  and  how 
it  is  spent. 

Suppose  a  tenant  forgets  or  neg- 
lects to  put  into  his  budget  of  ex- 
penses the  owner  of  his  farm.  He 
would  be  evicted.  That  happened  to 
the  rich  fool  of  the  parable.  Evicted! 

Our  gifts  should  be  given  not  to  the 
church  or  to  missions  or  to  any  cause, 
but  to  God.  He  comes  first.  Then  we 
can  take  the  money  we  have  thus 
consecrated  to  Him,  and  use  it  for  all 
these  purposes. 

QUOTATIONS 

The  widow's  mite  was  the  glowing 
tribute  of  a  selfless  love;  a  great  gift 
because  it  came  out  of  great  poverty. 
— Anon. 

A  Filipino  Christian  put  one-tenth 
of  his  income  in  the  bank  and  gave  it 
to  the  church  at  Christmas.  Is  this  a 
suitable  method  for  us? — Black. 

If  we  tithe  our  income,  we  shall  be 
surprised  at  the  amount  we  have  to 
give  to  the  Lord's  work,  surprised  at 
the  joy  giving  yields,  and  surprised 
that  we  did  not  discover  this  sooner. — 
Anon. 

In  the  picture  of  the  judgment  the 
ones  who  are  blamed  are  those  who 
gave  nothing.  In  serving  humanity, 
we  serve  Christ,  and  we  need  money 
for  this  service. — Anon. 

QUESTION 
Why  give  joyfully? 
What    proportion    of    the    budget 
should  be  God's  share? 
Why  give  anything  at  all? 
SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 
God's  Claim  to  Ownership.  Psa.  24:1. 
Generous  Giving.  Exod.  36:1-7. 
Secret  Giving.  Matt.  6:1-4. 
The  Spirit  of  Giving.  2  Cor.  8:1-5. 
Our  Stewardship.  Matt.  25:14-30. 
Rewards  of  Giving.  2  Cor.  9:6-8. 
Study,  Then  Speak.  1  Tim.  4:13-16. 
Preach  the  Word.  2  Tim.  4:1-5. 

WHAT   IS  WORSHIP? 

Scripture  lesson:  Psa.  95:1-6;  John 
4:20-24. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Worship  is  praise,  realization  of  the 
great  things  God  has  done  for  us. 

Worship  is  humble  recognition  of 
the  greatness  of  God  and  our  own 
smallness. 

Worship  is  not  connected  with 
either  place  or  ceremony.  It  is  an  at- 
titude of  mind. 

Worship  is  spiritual;  it  is  the  spirit 
of  man  communing  with  the  Spirit 
of  God. 


SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

In  olden  days  worship  was  con- 
sidered the  doing  of  things  in  a  certain 
way — ceremonial.  Some  take  this  view 
of  it.  Jesus  shows  us  that  it  has 
nothing  to  do  with  ceremony,  but 
with  the  heart. 

Since  worship  is  adoration  of  God, 
it  can  come  only  from  a  heart  that 
loves  God.  An  evil  mind  cannot  wor- 
ship because  its  thoughts  are  wrong. 

Worship  includes  reverence.  We  are 
not  worshipping  when  we  sit  chatting 
in  church  or  dreaming  about  our  en- 
gagements or  our  business. 

True  worship  means  the  absorption 
of  the  mind  in  the  contemplation  of 
God,  Rev.  1:10.  It  is  not  always  easy, 
and  certainly  not  light-hearted,  as 
this  chapter  shows. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

Some  people  have  little  apprecia- 
tion of  beautiful  pictures.  To  gain  it 
they  must  study  pictures  and  try  to 
see  their  beauty.  It  is  the  same  with 
worship.  To  appreciate  God  is  hard 
for  some  folks. 

Worship  is  not  flattery  of  God.  That 
would  be  contemptible.  Worship  is  the 
love  of  the  child  for  its  Father  and 
communion  between  the  two. 

The  person  who  cannot  love  can- 
not worship.  Expressions  of  love  are 
the  natural  expressions  of  the  soul  in 
worship.  Human  love  is  a  shadow  of 
the  divine. 

The  words  "hidden  treasures" 
arouse  the  cupidity  and  love  of  adven- 
ture of  many.  The  word  "God"  which 
sent  St.  Francis  into  an  ecstasy, 
should  arouse  in  us  the  adoration  of 
love. 

QUOTATIONS 

The  human  heart  expands  and 
grows  nobler  in  the  presence  of 
beauty,  goodness,  and  love.  And  this 
is  what  worship  is,  the  contemplation 
of  these  things. — Worrel. 

Worship  includes  thanksgiving,  con- 
fession, aspiration,  intercession,  and 
all  these  should  be  worked  into  the 
worship  service.  The  main  point  in 
worship  is  to  intensify  and  make  real 
the  presence  of  God. — Harrow. 

Very  few  sermons  lead  to  worship. 
Eloquence  is  not  worship.  Oratory  is 
not  worship.  We  need  exhortation,  but 
the  worship  in  service  is  God  and 
Christ-centered,  and  never  man-cen- 
tered at  all. — Watson. 

There  is  real  worship  in  a  Quaker 
service.  That  deep  silence  is  eloquent. 
The  soul  withdraws  from  the  world 
and  listens  to  the  voice  within.  God 
and  the  soul  meet  in  the  temple  of  the 
heart. — Anon. 

QUESTIONS 

Should  we  have  more  worship  in 
our  church  services? 

How  develop  the  spirit  of  worship  in 
our  Y.P.E.  meetings? 

How  does  worship  help  us? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Worship  Is  Adoration.  Matt.  2:11. 

Worship  Is  Praise.  Psa.  67:1-7. 

Worship  Is  Meditation.  Psa.  8:1-9. 

Worship  Is  Prayer.  Psa.  91:1-16. 

Worship  Is  Internal.  John  4:24. 

Worship  Is  Reverence.  Hab.  2:20. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


IDEALS  WORTH  LIVING  FOR 

Scripture  lesson:  Phil.  3:7-14;  4:8; 
Gal.  5:22,  23. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Seek  "the  knowledge  of  Christ," 
that  is,  seek  to  know  Christ,  and  also 
the  knowledge  that  He  possessed. 

To  achieve  the  power  of  Christ,  to 
be  filled  with  His  Spirit,  is  the  high- 
est Christian  ideal. 

To  clear  the  mind  of  evil  and  mean 
thoughts  and  fill  it  with  thoughts  of 
sweetness  and  beauty  would  make  us 
noblemen. 

We  think  mostly  of  making  good, 
and  very  little  of  having  the  fruit  of 
the  Spirit  in  our  lives.  These  are 
Christian  ideals. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

The  Christ  way  of  living  is  the  ideal 
to  follow;  and  to  find  it  we  must 
study  His  life  in  the  Scriptures. 

Abraham,  Gen.  12:1-3,  presents  a 
picture  of  consecration.  Are  we  will- 
ing to  give  up  all  for  God — for  what 
we  believe  to  be  the  highest? 

Joseph,  forgiving  his  brethren,  is 
an  ideal  of  forgiveness  and  generosity. 
Can  we  forget  wrongs  so  completely? 

David,  in  his  pious  hours,  singing, 
praising,  praying,  suggests  an  ideal  of 
private  contact  with  God.  Have  we 
such  dealings  with  the  Eternal? 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

John  presents  the  Christian  ideal 
in  the  words,  "Love  one  another."  He 
learned  that  from  Christ.  What  effort 
do  we  make  to  reach  this  ideal? 

Jesus  presents  the  highest  possible 
ideal  in  Matt.  5:43-48:  "Be  perfect  in 
love  like  God."  That  was  His  aim;  to 
be  as  God  is.  It  may  be  our  aim;  but 
oh,  what  understanding  it  calls  for! 

Paul  presents  in  his  own  life  the 
ideal  of  self-sacrifice,  2  Corinthians 
11.  He  gave  all.  And  he  found  joy  in 
giving  all  to  Christ  and  his  people. 

The  ideal  of  the  praying  Christian 
is  to  be  always  in  the  mood  of  prayer, 
as  a  flute  is  always  ready  to  sound  its 
note.  Prayer  should  be  as  natural  as 
breathing,  and  as  easy. 

QUOTATIONS 

To  be  able  to  help  a  needy  fellow 
mortal  or  cheer  a  discouraged  soul  is 
one  of  my  greatest  joys. — Wilson. 

Let  us  be  humble.  If  we  could  only 
see  how  insignificant  and  small  we 
are  in  God's  vast  creation,  we  should 
never  be  proud  again.  To  know  our- 
selves aright  is  to  be  humble. — 
Maudsley. 

A  day,  an  hour  of  virtuous  liberty 

Is     worth     a     whole     eternity     of 
bondage. — Addison. 

The  first  freedom  is  freedom  from 
sin. — Luther. 

QUESTIONS 

What  ideal  appeals  to  us? 

Why  is  money-making  a  wrong 
ideal? 

How  may  we  attain  our  ideals? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

The  Christ-life.  Phil.  1:21. 

Pleasing  God.  John  8:29. 

Faithfulness.  Dan.  6:4. 

Love.  1  Cor.  13:1-13. 

Faith.  Mark.  11:23,  24. 

Generosity.  Mark  11:25,  26. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  LESSON 
PROGRAM 

We  are  asking  you  to  use  as  your 
fourth  lesson  this  month  the  subject 
"Vocation,"  and  use  the  entire  paper 
as  your  material.  This  will  cause  you 
to  read  carefully  the  good  things  we 
have  prepared  for  you.  Let  your  aim 
be  that  of  helping  to  find  God's  will 
for  the  lives  of  the  young  people  in 
your  midst.  Let  your  songs  be  ap- 
propriate for  the  occasion.  These  will 
be  good: 

"I'll  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  To  Go," 
"Have  Thine  Own  Way,"  and  others  as 
the  Spirit  may  lead. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  this  serv- 
ice and  open  your  eyes  to  the  need  of 
listening  for  God's  call. 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

By  C.  M.  Truesdell 

QUESTION  NO.  1 

Who  was  the  father  of  Judas,  the 
betrayer  of  Christ? 

Answer:  The  father  of  Judas  was 
named  Simon  (Hebrew,  Simeon),  and 
Judas'  name  and  surname  show  that 
he  was  a  man  of  the  tribe  of  Judah, 
for  the  name  "Judas"  was  the  Greek 
equivalent  of  the  Hebrew  word 
"Judah."  "Iscariot"  was  the  Hebrew 
Ish-Kerioth  (man  of  Kerioth),  which 
meant  that  Judas  came  from  the  town 
of  that  name  in  the  extreme  southern 
end  of  Judah 's  territory.  See  John  6: 
71;  12:4;  Josh.  15:25. 

QUESTION  NO.  2 

When  and  where  did  the  synagogue 
begin,  and  what  was  its  importance? 

Answer:  The  Bible  does  not  give 
its  origin.  From  history  we  learn  that 
it  sprang  up  during  the  time  that  the 
Jews  were  captive  in  the  land  of 
Babylon,  after  the  temple  had  been 
laid  waste.  Here,  the  Jews  met  for 
religious  instruction  and  worship.  It 
probably  became  a  legal  part  of  Jew- 
ish worship  under  Ezra  and  Nehemiah 
when  the  exiled  Jews  returned  and 
colonized  the  homeland  by  permis- 
sion of  the  Persian  rulers  who  had 
conquered  Babylon. 

The  synagogue  was  important  be- 
cause it  afforded  the  scattered  Jews 
the  privilege  of  worship  and  learning 
wherever  there  were  ten  heads  of 
families.  In  New  Testament  times  the 
Jews  of  different  nationalities  each 
had  their  own  synagogue,  Acts  6:9. 
There  were  hundreds  of  these  places 
of  worship  in  Jerusalem.  The  worship 
of  the  one  God  was  kept  alive  until 
Jesus  came,  through  the  synagogue. 

QUESTION  NO.  3 

Was  there  another  Asia  besides  the 
continent  east  of  Europe  and  Africa? 

Answer:  Yes!  However,  it  was  only 
a  province  in  the  western  end  of  Asia 
Minor,  extending  to  the  Aegean  Sea, 
and  is  now  a  part  of  the  country  of 
Turkey;  but  in  the  New  Testament  the 
allusion  to  "Asia"  always  meant  this 
Roman  Province  which  we  have  just 


described.    See  Acts  6:9;    1  Peter  1:1, 
etc. 

QUESTION  NO.  4 

What  is  the  meaning  of  the  word 
"Tirshatha"  in  Nehemiah  8:9? 

Answer:  This  word,  pronounced 
teer-shaw-thaw,  was  a  Hebrew  form 
of  the  Persian  Avestan  title  tarshta 
(revered)  and  was  applied  to  lesser 
rulers  under  the  king,  such  as  depu- 
ties, governors,  etc.  This  was  Nehe- 
miah's  title. 

QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  The  territory  allotted  to  Dan  was 
all  in  one  district.  Why  did  the  Dan- 
ites  settle  in  two  districts  of  Pales- 
tine? 

2.  Please  state  definitely  the  rela- 
tion of  Belshazzar  to  Nebuchadnezzar. 

3.  What  proof  do  we  have  that  Ha- 
inan was  an  Amalekite? 

4.  What  was  the  visible  manifesta- 
tion of  God's  acceptance  of  Abel's 
offering? 

HELPS  FOR  TEMPTED  AND  TRIED 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
bring  forth  more  fruit." 

How  much  to  be  desired  is  a  right 
acceptance  of  this  purging  process. 
"Tribulation  worketh  patience,"  we 
read.  It  has  been  said  that  "the  same 
heat  which  causes  a  cut  flower  to  wilt 
makes  a  rooted  flower  to  grow."  We 
should  then  pray  to  become  rooted  in 
His  love.  In  other  words,  "set  the 
soul"  to  withstand  the  roughest  life- 
voyage  by  putting  full  trust  in  our 
Pilot,  Christ  Jesus. 

So   our  prayers  should  be   for  pa- 
tience,   understanding    and    for    faith 
to  see  God's  hand  in  all.  These  words 
from    1    Peter   4:12,13   will   keep   im- 
measurably:   "Beloved,    think    it    not 
strange    concerning    the     fiery    trial 
which  is  to  try  you:  .  .  .  But  rejoice, 
inasmuch     as    ye    are    partakers    of 
Christ's    sufferings;    that,    when    his 
glory   shall   be   revealed,   ye   may   be 
glad  also  with  exceeding  joy." 
"If  we  could  push  ajar  the  gates  of  life, 
And  stand  within  and  all  God's  work- 
ings see, 
We    could    interpret   all   this    doubt    and 
strife, 
And    for   each    mystery   find   a    ready 
key. 
"But   not   today.     Then   be   content,   sad 
heart, 
God's  plans,  like  lilies,  pure  and  white, 
unfold; 
We  must  not  tear  the  close-shut  leaves 
apart, 
Time  will  reveal  the  calyxes  of  gold. 
And  if  through  patient  toil,  we  reach  the 

land 
Where  we   shall  clearly  see  and   under- 
stand, 
I  think  that  we  shall  say,  'God  knew 
the  best.'  " 

(Unknown.) 


Our  minds  can  never  be  trained  to 
think  until  we  become  the  trainer  and 
see  that  they  are  kept  busy. 

The  persons  who  try  to  display  the 
immensity  of  their  knowledge  are  only 
advertising  the  immensity  of  their  ig- 
norance. 
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"ALL  THINGS" 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
nought  before  rulers,  the  many  nights 
fe  had  wrestled  in  prayer  with  tears 
Ind  groanings  for  those  whom  he  had 
Ion  to  Christ,  the  many  times  he  had 
Irown  weary,  tired,  and  sick;  but  he 
Uso  saw  the  trail  he  had  blazed  and 
ae  work  he  had  established.  Recall- 
iig  it  all  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  "I 
lave  fought  the  good  fight,  I  have 
finished  my  course,  I  have  kept  the 
laith  "  There  was  no  sign  of  cringing, 
ho  sign  of  regret.  That  glorious  shout 
tchoes  down  the  halls  of  time  and 
Challenges  us  to  do  all  things  through 
Christ.  Paul's  secret?  Phil  4:13,  I 
Fan  do  all  things  through  Christ 
fohich  strengtheneth  me."  We,  too,  can 
bay  with  Paul,  "None  of  these  things 
kiove  me  "  because,  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ  which  strengtheneth 
le." 

i    "Lord    what  wilt  thou  have  me  to 

Ido?     Not  my  brother,  nor  my  sister, 

Ibut  me!"  Young  people  of  the  Church 

lof  God,  the  world  needs  us,  and  our 

■Church  needs   us.  Let  us  accept  the 

Ichallenge  sincerely  and  readily   .  .   . 

iLord  we  realize  our  weakness  and  our 

I fault's,  but  we  are  willing  to  do  and 

ldare  for  Thee.    In  spite  of  a  snarling 

world  that  would  seek  our  downfall 

and  laugh  when  we  fall;  in  spite  of 

insurmountable  obstacles;  in  spite  of 

those  who  do  not  understand  us  and 

would  gloat  over  our  feeble  efforts,  we 

believe    that    we    can    do    all    things 

through  Christ  which  strengthens  us. 

Lord  assign  us  the  task— with  our  eyes 

on  Thee,  our  feet  on  the  Rock  of  Ages, 

and  in  Thy  strength,  we  can!    Lord— 

we  dare! 


few  days  and  my  lieutenant  asked  me 
to  help  out  in  the  chaplain's  place 
Out  chaplain  is  in  the  hospital  at 
present.  Pray  for  him.  I  hope  I  can 
have  a  revival  here  where  we  are. 

I  desire  the  prayers  of  all  the  good 
praying  people  that  God  will  protect 
and  spare  our  lives  until  we  can  re- 
turn safely  home  to  our  loved  ones  — 
Sgt.  Lester  Robbins. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  getting  the  Lighted 
Pathway  ever  since  I  have  been  in 
service  for  my  country  and  it  really 
has  meant  a  lot  to  me.  It  has  cheered 
me  up  when  everything  was  going 
against  me.  The  Lighted  Pathway 
speaks  for  itself. 

I  desire  the  prayers  of  all  who  will 
pray  for  me  that  I  may  continue 
to  do  my  best  for  the  Lord  I  wou  d 
like  to  hear  from  anyone  who  would 
care  to  write  me.-Pfc.  J.  E.  Brown. 

HOME   LIFE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 


LETTERS   FROM  SERVICE  MEN 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
know  the  value  of  worth-while  Chris- 
tian literature.  There  is  not  enough  of 
it  aboard  ship.  It  is  a  great  encour- 
agement to  Christians  and  a  light  to 
help  us  up  the  way.  This  magazine  is 
always  a  welcome  sight  at  mail  call. 
I  look  forward  for  the  paper  very 
much.— V.  D.  Harris. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  will  highly  appreciate  it  if  you 
will  renew  my  Lighted  Pathway  sub- 
scription, as  the  paper  has  been  a  real 
blessing  to  me  since  I  have  been  in 
Service,  and  to  many  others.  It  surely 
has  been  a  light  to  my  pathway  and 
it  deserves  its  name.  — Richard  T. 
Chambers. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Yesterday  I  received  a  Lighted 
Pathway  and  an  Evangel  from  my 
mother  and  I  can't  find  words  to  ex- 
press my  thanks  and  tell  what  tne 
good  Lighted  Pathway  means  to  us 
boys  over  here. 

Since  I  have  been  over  here,  I  have 
been  preaching  and  doing  my  best  to 
help  my  comrades  who  are  lost,  ana 
the  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  such  a 
help  and  blessing  to  me  in  this  work. 

We  haven't  had  a  chaplain    for    a 

[Page  16] 


said,  "Husband,  no  one  is  to  blame 
but  you.  I  have  tried  to  get  you  to 
help  me  with  him  and  go  to.  church 
with  us."  Like  a  dagger  in  his  heart 
these  words  pierced,  for  he  knew  it 
was  the  truth.  . 

Early  the  next  morning  he  arose  and 
went  to  the  grove  and  made  his  con- 
fession to  God.  He  arose  from  prayer, 
pulled  down  a  good  substantial  switch 
laid  it  up  in  the  wood  shed.  When  the 
son  arose  he  was  called   out  to  the 
wood    shed.    There    the    father    said 
"Well  son,  I  have  never  been  a  father 
to  you,  but  beginning  today  I  am  your 
father:    I  have  asked  God  to  forgive 
me      Son,  you  have  been  a  careless, 
wayward  boy  and  you  have  brought 
reproach  on  the   family.    Now  I  am 
going  to  give  you  your  first  whipping. 
He  reached  up,  pulled  down  the  switch 
and  said,  "Son,  take  off  that  coat 
He  tried  to  take  it  as  a  Joke   laughed 
at  his  dad,  but  the  father  said,    Look 
here,  son,  I  am  your  father;  take  off 
that  coat."  For  the  first  time  in  that 
bov's  life  he  felt  the  power  of  author- 
ity in  the  voice  of  his  father    so  he 
removed  his  coat   and  there   he   re- 
ceived  his   first   punishment   for  his 
evil     Then  the  father  said,  "We  are 
going  to  pray."  The  two  kneeled  in 
prayer  and  at  length  the  boy  walked 
on   his   knees   and   placed   his   arms 
around   his    father's   neck   and   said, 
"Father,  I  see  it  now;  I  promise  you 
I  will  never  cause  any  more  trouble. 
This  lad  grew  up  to  be  a  fine  citizen 
and  a  steward  in  the  church. 

A  young  man,  whose  mother  was  a 
carefree  and  irresponsible  woman,  was 
left  alone  a  great  deal  during  his 
voung  life  and  he  grew  up  to  be  a  very 
bad  boy  He  knew  nothing  about 
church  and  Sunday  School  and  as  he 
erew  older  he  went  from  bad  to  worse. 
Finally  he  committed  a  crime  for 
which  he  was  arrested,  tried,  and  sen- 
tenced to  the  electric  chair.  When  the 
dreadful  day  of  the  electrocution  came 
he  was  led  from  the  death  cell  with 
shaven  head  and  placed  in  the  chair 


to  which  his  hands  and  feet  were 
strapped.  Just  before  the  black  cap 
was  pulled  over  his  head  the  minister 
said,  "Son,  do  you  have  anything  to 
say''"  With  trembling  body,  quivering 
lips,  and  tears  in  his  eyes,  he  said, 
-Oh!  if  I  but  had  a  mother.' 

Mother,  give  -your  heart  to  Jesus, 
lead  your  children  in  the  right  way, 
tell  them  of  Jesus,  read  Gods  Word 
to  them  and  pray  with  them  every 
day.  Children,  obey  your  parents,  lor 
this  is  right. 

DEPENDING  ON  GOD'S  SPIRIT 

Sometimes  quarrymen  find  a  very 
hard  kind  of  rock.  They  pick  little 
grooves  for  the  iron  wedges,  and  then 
with  great  sledge  hammers  drive  these 
little  wedges  into  the  hard  rock  Some- 
times this  fails  to  split  the  rock  Then 
they  go  at  it  in  another  way.  The  iron 
wedges  are  removed  from  the  grooves. 
Then  little  wooden  ones  of  a  very  hard 
fiber  are  selected.  These  sharp  edged, 
well-made  wooden  wedges  are  put  in 
the  grooves  tightly  and  water  is  kept 
in  the  grooves.  The  water  and  wedges 
are  left  to  do  their  work  The  damp 
wood  swells.  The  granite  heart  of  the 
rock  cannot  stand  against  this  new 

PritStakes  longer  than  the  iron  wedges 
and  sledge,  but  after  a  while  the  rock 
yields  and  lies  split  wide  open  The 
water  works  on  the  wood,  and  that  in 
turn  on  the  stone.  The  iron  wedges 
sometimes  fail,  but  the  wood  and  wa- 
ter never  fail.  It  seems  to  be  a  part 
of  our  make-up  to  make  plans,  and 
count  on  the  plans.  Planning  does 
much  We  do  not  want  to  plan  less,  put 
learn  to  depend  more  in  our  planning 
on  the  soft,  noiseless,  but  resisting 
power  of  the  Holy  Spirit.— S.  D.  Gor- 
don. 


ALONE  WITH  GOD 

A  minister  at  a  camp  meeting,  in 
the  course  of  his  sermon,  advised  that 
the  people,  as  they  retired  from  the 
service,  should  go  away  and.  be  alone 
with  God  for  fifteen  minutes.  A  brotn- 
er  followed  the  advice  and  was 
brought  into  the  most  delightful  fel- 
lowship with  Jesus.  The  unfolding  of 
things  belonging  to  the  Kingdom  of 
God  even  in  that  fifteen  minutes,  was 
rich  and  glorious.  We  would  urge  our 
readers  to  be  often  alone  with  God 
If  vou  want  to  be  let  down  into  eternal 
mysteries,  into  the  Godhead's  deepest 
sea,  be  alone  with  God.  If  you  want 
to  feel  as  never  before  the  strength 
of  the  "power  that  worketh  in  us,  be 
alone  with  God.  Fifteen  minutes  in 
such  secret  fellowship  is  worth  an  age 
of  blustering  outdoor  noise  about  reli- 
gion.—P.  H.  Advocate. 

"All  feelings  of  despondency  or  dis- 
couragement come  from  the  devil;  and 
we  ought  to  look  away  at  once  to 
Jesus  Christ  for  deliverance  I  once 
saw  in  a  man's  office  a  card  bearing 
the  motto,  T  will  not  gratify  the  devil 
by  being  discouraged'— and  I've  never 
forgotten  it. 

"  'If  your  face  wants  to  smile— let  it, 
If  it  doesn't— make  it."' 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


PAUL    DENBY'S   MOTHER 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
ber  about  him.  It  has  always  been 
mother.  She  seemed  to  live  for  us  chil- 
dren. She  said  she  was  responsible  to 
God  for  our  moral  training,  and  to  the 
Government  for  making  us  useful  cit- 
izens. She  always  said  it  was  some  job 
to  be  a  mother  and  when  she  had  to 
be  a  father,  too,  it  took  extra  grace 
and  courage." 

"So  many  are  failing  today  as  par- 
ents," said  the  minister,  "that  it  is  re- 
freshing to  know  of  one  who  takes 
her  responsibility  seriously.  I  suppose 
she  is  very  happy  that  you  are  to  be 
a  preacher?" 

Paul  hesitated  and  then  said  slowly, 
"No,  I  am  ashamed  to  say  it,  but 
my  mother  thinks  I  am  not  fit  to  be 
a  minister.  I'm  not  good  enough." 

The  pastor  looked  startled.  "And 
yet,  in  the  face  of  that,  you  are  go- 
ing on  with  your  preparations?"  he 
he  asked. 

Paul  nodded.  "Before  I  finish  my 
course  I  may  understand  my  moth- 
er's reasons  better,  but  now  I  feel 
that  I  must  prepare  at  least.  You  may 
think  me  foolish,  but  I  look  at  like 
this:  I  know  I  am  not  brilliant.  I 
shall  likely  never  be  a  forceful  speak- 
er, but  people  do  need  the  plain,  sim- 
ple gospel  and  I  can  give  them  that." 

"True,"  said  the  other,  and  he  quot- 
ed, "I,  if  I  be  lifted  up,  will  draw  all 
men  unto  me.' " 

The  boy  nodded.  "And  as  I've  lived 
on  a  farm  I  am  deeply  interested  in 
the  country  churches.  I  can't  bear  to 
see  them  closed.  When  the  farmers 
do  go  into  the  city  congregations  they 
do  not  fit.  If  they  are  not  active, 
spiritually,  they  die.  I  may  be  wrong, 
but  it  seems  to  me  there  is  one  place 
where  numbers  are  lost — through  the 
closing  of  the  country  churches." 

"You  are  right,"  said  the  pastor; 
"and  'meeting-houses'  are  standing 
empty  and  silent  all  over  the  country 
areas.  Some  blame  the  automobile. 
Some  blame  the  young  people,  and 
some  blame  the  ministers  for  refusing 
to  serve  in  the  country  and  scheming 
to  get  into  city  pulpits.  Whatever  the 
cause,  the  fact  remains,  a  large  part 
of  our  population  is  going  un- 
churched." 

"Among  them  are  children  and 
young  people  who  need  the  training," 
put  in  Paul  eagerly.  "That  is  what  ap- 
peals to  me.  I  feel  the  call  of  the 
country  parish  and  my  highest  ambi- 
tion is  to  be  a  pastor  of  such  a  people." 
*     *     * 

Five  years  later  Paul  Denby  is  called 
into  the  office  of  the  president  of  the 
Seminary.  It  is  just  prior  to  Com- 
mencement Day.  Two  letters  lie  open 
on  his  desk. 

"Denby,  what  are  your  plans?  Have 
you  made  any  arrangements  about  a 
church?"  asked  the  executive. 

"Not  yet,"  Paul  answered  the  last 
question  first.  "I  hope  to  get  a  coun- 
try church — if  I  can  find  one  that 
needs  me." 

"I  thought  I  had  heard  something 
like  that  about  you,"  said  the  presi- 
dent. "That  is  why  I  sent  for  you. 
Here  are  two  letters,  each  asking  for 


a  young  man  from  this  year's  class. 
This  one,  Carmel,  is  a  country  church 
that  seems  to  be — well,  almost  hope- 
less. This  other,  Lincoln,  is  in  a  vil- 
lage. They  have  recently  lost  their 
old  pastor.  He  had  been  with  them 
about  twenty  years,  I  believe.  He  was 
ill  for  a  year  or  so  and  I  suspect  the 
conditions  may  not  be  too  good.  Would 
you  like  to  go  to  either  place  as  a 
candidate,  or  as  a  trial  pastor?" 

"Carmel  sounds  like  what  I  want," 
was  Denby's  prompt  answer. 

"It  is  the  harder  of  the  two,"  warned 
the  official. 

"And  the  most  needy,  is  it  not?" 
questioned  Paul.  "Tell  me  how  to  get 
there." 

Very  shortly  thereafter  he  began  his 
ministry  at  Carmel.  Progress  was  slow 
but  growth  by  ones  and  by  twos  was 
steady.  They  were  gradually  won  to 
Christ  whom  Paul  Denby  exalted. 

Now  his  mother  grudgingly  admits 
that  her  son  was  really  called  to 
preach. 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
upon  the  meaning  of  it  which  I  desire 
you'll  publish  in  one  of  your  future 
magazines.  The  verse  runs  thus:  "But 
the  court  which  is  without  the  temple 
leave  out,  and  measure  it  not,  for  it 
is  given  to  the  Gentiles,  and  the  holy 
city  shall  they  tread  under  foot  forty 
and  two  months." 

"  'Now,  according  to  the  scriptural 
way  of  putting  a  day  for  a  year,  if  we 
multiply  forty-two  months  by  thirty 
(the  number  of  days  contained  in  a 
Jewish  month) ,  we  have  the  time  the 
Turks  will  reign  over  the  Jews'  coun- 
try, and  the  city  of  Jerusalem,  viz., 
1,260;  if  we  add  this  to  the  year  of 
our  Lord  636,  when  Jerusalem  was 
taken  by  the  Turks,  we  have  the  year 
of  our  Lord  1896,  near  or  about  which 
time  the  Jews  will  be  reinstated  in 
their  own  country  and  city,  Jerusalem, 
again,  which  will  be  about  137  years 
hence;  and  that  the  Turks  are  the 
Gentiles  mentioned  in  the  above- 
quoted  chapter  and  verse  appears  from 
their  having  that  country  and  city  in 
possession  about  1,123  years,  and  they 
will  continue  to  possess  it  until  the 
omnipotent  God,  in  His  own  time, 
bringeth  this  prophecy  to  its  full 
period.' 

"This  letter  is  signed  'M.  Forster,' 
and  is  dated  from  'Bessborough,  Oc- 
tober 24,  1759.'  I  have  very  little  sym- 
pathy with  those  of  our  brethren  who 
are  ever  venting  in  speech  and  in  print 
the  exact  dates  (as  they  declare)  of 
the  coming  events  surrounding  the  re- 
turn of  our  Lord,  but  I  do  believe  (in 
spite  of  the  somewhat  hazy  chronology 
at  our  command)  that  the  regarding 
of  approximate  times  is  perfectly  per- 
missible, and  the  letter  I  have  read  you 
has  some  value  when,  taking  dates, 
etc.,  approximately,  we  remember  that 
this  letter  was  written  nearly  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  years  ago,  and  that  1896 
was  memorable  for  a  distinct  move- 
ment towards  the  Holy  Land. 

"So,  I  say,  'the  coming  of  the  Lord 
draweth  nigh.'  To  myself  and  to  every 
Christian  here,  I  would  say,  'May  God 


help  us  to  quicken  all  our  hearts^nd 
purify  all  our  lives,  that  we  may  not 
be  ashamed  at  His  coming.' 

"And  to  any  who  are  here  (if  such 
there  be)  who  are  not  converted,  may 
God  help  you  to  seek  His  face,  that 
you  may  not  be  'left,'  when  He  shall 
suddenly,  silently  snatch  away  His 
Church  out  of  this  godless  genera- 
tion.   'Left!' 

"Think  of  what  that  will  mean,  un- 
saved friend,  if  you  are  here  today. 
Left!  Left  behind!  When  the  Spirit  of 
God  will  have  been  taken  out  of  the 
earth.  When  Satan  will  dwell  on  the 
earth — for,  with  the  coming  of  Christ 
into  the  air,  Satan,  'the  prince  of  the 
power  of  the  air,'  will  have  to  descend. 

"Christ  and  Satan  can  never  live  in 
the  same  realm.  O  God,  save  anyone 
here  from  being  left — left  behind,  to 
come  upon  the  unspeakable  judgments 
which  will  follow  the  taking  out  of 
the  world  of  the  Church! 

"Some  husband,  whose  head  was  laid 
on  his  bed, 
Throbbing  with  mad  excess, 
Awakes  from  that  dream  by  the  light- 
ning gleam, 
Alone  in  his  last  distress. 

"For  the  patient  wife,  who  through 
each  day's  life, 

Watched  and  wept  for  his  soul, 
Is  taken  away,  and  no  more  shall  pray, 

For  the  judgment  thunders  roll. 

"And     that     thoughtless     fair     who 
breathed  no  prayer, 
Oft  as  her  husband  knelt, 
Shall  find  he  is  fled,  and  start  from 
her  bed 
To  feel  as  never  she  felt. 

"The  children  of  day  are  summoned 
away; 
Left  are  the  children  of  night. 

"It  is  high  time  for  us  all  to  wake. 
God  keep  us  awake  and  watching  for 
our  Lord,  for  His  precious  name's  sake. 
Amen." 

The  murmured  amens  rolled  through 
the  congregation  like  the  deep  surge 
of  a  sea  billow  on  a  shingle  shore. 

"Our  time  has  gone,  friends,"  cried 
the  major.  "We  will  sing  two  verses 
only  of  the  closing  hymn  410,  the  first 
and  last  verse.     Sing  straight  away." 

Tom  Hammond,  wondering  at  it  all 
much  as  ever,  listened  while  the  song 
rang  out: 

"When    Jesus    comes    to    reward    His 
servants, 
Whether  it  be  noon  or  night, 
Faithful  to  Him  will  He  find  us  watch- 
ing? 
With   our   lamps   all   trimmed   and 
bright? 

Chorus 

"Oh,  can  we  say  we  are  ready,  brother? 

Ready  for  the  soul's  bright  home? 
Say,   will   He   find   you   and  me  still 
watching, 
Waiting,    waiting    when    the    Lord 
shall  come? 

"Blessed    are    those   whom    the   Lord 
finds  watching, 
In  His  glory  they  shall  share; 
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If  He  shall  come  at  the   dawn  or 

midnight, 
Will  He  find  us  watching  there?" 

Again  the  chorus  rang  out,  and  as 
Tom  Hammond  left  the  hall,  the 
question  of  it  clung  to  him.  It  forced 
itself  upon  his  brain;  it  groped  about 
for  his  heart;  it  clamored  to  be  heark- 
ened to. 

*     *     * 

"There'll  be  one  other  lady  with 
you  in  your  cabin,  miss." 

The  berth-steward's  announcement 
in  no  way  disconcerted  Madge  Finis- 
terre.  She  had  had  two  cabin  com- 
panions on  the  outward  voyage. 

She  was  arranging  her  cabin  neces- 
saries when  her  fellow  traveller  en- 
tered. She  was  a  wee,  winsome  girl, 
very  fragile  in  appearance,  with  a 
yearning  sweetness  in  her  great  grey 
eyes,  such  as  Madge  had  never  seen  in 
any  eyes  before.  With  half-a-dozen 
words  of  exchanged  greeting  and  a 
very  warm  handshake,  the  pair  be- 
came instant  friends. 

By  a  strange  but  happy  coincidence 
neither  of  them  ever  suffered  from 
seasickness,  and  from  the  first  mo- 
ment of  the  great  liner's  departure 
they  became  inseparable. 

As  the  vessel  forged  her  way  down 
channel  that  evening,  a  glorious  moon 
shining  down  upon  them,  the  two  girls, 
arm-in-arm,  paced  the  promenade 
deck  talking.  The  subject  of  the  acute 
distress  among  the  poor  and  out-of- 
work  in  all  the  world's  great  cities 
came  up  between  them. 

"Oh,  if  only  our  Lord  would  come 
quickly!"  cried  the  girl — Kate  Har- 
land  was  her  name. 

"What  do  you  mean,  Kate?" 
Madge's  voice  was  full  of  amazed  won- 
der. 

"I  mean  that — " 

The  fragile  girl  paused;  then, 
glancing  quickly  up  into  Madge's  face, 
she  cried: 

"You  love  Jesus,  of  course,  Madge? 
You  are  saved,  dear,  and  looking  for 
His  coming?" 

For  an  instant  Madge  was  silent. 
Then,  with  a  deep  sigh,  she  replied: 

"Oh,  me!  I  am  afraid  I  am  not 
saved,  as  you  call  it.  Katie,  dear,  the 
fact  is — " 

She  halted  in  her  speech.  She  did 
not  know  how  to  put  into  words  all 
that  her  friend's  question  had  aroused 
within  her. 

While  she  halted  thus,  the  girl  at 
her  side  put  her  arms  about  her, 
clasping  her  with  a  kind  of  yearning 
— an  "I  will  not  let  you  go"  kind  of 
clasp — as  she  cried,  softly: 

"Oh,  my  darling,  you  must  not  lie 
down  tonight  until  you  know  you  are 
Christ's.  Then — then — a  f  t  e  r  that, 
nothing  can  ever  matter.  Come  weal, 
come  woe,  come  life,  come  death,  all  is 
well!" 

(To  be  continued) 


Alaska  11  139 

Arizona  349  4,261 

Arkansas 747  7,759 

California  1,194  18,984 

Canada  348  4,157 

Colorado  _     253  884 

Connecticut  1  251 

Delaware    398  2,594 

Florida    3,243  39,187 

Foreign   780  6,909 

Georgia  __..  6,259  69,284 

Idaho 206  2,533 

Illinois  3,374  46.904 

Indiana  ._._ 2,060  12,855 

Iowa  297  3,519 

Kansas    593  7,087 

Kentucky   2,770  35,932 

Louisiana  „•_ 567  7,552 

Maine    481  5,993 

Massachusetts    _.._       39  423 

Maryland     1,245  16,410 

Michigan    1,864  27,891 

Minnesota    81  1,046 

Mississippi   1,711  12,022 

Missouri    1,806  21,705 

Montana  212  2,385 

Nebraska 29  1,412 

New  Hampshire 42 

New  Jersey 186  2.763 

New   Mexico   -  234  3,420 

New  York  134  2,360 

Nevada   6  153 

North  Carolina  ..__  7,508  76,267 

North  Dakota  . 221  2,676 

Ohio : 4,178  53,924 

Oklahoma    415  5,692 

Oregon    174  2,321 

Pennsylvania 1,193  14,067 

Rhode  Island 5 

South  Carolina  _  9,874  122,605 

South  Dakota .   254  3,291 

Tennessee  3,332  45,904 

Texas  2,350  29,077 

Utah 32 

Virginia    1,760  21,339 

Washington  485  5,522 

Washington,  D.  C.       59  1.834 

West  Virginia  _:_  1,846  37,540 

Wisconsin  86  794 

Wyoming    30  629 

69,100  844,962 


Arkansas  . 
Iowa 


West  Virginia 


1.00 

1.00 

__    1.00 


$320.39 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 
FOR  AUGUST 


Alabama 


Total  for  Aug. 
3,857 


TOTAL 
52,627 


LIGHTED    PATHWAYS   FOR   MEN 
IN    SERVICE,    ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  July. 

Illinois   $ 64 .3 0 

Mississippi    47.14 

Kentucky    40.80 

Georgia    . 34.50 

Michigan  25.30 

Missouri  - 18.60 

Alabama    , 15.30 

Texas   14.70 

New  York  13.00 

Colorado    10.00 

South  Carolina  9.40 

Florida  9.00 

Ohio    4.50 

Tennessee  3.70 

Washington,  D.  C. 2.10 

California 1.70 

Pennsylvania  1.35 

Louisiana  1.00 

Delaware 1.00 


July  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is  the 
happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize  of  $5 
for  selling  the  most  papers  and  hav- 
ing the  money  in  on  time. 


July  Honor  Roll 

Leonard  Price,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 
R.  E.  Lovelle,  Louisville,  Ky. 
Lionel  Morgan,  Greenville,  -S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
Hazel  Crawford,  Metamora,  Ind. 
Edwin  M.  Mortenson,  Columbia,  S.  C. 
E.  C.  Byrom,  Port  Arthur,  Texas. 
NOTE:    The  last  two  customers  sold 
350  papers  each. 


Attention,  Please — Very  Important: 
NOTICE  OF  ADDRESSES 

When  sending  the  address  of  a  sol- 
dier, be  sure  to  send  us  the  full  ad- 
dress. So  many  fail  to  do  this,  espe- 
cially when  sending  addresses  of  sol- 
diers overseas. 

Could  you  give  us  the  correct  address 
for  the  following  names?  The  War 
Department  has  directed  to  withhold 
from  dispatch  papers  to  the  following 
in  Service.  Please  search  this  list  and 
see  if  your  relative  or  friend  is  among 
the  number.  It  is  very  important  that 
you  keep  us  posted  to  the  correct  ad- 
dress. 

Emil  Grzanick,  S  l|c,  V.C.,  79,  c|o 
Fleet  Post  Office,  San  Francisco,  Calif. 

Paul  T.  Griffin,  A|S,  Red  Bks.,  U.S.N., 
Shoemaker,  Calif. 

Floyd  Hals,  S  2|c, 

Pvt.  W.  A.  Baldwin,  826316,  A.E.S.  44 
U.S.M.C.,  Cherry  Point,  N.  C. 

Charles  C.  Mokee,  A|S. 

Charles  M.  McKee,  A|S. 

James  Norris  Buirs. 

George  A.  Boswell,  FPO. 

Bartley  Frank  Davis,  Sl|c. 

Paul  William  Beam,  Arm  l|c. 

Edward  Duncan  S  l|c. 

Johnny  Moberley,  CW  2|3. 

D.  G.  Matney,  Compair  Seattle  FFF 
Casus  NAS. 

Robert  V.  Miller,  S2|c. 

Pvt.  W.  B.  Morgan. 

Roy  Lee  Harper,  S2|c. 

Elmer  L.  Lee,  S2|c. 

Pvt.  Willie  E.  King,  977974,  UDMCR. 

J.  R.  Petty  S  2 1  a 

Pvt.  George  Paschel,  35905675. 

Joseph  F.  Roberts  A|S. 

F.   H.  Smith,   N.L.E.D. 

Alonzo  C.  Terry,  A|S. 

Pvt.  Atwell  Wheeler. 

James  Waldon  SC  l|c. 

ENS  Harold  Walters,  N.A.S. 

Arthur  Andrew  Wolf  S  l|c. 

Floyd  C.  Yancey  F2|c. 

John  M.  Williams. 

ENS  W.  Wrigglesworth,  USN. 

Edward  L.  Newton,  BM  2|c. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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At  this  time  we  have  some  very  im- 
portant news  for  you  in  regard  to  our 
Loan  Fund,  but  we  are  going  to  keep 
it  until  next  issue.  We  are  reprinting 
a  letter  from  Brother  A.  M.  Phillips, 
of  Atlanta,  Ga.,  whose  church  and 
friends,  through  his  leadership,  con- 
tributed the  first  one  thousand 
dollars  to  the  Loan  Fund.  Brother 
Phillips  says,  "I  am  not  through  with 
this  fund  yet."  We  are  expecting  some 
good  reports  next  month.  Pray  with 
us  for  the  hundred-thousand-dollar 
goal.  God  is  able  to  touch  the 
hearts  of  some  wealthy  men  to  help 
us,  but  He  is  expecting  the  Church  to 
do  its  part. 

Here  is  Brother  A.  M.  Phillips'  let- 
ter: 

Every  one  is  interested  in  the  stu- 
dents of  our  Bible  Training  School  in 
one  way  or  another.  Some  are  in- 
terested because  they  have  a  boy  or 
girl  there,  others  because  they  have 
some  loved  one  or  pal  going. 

I  am  simply  interested  because  of 
the  need  of  every  young  man  or  wom- 
an who  feels  the  call  of  God,  to  pre- 
pare their  lives  for  the  greatest  work 
that  any  person  will  be  able  to  do. 
They  must  be  ready  to  face  a  cold, 
s;'.n-ridden,  devil-possessed  world  of 
unbelief,  and  a  place  where  our  young 
people  can  study  the  Word  of  God  as 
it  should  be  studied.  Oh,  what  a  great 
opportunity! 

When  I  began  this  Student  Loan 
Fund  I  did  not  do  it  with  the  thought 
in  mind  of  individuality,  but  the  great 
need  for  men  and  women  to  be  quali- 
fied to  PREACH  THE  GOSPEL.  Today 
a  person  must  be  able  to  preach,  there 
is  no  other  way  to  get  by. 

I  believe  every  one  reading  this  can 
contribute  from  $100  to  $1,000.  I'll  tell 
you  how  we  did  it.  I  went  to  five  busi- 
ness men,  told  them  what  I  intended 
to  do.  Each  one  of  them  gave  me  one 
hundred  dollars.  Then  I  announced  a 
great  service  on  a  Sunday  night.  I'm 
telling  you  I  really  did  pep  it  up.  On 
that  Sunday  night  I  repeated  my  story 
to  the  audience.  I  had  five  hundred  to 
begin  with  that  night,  then  people 
began  to  give  $50,  $25  and  a  great 
number  gave  $10.  Soon  we  reached  the 
goal  of  $1,000.  I'm  telling  you  we  were 
happy.  This,  my  friend,  is  a  great 
work  that  has  no  end.  It  pays  divi- 
dends from  here  on.  May  the  dear 
Lord  inspire  you  to  help  this  great 
work.— A.  M.  Phillips. 

It  may  be  that  you  think  your 
church  would  be  depleted  financially, 
if  you  should  do  that,  but  Atlanta  has 
found  that  it  helps  to  be  interested  in 
others,  rather  than  hinders. 


Dear     Lighted  Pathway  Readers  and 
Co-workers: 

We  have  come  to  the  close  of  anoth- 
er church  year.  Our  Assembly  will 
soon  meet  at  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  to 
bring  in  a  report  of  the  sheaves  which 
have  been  gathered  during  the   past 


year  and  to  plan  for  the  coming  year. 
I  am  sure  that  every  true  minister  of 
the  gospel  and  Christian  worker  will 
be  asking  the  question,  "Lord,  what 
wilt  thou  have  me  to  do?" 

We  want  to  thank  every  one  who 
has  co-operated  with  us  in  putting 
the  Lighted  Pathway  in  the  homes  of 
our  land  and  out  on  the  battlefield 
among  our  boys  in  service.  I  am  sure 
you  have  been  gratified  in  reading 
the  good  letters  from  our  boys,  as  they 
express  their  aopreciation  for  this 
service  you  have  rendered. 

For  sixteen  years  we  have  done  our 
best  to  be  a  blessing  to  the  young 
people  of  our  land  and  especially  to 
our  own  church  young  people.  We 
have  had  some  faithful  helpers  from 
the  very  beginning  of  our  work.  We 
are  now  seeing  the  need  of  trained 
workers  as  never  before,  and  God  is 
laying  the  burden  on  the  hearts  of  His 
people.  Our  young  people  are  realiz- 
ing that  the  days  in  which  we  are  liv- 
ing demands  knowledge  to  meet  the 
need  of  the  hour.  Will  you  not  rally 
to  the  support  of  our  boys  and  girl's 
who  are  willing  to  make  an  effort  to 
be  trained  for  service?  If  you  cannot 
go  you  can  give  to  help  others  to  go. 
We  hear  so  many  say,  Oh,  I'd  like  to  go 
to  school  but  I'm  old  now,  or  my  home 
obligations  are  too  heavy,  I  cannot  go. 
But  you  can  give  and  pray.  Will  you 
not  pray  with  me  that  we  will  go  over 
the  top  with  this  Loan  Fund,  and  may 
your  prayers  be,  "Lord,  what  wouldest 
thou  have  me  to  give?" 


PRAY—GIVE— GO 

Annie  Johnson  Flint 

Three  things  the  Master  hath  to  do, 
And  we  who  serve  Him  here  below 

And  long  to  see  His  kingdom  come, 
May  pray,  or  give,  or  go. 

He  needs  them  all — the  open  hand, 
The  willing  feet,  the  asking  heart; 

They  work  together  and  to  weave 
The  threefold  cord  shall  not  part. 

Nor  shall  the  giver  count  his  gift 
As  greater  than  the   worker's  deed, 

Nor  he  in  turn  his  service  boast 
Above    the    prayers    that  voice    the 
need. 

Not  all  can  go;  not  all  can  give 
To  arm  the  others  for  the  fray; 

But  young  or  old,  rich  or  poor, 
Or  strong  or  weak — we  all  can  pray. 

Pray  that  the  full  hands  open  wide 

To  speed  the  message  on  its  way; 
That  those  who  hear  the  call  may  go, 
And — pray   that   other   hearts   may 
pray. 

— Selected. 


GOD'S  BEST 
God  has  His  best  things  for  the  few 

That  dare  to  stand  the  test; 
God  has  His  second  choice  for  those 

Who  will  not  have  His  best. 

It  is  not  always  open  ill 
That  risks  the  Promised  Rest; 

The  better,  often,  is  the  foe 
That  keeps  us  from  the  best. 

Some  seek  the  highest  choice, 
But,  when  by  trials  pressed 

They  shrink,  they  yield,  they  shun  the 
cross 
And  so  they  lose  the  best. 

Give  me,  O  Lord,  Thy  highest  choice, 

Let  others  take  the  rest; 
Their  good  things  have  no  charm  for 
me, 

I  want  Thy  very  best-. 

I  want,  in  this  short  life  of  mine, 
As  much  as  can  be  pressed 

Of  service  true  for  God  and  man: 
Make  me  to  be  Thy  best. 

— Selected 


There  is  no  gateway  to  heaven  ex- 
cept at  the  end  of  the  pathway  of 
duty. — Van  Dyke. 

Men  who  live  for  self  never  succeed 
in  satisfying  self,  or  anybody  else. — 
Trumbull. 


FAITHFULNESS 

Count  on  God   and  move  forward! 

A  good  deal  of  talent  is  lost  in  the 
world  for  want  of  a  little  courage. 

It  is  not  success  that  God  rewards 
but  always  the  faithfulness  of  doing 
His  will. 

The  tree  does  not  fall  at  the  first 
stroke. 

God  has  no  larger  field  for  the  man 
who  is  not  faithfully  doing  his  work 
where  he  is. 

Go  forward— cost  what  it  may.  We 
have  no  armor  on  our  backs! 

The  greater  the  danger  for  most  of 
us  is  not  that  our  aim  is  too  high  and 
we  miss  it  but  that  is  too  low  and  we 
reach  it. 

No  backbone  is  stronger  than  its 
weakest  vertebra. — South  China  Boat 
Mission. 

GUIDE  TO  BEGINNERS 

By  Rev.  E.  E.  Shelhamer 
INTRODUCTION 

The  best  way  to  rise  above  others  is 
to  be  willing  that  they  should  rise 
above  you. 

The  best  way  to  get  victory  over  a 
besetting  sin  is  to  nip  it  in  the  bud. 

The  best  way  to  avoid  snubs  is  to 
mind  your  own  business  and  be  slow 
to  speak. 

The  best  way  to  keep  humble  is  to 
be  willing  that  others  should  be  tri- 
umphant over  you. 

The  best  way  to  get  "even"  with  a 
person  is  to  get  above  him,  by  showing 
a  better  spirit  than  he  manifested. 

The  best  way  to  argue  with  one  who 
is  contentious  is  to  keep  calm  and  let 
him  grind  his  grist.  You  could  not 
convince  him  in  one  thousand  years 
while  he  is  loud-mouthed  and  excited. 

The  best  way  to  answer  an  unkind 
letter  is  to  wait  at  least  ten  days;  bet- 
ter one  month.  After  writing  let  it 
cool  off  for  one  week  and  perhaps  you 
will  not  send  it,  thus  saving  a  good 
stamp,  also  the  peace  of  God  in  your 
heart  and  the  good  will  of  others. 
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ATeacher'i  Metlifofioii 

Sj  /o/!w  W»  Shackford 

^^HAT  does  it  mean  that  my  church  has  called  me  to  be  a  teacher  of  chil- 
dren? It  means  that  the  church  entrusts  me  with  its  own  future.  The 
quality  of  their  future  faith  and  their  way  of  living  will  forever  be  related 
to  what  is  now  taking  place  in  their  lives.  Even  what,  at  some  future  time, 
may  seem  to  be  decisions  there  and  then  for  or  against  yielding  the  life  fully 
to  Jesus  Christ  as  Savior  and  Lord,  may  in  fact  be  in  process  of  shaping  now 
in  these  earlier  years  when  we  do  not  ask  the  children  to  make  great  life  de- 
cisions. 

I  am  aware  that  the  children  in  my  class  are  even  now  learning  to  love 
some  things  and  to  dislike  others.  I  cannot  forget  that  without  choice  of  their 
own  these  children  are  learning  to  love,  to  appreciate  and  to  act  in  ways 
that  will  determine  future  decisions.  I  wonder  if  they  are  being  guided  along 
that  way,  in  which,  before  they  themselves  are  fully  aware  of  His  presence, 
they  shall  discover  Jesus  Himself,  and  love  Him  because  their  hearts  have 
been  prepared  to  respond  to  His  love. 

I  know  that  even  now  I  must  seek  to  stimulate  those  budding  apprecia- 
tions, interests,  attitudes  and  affections  out  of  which  the  larger  burgeonning 
of  the  future  must  grow.  The  church  has  asked  me  to  do  more  important 
work  than  merely  to  teach  the  words  of  the  Bible,  or  the  doctrines  of  the 
church.  I  have  been  asked  to  become  God's  instrument  in  developing  in  the 
hearts  of  these  children  a  responsiveness  to  the  Christian  way  of  living,  and 
to  Him  with  whom  they  must  walk  who  follow  in  that  way.  The  church  has 
placed  within  my  hands  not  alone  these  lives  in-the-making,  but  the  making 
of  the  church  that  is  to  be. 

The  eyes  of  these  children  look  into  mine,  and  God  seems  to  speak  to  me 
from  their  depths.  What  love  and  unquestioning  trust  I  see  in  their  faces! 
Certainly  Jesus  was  not  mistaken  when  He  said,  "Of  such  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven." 

But  what  do  they  see  in  me,  and  what  do  they  love  in  me?  May  I  hope 
that  they  find  in  me  that  to  love  which  shall  somehow  prepare  the  way  for 
their  love  to  Him  who  claimed  the  children  for  His  kingdom.  As  they  trust- 
fully walk  along  the  way  with  me,  are  they  learning,  before  they  are  aware 
of  it,  to  love  and  to  walk  in  the  Christian  way?  Will  they,  through  me,  come 
to  see  and  to  follow  Him  who  is  "The  Way,  The  Truth,  and  The  Life"? 

Then,  too,  in  their  unsuspecting  eyes,  I  seem  to  see  the  future  dawning. 
Do  I  really  understand  that  that  future  is  unfolding  right  before  me,  and 
that  I  am  participant  in  the  making  of  that  future?  Am  I  called  to  teach? 
Then  God's  pathway  into  that  future  is  through  my  life  into  the  lives  of 
these  children.  Can  I  believe  it?  God's  pathway  in  history  is  through  me.  Is 
that  pathway  open  to  Him? 

The  church,  the  child,  the  future  call  to  me.  And  that  call  is  the  voice  of 
God.  Even  so,  O  Spirit  of  God,  show  me  the  way  of  life  that  I  may  walk  in  it 
and  guide  the  feet  of  thy  little  ones  therein! 

— Used  by  permission  of  Methodist  Pub.  House. 
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"THE  HARVEST  TRULY  IS  PLENTEOUS,  BUT 
THE  LABOURERS  ARE  FEW,"  Matt.  9:37. 
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Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

Another  Assembly  year  has  come  and  gone  and  our  min- 
isters and  their  families  are  on  their  way  somewhere.  I  am 
thinking  of  those  who  have  left  their  old  friends  to  go  to 
new  fields.  Some  are  happy  and  some  sad.  We  hope  you 
are  glad.  We  know  if  you  have  been  perfectly  pliable  in 
God's  hands  and  He  sent  you  to  your 
new  field  or  left  you  in  your  old, 
that  you  are  happy.  God  makes  no 
mistakes.  I'm  thinking  of  our  young 
ministers  today  who  are  taking  your 
first  pastorate. 

Sixteen  years  ago,  when  I  first  be- 
gan working  with  the  young  people, 
you  were  just  little  boys.  I  expect  you 
ran  for  the  Lighted  Pathway  when 
it  came,  anxious  to  read  the  Chil- 
dren's Page.  Now  you  are  grown,  but 
1  I  feel  that  you  are  still  my  children 
B  and  I'm  going  to  try  to  help  you  in 
I  I  your  great  calling,  in  this  message. 
WL  f"i   Youve  a  l°ng  1'()acl  before  you  if  yon 

live  your  allotted  time,  and  will  need 
all  the  help  you  can  get. 

If  your  consecration  is  complete  and  your  call  came  from 
God,  then  you  can  truly  say,  "He  hath  anointed  me  to 
preach  good  tidings  unto  the  meek;  he  hath  sent  me  to 
bind  up  the  brokenhearted,  to  proclaim  liberty  to  the  cap- 
tives, and  the  opening  of  the  prison  to  them  that  are 
bound;  to  proclaim  the  acceptable  year  of  the  Lord,"  Isa. 
61:1,2a. 

Oh,  what  a  wonderful  calling,  what  a  great  responsibility! 
God  help  every  young  man  and  woman  to  feel  the  respon- 
sibility. We  are  endeavoring  to  bring  to  your  minds  some 
of  the  things  that  you  must  be  willing  to  do,  if  you  are 
successful  in  your  calling. 

First,  you  must  be  willing  to  bear  the  cross.  There  is  a 
cross  for  every  laborer  in  the  Master's  vineyard. 

Jesus  did  not  bear  His  cross  without  reminding  those  who 
gathered  about  Him  that  they  could  not  become  His  dis- 
ciples by  merely  leaning  on  His  cross  and  showing  no  will- 
ingness to  bear  their  own. 

In  bearing  our  cross,  we  act  in  harmony  with  the  law 
that  governs  all  life.  First,  the  seed  must  fall  into  the 
ground  and  die  before  it  can  bring  forth  fruit.  Sacrifice  is 
written  over  all  nature.  The  sun,  the  giver  of  all  life  on 
earth,  in  shedding  the  rays  that  give  us  light  and  warmth, 
is  slowly  burning  itself  out. 

There  must  be  cross-bearing  in  the  intellectual  life,  also, 
if  we  hope  to  conquer  our  ignorance  and  to  become  leaders 
of  men.  Take,  for  instance,  a  student  in  a  theological  sem- 
inary who  was  assembling  material  in  the  library  for  a  paper 
that  he  was  writing.  One  set  of 
books  he  found  of  great  use,  and 
spoke  of  its  helpfulness  to  the 
librarian,  who   replied, 

"Think  of  the  prodigious 
amount  of  drudgery  that  work 
must  have  cost  the  author!" 

The  most  precious  things  that 
we  possess  have  come  to  us  out 
of  the  furnace  of  suffering. 

You  must  be  humble.  Be  will- 
ing to  begin  in  a  small  way.  No 
service  for  Christ  can  be  called 
small. 

A  man  dreamed  that  when  he 
died  he  was  taken  by  the  angels 
to  a  beautiful  temple.  After  ad- 
miring it  for  awhile  he  discovered 
that  one  stone  was  missing.  All 
was  finished  but  just  one  little 
stone  which  was  left  out.  He 
asked  the  angel,  "What  is  this 
stone  left  out  for?"  The  angel 
replied,  "That  was  left  out  for 
you,  but  you  were  waiting  to  do 
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"The  harvest  truly  is  plenteous  but  the 
laborers  are  few."  At  the  close  of  this  church 
year  you  are  looking  back  over  your  field  of 
labor  and  realizing  that  this  scripture  is  true. 
What  will  you  do  about  it  this  coming  year, 
young  people?  What  have  you  done  the 
past  year?  Can  you  look  up  into  the  face  of 
Jesus,  and  say,  "I   have  done  my  best"? 

Last  month  we  had  "Vocations"  as  our 
theme,  "Lord,  what  would'st  thou  have  me 
to  do?"  This  month  let  us  dwell  upon  this 
thought,  "Lord,  where  would'st  thou  have  me 
to  go?"  If  every  professed  Christian  worker 
would  ask  these  two  questions,  and  mean  it 
from  the  heart,  what  do  you  think  would 
happen  to  our  "plenteous"  harvest  field  this 
coming  church  year? 


great  things,  and  so  this  was  never  finished."  The  man 
was  startled;  he  awoke  and  resolved  that  he  would  become 
a  faithful  worker  for  God  in  little  things. 

F.  B.  Myer  says  God's  will  comes  to  thee  and  me  in  daily 
circumstances,  in  little  things  equally  as  in  great;  meet 
them  bravely;  be  at  your  best  always,  though  the  occasion 
be  one  of  the  very  least;  dignify  the  smallest  summons  by 
the  greatness  of  your  response. 

Opportunities  are  the  offers  of  God.  If  your  oppor- 
tunities are  not  large  enough  for  you,  you  had  better  im- 
prove the  small  ones.  Small  things  in  the  estimation  of 
man  are  often  large  in  the  estimation  of  God.  Your 
opportunities  will  be  in  proportion  to  your  faithfulness 
and  efficiency.  You  must  learn  to  walk  before  you  can 
run.  If  you  would  do  some  great  thing  you  must  learn  to 
master  the  little  things.  You  must  cross  the  foothills  before 
you  can  stand  on  the  mountain  peak. 

Remember,  you  do  not  know  everything  yet.  The  enemy 
of  the  cross  you  are  bearing  will  try  to  make  you  think  you 
do.  In  humility,  get  down  before  the  Lord  and  tell  Him 
how  little  you  know  and  then  ask  Him  for  wisdom.  He 
has  promised  to  give  of  His  wisdom  liberally.  Don't  get 
offended  if  someone  with  more  experience  should  come 
to  you  with  advice.  Be  happy  that  he  is  interested  in 
your  success.  Thank  him  for  it,  pray  over  it  and  see 
what  God  says  about  it,  and  then  do  what  God  says  rather 
than  man,  but  do  it  humbly. 

Let  your  congregation  feel  that  they  have  a  part  in  the 
church  planning.  Ask  them  for  suggestions.  So  many 
people  will  say,  "Oh  well,  what  is  the  use  to  try  to  do 
anything?  we  do  not  have  anything  to  say  about  what 
takes  place  in  our  church.  We  can  pay  but  that  is  all." 
Try  to  let  your  church  people  feel  the  responsibility  of 
finding  out  the  will  of  God.  Do  not  jump  into  things  with- 
out prayer  and  planning. 

RESPECT  YOUR  OLDER  PEOPLE.  They  may  be  weak 
in  body,  but  not  in  experience.  They  are  rich  in  experience, 
having  travelled  the  way  of  the  cross  when  persecutions 
were  much  greater  than  they  are  now.  Sometimes  when 
I  see  how  they  are  thrust  aside  and  made  to  feel  that  they 
are  not  needed  any  more,  it  makes  me  sad,  and  it  makes 
me  think  of  the  time  when  it  seemed  that  the  young  people 
were  being  neglected  and  some  of  the  older  ones  stepped  in 
and  helped  them  find  their  place.  Now,  young  people,  don't 
allow  yourselves  to  turn  right  around  and  forget  them.  If 
you  have  some  old  people  who  have  been  laid  on  the  shelf, 
as  we  sometimes  express  it,  let  us  see  some  of  the  things 
we  might  do  for  them.  There  are  many  beautiful  things 
that  you  can  do.  Learn  the  date  of  their  birthday  and 
give  them  a  surprise.  Bake  a  birthday  cake  or  send  them 
a  shower  of  birthday  cards.  It's  much  better  to  go  in  with 
your  songs  and  prayers  and  spend  the  evening  making 

them  feel  they  are  not  forgotten. 
If  they  are  poor,  divide  of  your 
abundance  with  them.  Have  an 
old  folks'  service  in  your  church 
at  least  once  each  year.  Plan  for 
it  and  make  it  a  wonderful  day. 
Send  out  your  automobiles  and 
bring  old  folks  from  everywhere, 
whether  they  belong  to  your 
church  or  not.  Just  sit  back  and 
let  them  have  the  service.  Let 
them  testify  to  their  hearts'  con- 
tent. 

One  of  the  things  I  notice  that 
grieves  my  heart  is  the  inclina- 
tion in  most  of  our  churches  to 
sing  only  new  songs.  We  rarely 
ever  hear  the  old  songs  that  the 
old  folks  love  to  hear.  "What  a 
Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus," 
"Amazing  Grace,"  "There  Is  a 
Fountain  Filled  With  Blood,"  and 
many  others  we  could  mention, 
that  have  thrilled  millions  of 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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In  the  Twinkling 
of  an  Eye 

By  Sidney  Watson 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 

It  was  past  midnight  before  the 
two  girls  climbed  into  their  berths,  but 
by  that  time  Madge  Finisterre  knew 
that  she  had  passed  from  death  unto 
life. 

Before  the  vessel  reached  New  York 
she  had  learned  something  of  the 
truth  of  the  near  return  of  the  Lord. 

On  the  quay,  when  they  landed,  the 
two  girls  bade  each  other  a  sorrow- 
ful farewell. 

"We  shall  meet  in  heaven,  Katie,  if 
nevermore  on  earth,"  sobbed  Madge. 

"In  the  air,  my  darling,"  replied  the 
other.  "Do  not  let  us  lose  sight  of 
that.    When  our  Lord  shall  come, 

'Loved  ones  shall  meet  in  a  joyful  sur- 
prise, 
Caught  up   together   to  Him  in   the 
skies, 
When  Jesus  shall  come  once  again.'  " 

Kate  Harland's  friends,  who  had 
travelled  to  meet  her  from  Denver, 
carried  her  off,  and  Madge  took  the 
car  to  the  Central. 

One  hour  later  she  boarded  the 
train  and  began  the  last  lap  of  her 
long  journey. 

Her  spirits  rose  higher  every  mo- 
ment. She  had  conceived  a  very  bold 
idea,  and  she  was  going  to  carry  it 
through  after  her  own  fashion.  She 
sent  no  message  of  warning  of  her 
coming,  as  this  would  spoil  her  little 
plot. 

Her  eyes  rested  delightedly  upon  ev- 
ery place  she  passed.  At  Garrisons, 
where  the  train  waited  a  few  minutes, 
she  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  father  of 
the  man  whom  she  was  hurrying  to 
meet. 

The  white-haired  old  father  lived 
at  Garrisons,  and  was  a  preacher  of 
the  Gospel,  like  his  son.  He  was  leav- 
ing the  depot  as  her  train  pulled  up. 
She  easily  recognized  him,  because 
several  times  during  his  son's  pastor- 
ate at  Balhang  he  had  been  to  see  him, 
staying  a  week  at  a  time,  and  preach- 
ing once  on  the  Sunday  on  each  occa- 
sion. 

At  Duchess  Junction  she  had  to 
change  trains.  To  her  joy,  she  met  no 
one  from  Balhang;  there  was  not 
a  soul  at  the  depot  whom  she  even 
knew  by  sight. 

Just  before  her  train  reached  Bal- 
hang she  donned  a  thick  brown  gauze 
veil.  No  one  could  see  her  face 
through  this  to  recognize  it.  There 
would  be  nothing  to  detain  her  at  the 
depot,  for  her  baggage  was  all  ex- 
pressed. 


The  train  stooped;  she  alighted. 
Several  people  peered  hard  at  her,  the 
depot  manager  especially,  as  he  took 
her  check,  but  no  one  recognized  her. 
She  passed  on.  Twenty  yards  from 
the  depot  she  met  Judge  Anstey. 

She  stopped  him  with  a  "Good  day, 
Judge;   can  I  speak  with  you?" 

"Certainly,  madam,"  the  official  re- 
plied genially. 

"Come  aside,  Judge,"  she  whispered. 
"I  don't  want  anyone  to  recognize  me, 
or  to  hear  what  I  am  saying  to  you, 
should  people  pass." 

As  he  moved  on  by  her  side  in  the 
direction  she  wished,  she  whispered: 

"I  have  put  on  this  thick  veil,  Judge, 
so  as  not  to  be  recognized.  I  am  Madge 
Finisterre." 

"Du  say!"  he  gasped.  "I  knew  the 
voice,  but  could  not  recall  whose  it 
was.  I  hadn't  heard  a  breath  of 
your  coming  home,  Miss  Madge." 

"I  let  no  one,  not  even  mumma 
and  poppa,  know  that  I  was  coming," 
she  replied.  "The  fact  is,  Judge—" 

She  was  glad,  as  she  prepared  to 
take  him  into  her  confidence,  that 
the  thick  veil  would  hide  the  hot 
colour  that  she   felt  leaped  into  her 

"Mumma  wrote  me,"  she  went  on, 
"that  the  pastor  was  very  sick,  and 
that  the  doctor  didn't  understand  his 
case.  I  only  got  the  letter  last  Satur- 
day morning.  The  boat  was  to  start 
that  day  at  two;  but  I  caught  it,  for 
I  knew  what  would  cure  the  pastor." 

She  felt  how  fiercely  the  blushes 
burned  in  her  cheeks,  but,  assured  that 
he  could  not  see  them,  she  went  on: 

"Just  before  I  started  for  Europe, 
Judge,  pastor  told  me  he  loved  me, 
and  asked  me  to  be  his  wife—" 

She  watched  the  amused  amaze  leap 
into  the  Judge's  face,  and  smiled  her- 
self at  his  low  whistle. 

"I  told  him,"  she  continued,  "I  could 
make  him  no  definite  promise,  as  I 
was  not  quite  sure  of  myself;  but 
that,  when  I  was,  I  would  not  wait  for 
him  to  ask  me  again— I  would  come 
and  tell  him.  I  am  going  straight  to 
him  now,  Judge,  and  I  want  you  to 
give  me  a  clear  quarter  of  an  hour's 
start.  While  I  am  gone  to  fix  him 
up  and  to  make  him  happy,  I  want  you 
to  go  'long  to  mumma  and  poppa,  and 
bring  them  right  along  with  you,  and 
marry  me  and  pastor  as  soon  as  you 
get  up  to  us.  So-long  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour." 

Without  another  word  she  moved 
swiftly  away. 

"She's  tropical!"  he  laughed,  as  he 
saw    her    making    for    Mrs.    Keller's, 
where  the  pastor  boarded. 
*     *     * 

The  French  windows  of  the  pastor's 
sitting-room  were  open,  for  the  day 
was  like  a  spring  one.  Madge  moved 
quickly  across  the  patch  of  grass, 
mounted  the  stoop,  and  peered  in. 

In  a  large  rocker,  looking  very  frail 
and  ill,  the  young  pastor  was  lying 
back  with  his  eyes  closed. 

Madge  felt  her  eyes  fill  with  tears. 
She  lifted  the  disguising  veil,  and 
wiped  the  salt  drops  away.  She  did 
not  lower  her  veil  again,  but  with  a 


little  glad  cry  of — 

"Homer,  dear!"  she  crossed  the 
threshold,  and  dropped  on  her  knees 
by  his  side. 

It  was  like  a  dream  to  him — a  won- 
drous, delicious  dream. 

"I  have  not  seen  mumma  or  poppa 
yet,"  she  explained;  "but  I  met  Judge 
Anstey  down  by  the  depot.  I  have  sent 
him  home  for  mumma  and  poppa; 
they  will  be  here  in  no  time  now.  The 
Judge  will  come  with  them,  and  will 
marry  us  right  off,  dear.  For,  say,  you 
do  want  some  nursing." 

He  found  his  voice  at  last,  declared 
that  her  coming  had  made  him  strong; 
that  he  would  need  no  nursing  now 
that  she  had  come. 

She  managed  to  whisper  the  good 
news,  "I  have  found  Jesus,  dear,  or 
He  found  me,  and  now — " 

A  sound  of  voices  and  of  hurrying 
steps  outside  checked  her. 

An  hour  later  Madge  Finisterre  was 
the  wife  of  the  pastor. 

It  was  two  hours  after  midnight 
when  Tom  Hammond  was  free  at  last. 
But  he  did  not  go  to  bed.  His  soul  was 
disturbed.  What  he  had  heard  at  the 
major's  meeting  had  stirred  a  myriad 
disquieting  thoughts  within  him,  and 
now  that  he  was  clear  to  do  it,  he 
shut  himself  up  alone  with  a  Bible, 
and  began  to  go  over  every  point  of 
the  major's  address.  He  had  taken 
cooious  notes  in  shorthand,  paying 
special  attention  to  the  texts  quoted 
and  referred  to. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour  he  looked  up 
from  his  Bible.  There  was  a  wonder- 
ing amaze  in  his  eyes,  a  strange,  per- 
plexed knitting  of  his  brows. 

"It  is  all  most  marvellous!"  he  mur- 
mured. "There  is  not  a  flaw  or  hitch 
anywhere  in  the  major's  statements 
or  reasoning.  The  Scriptures  prove  to 
the  hilt,  every  word  that  he  uttered." 

He  smiled  to  himself,  as,  rising  to 
his  feet,  he  said  aloud, 

"I  should  not  sleep  if  I  went  to  bed; 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Dear  nappy  Home  Circle  Children: 

Are  you  working  hard  on  the 
Student  Loan  Fund?  Are  you  helping 
to  pile  up  the  dollars  that  will  help 
you  and  thousands  of  others  to  go 
to  school  after  a  while?  Are  you  help- 
ing to  lay  the  foundation  for  a  bet- 
ter school?  Remember  that  God  can 
use  boys  and  girls  in  many  ways  if 
they  will  cooperate  in  carrying  out 
His  plans.  I  am  expecting  great 
things  of  you. 

How  many  of  our  children  are  "just- 
a-minute"  boys  and  girls?  I  am  giving 
you  a  story  that  I  think  will  suggest 
to  you  the  answer  to  this  question. 
Then  I  am  giving  you  another  one  to 
tell  you  how  to  be  happy  in  hard 
places.    God  bless  you. — Ed. 

THE   JUST-A-MINUTE   GIRL 

Janet  Richards 

"Lucy,  O  Lucy,  please  come  here!" 
called  Mrs.  Ward  pleasantly. 

Small  Lucy  was  playing  with  her  doll 
on   the   porch. 

"I'll  come  in  just  a  minute,  Mother," 
she  replied— "just  a  little,  teeny, 
weeny  minute." 

Mrs.  Ward  smiled,  looked  at  her 
wrist  watch  and  noted  that  it  was 
exactly  ten  o'clock.  She  said  no  more 
and  went  on  with  her  sewing.  Evi- 
dently Lucy  forgot  for  she  did  not 
come.  After  a  few  minutes  Mrs.  Ward 
laid  aside  her  sewing  and  proceeded  to 
eat  three  big,  beautiful  plums  which 
were  on  a  table  by  her  side.  She  laid 
the  pits  on  the  saucer,  wiped  her 
hands,  and  went  on  with  her  work. 

Suddenly  Lucy  remembered  and 
came  in  slowly,  and  from  the  doorway 
inquired  with  a  frown,  "What  do  you 
want,  Mother?  It's  a  minute  now." 

Mrs.  Ward  looked  at  her  watch. 

"No,  dearie,  it  is  not  one  minute 
since  I  called  you,  but  fifteen,  and 
I'll  not  need  to  bother  you  now.  Aunt 
Jenks  sent  over  three  of  those  won- 
derful plums  from  her  tree  which  is 
beginning  to  have  plums  on  it  for  the 
first  time  this  year.  There  was  only 
a  little  basketful  in  all,  so  she  was  very 
generous  to  give  us  three  of  them. 
I  thought  you  might  enjoy  sharing 
them  with  me,  but  since  you  didn't 
come  I  ate  them.  Please  throw  the 
pits  away  for  me,  Lucy  dear." 

"Isn't  there  even  one  left?"  and  the 
little  girl's  voice  trembled. 

Mrs.  Ward  shook  her  head. 

"No,  nothing  but  the  pits,"  she  re- 
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plied   quietly. 

Lucy  pouted. 

"Next  time  I'll  come  right  off, 
Mother,"  she  promised. 

Mrs.  Ward  looked  at  the  little  girl. 

"Right  off,"  she  said,  "means  im- 
mediately— without  so  much  as  one 
minute's  delay.  And  that's  what  you 
should  do  when  I  call  you  and  not 
even  put  off  coming  for  a  minute  if 
you  can  possibly  help  it.  Certainly  it 
isn't  right  to  go  on  playing  and  come 
just  when  you  take  a  notion. 

"One  of  the  most  valuable  things  in 
life,  Lucy,  is  time.  When  it  is  gone, 
we  can  never  bring  back  so  much  as  a 
minute  or  a  second.  It  is  gone  forever, 
and  with  it  so  many  pleasures  and 
opportunities  that  we  will  never  have 
again,  because  we  have  thrown  them 
away. 

"You  may  eat  other  plums,  but 
these  plums  are  gone  for  good." 

Lucy  took  the  saucer  with  the  plum 
pits  out  to  the  chicken  yard,  and 
when  she  came  back,  she  said  to  her 
mother, 

"Papa  sometimes  calls  me  the  'just- 
a-minute  girl.'  I'm  going  to  be  the 
'now  girl.'  " 

"That's  good,"  approved  Mrs.  Ward 
heartily,  kissing  Lucy's  rosy  cheek. 
"Papa  will  be  pleased." 

And  he  was! — Juvenile  Pleasure. 

grea-Tgain 

Chester  E.  Shuler 

"But  godliness  with  contentment  is 
great  gain,"  1  Tim.  6:6. 

Little  Emma  was  an  invalid,  con- 
fined to  her  room.  The  room  itself 
was  on  the  side  of  the  house  where 
the  sunshine  scarcely  penetrated.  But 
there  was  one  large  window,  and  Em- 
ma was  very  fond  of  sitting  in  her 
chair  and  gazing  at  the  sky  and  such 
bits  of  scenery  as  she  could  see.  One 
day  a  kindhearted  visitor  said,  sym- 
pathetically: "Emma,  it's  a  shame 
that  you  get  so  little  sunshine  in  this 
room!  Why,  I  don't  believe  you  ever 
see  a  sunrise  or  a  sunset  looking  out 
this  northern  exposure." 

"Oh,  it's  a  fine  window!"  the  child 
exclaimed,  smiling.  "See  how  large  it 
is!  I  can  see  ever  so  much  of  the 
blue  sky,  and  the  houses  across  the 
street,  and — " 

"Yes,  yes,  I  know.  But  I  do  wish 
you  could  see  the  lovely  sunsets  we 
have  been  having.  You  are  so  fond  of 
lovely  things,"  the  visitor  continued. 

"But    I    can    see    'em!"    Emma    de- 


clared, brightly.  "I  see  'em  in  the  other 
folks'  windows!"  She  pointed  to  the 
windows  in  the  houses  across  the 
street.  "See!  When  the  sun  comes  up 
in  the  morning,  those  windows  are 
rosy  and  shining  and  I  know  it's  go- 
ing to  be  a  fine  day.  And  when  we 
have  a  lovely  sunset,  those  other  peo- 
ple's windows  are  like  paintings — all 
a  glory  of  red,  just  as  if  fires  were 
burning  in  them!  Sometimes  I  pre- 
tend my  large  window  is  a  magic  glass 
through  which  I  can  see  into  another 
wonderful  world — it's  lots  of  fun!" 
And  the  sick  girl  laughed  happily. 

The  visitor  left  that  room  very 
thoughtful,  and  very  grateful  to  the 
little  girl  for  the  sermon  on  content- 
ment which  she  had  so  unwittingly 
preached. 

His  mind  went  instinctively  to  the 
verse  printed  above,  "But  godliness 
with  contentment  is  great  gain." 
That  little  Christian  girl  had  godliness 
all  right,  but  she  had  with  it  the  con- 
tentment which  is  "great  gain." —  I 
Gospel  Herald. 


THE   PERFECT  GIFT 

Ruth  M.  Johnson 

"We  want  milk,  some  of  Butter- 
cup's nice  warm  milk,"  said  Mary, 
and  Janice,  and  little  Sue  as  they 
waited  quietly  at  the  breakfast  table 
one  bright  summer  morning. 

"All  right,"  said  Grandpa,  "milk 
and  sunshine  sent  through  God's  love 
make  children  grow."  Then  out  he 
went  to  the  meadow  where  big  brown 
Buttercup  was  munching  clover,  and 
switching  flies  from  her  two  fat  sides; 
and  soon  the  shining  pail  was  full  of 
milk. 

"Thank  you,  Grandpa,"  said  Mary, 
and  Janice,  and  little  Sue  in  chorus, 
when  their  cups  were  filled,  "you  are 
such  a  good  grandpa  to  bring  us 
milk  and  so  many  other  nice  things." 

Grandpa  looked  as  if  he  were  think- 
ing for  a  moment,  and  then  said, 
"Little  girls,  I  may  seem  to  be  a  very 
good  grandpa,  but  God  alone  is  really 
good.  Centuries  and  centuries  and 
centuries  ago — in  fact,  longer  ago  than 
that — even  before  there  had  ever  been 
a  person  on  the  earth,  God  thought 
about  everybody  and  knew  that  you 
would  need  milk,  so  He  made  cows. 
And  He  made  green  grass  for  the  cows 
to  eat,  and  water  for  them  to  drink, 
so  that  they  would  have  rich  milk 
for  you." 

"Did  He  really?"  asked  little  Sue. 
(Continued  on  page  13) 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


i   HAPPY  HOME  (IKLE  > 


(This  page  is  the  announcement  of 
the  Happy  Home  Circle  which  ap- 
peared in  the  May  issue,  1943J 

Dear  Fathers  and  Mothers: 

This  month,  since  it  is  Parents' 
Issue,  I  want  to  talk  with  you  per- 
sonally. I  hope  all  the  young  people 
will  listen  in,  for  I  am  going  to  give 
you  a  little  message  that  I  want  them 
to  hear,  and  I  want  them  to  remem- 
ber it  down  through  the  years,  after 
they  have  established  homes  of  their 
own.  Some  things  I  have  used  success- 
fully in  the  rearing  of  my  own  children 
were  impressions  that  God  gave  me 
in  my  youth  before  I  had  a  home. 

Young   people   are   going  to  school 
and   training   along   other   lines,   but 
little  is  being  done  to  train  them  for 
the    greatest    calling    in   life, 
that  of  parenthood. 

It  is  said  that  the  home  is 
the  first  and  greatest  insti- 
tution in  the  world.  The 
church  is  next.  We  have 
great  theological  schools  to 
train  our  men  and  women  to 
supervise  the  work  of  the 
church  and  that  is  fine,  but 
how  much  greater  would  be 
the  success  of  the  church  if 
we  would  give  some  time  in 
training  our  young  fathers 
and  mothers  to  rightly  con- 
duct the  home.  This  war  has 
opened  our  eyes  to  this  need. 
Millions  of  our  boys  have  been 
called  into  the  service  of  our 
country,  and  parents  are  cry- 
ing all  over  the  world,  "Pray 
for  my  boy,  he  is  unsaved."  If 
something  is  not  done  for  our 
homes  now,  a  few  years  later 
it  will  be  alarming  at  the  con- 
dition of  the  world.  This  is 
why  we  are  advocating  Moth- 
ers' Study  Circles.  Somebody 
must  help  to  give  them  an  in- 
sight into  the  responsibility 
that  rests  upon  them. 

Our  young  people  are  mar- 
rying so  young.  They  do  not 
give  themselves  time  to  train 
for  life.  Soon  the  honeymoon 
is  over  and  they  settle  down  to 
the  responsibility  of  a  home 
and  the  little  ones  begin  to 
arrive.  Some  make  it  through 
all  right,  but  the  majority 
make  a  complete  failure,  un- 
less someone  helps  them.  We 
pray  that  this  message  may 


cause  you  young  parents  to  realize  the 
wonderful  possibilities  of  making  your 
home  "The  Home  Beautiful." 

It  is  possible  for  you  to  send  those 
little  darlings  of  yours  out  into  this 
world  equipped  for  the  service  of  the 
Master  and  no  other  service  is  worth 
while  in  this  life  nor  beneficial  in  the 
next.  You  hold  the  destiny  in  your 
hands.  God  has  a  plan  for  every  life 
and  it  is  up  to  you  whether  or  not 
you  help  them  find  the  plan  God  has 
laid  out  for  them.  Don't  put  the 
blame  on  someone  else  if  they  go 
wrong,  for  God  says,  "Train  up  a 
child  in  the  way  he  should  go  and 
when  he  is  old  he  will  not  depart  from 
it."  Prov.  22:6.  If  we  believe  God's 
Word,  then  this  has  to  be  true.  I  have 
always  said  if  one  of  my  children  is 
lost,  I  will  say  according  to  God's 
words,  there  was  something  wrong 
with  his  training  somewhere.  But  I 
hear  you  say,  "Oh,  I  can't  believe  that. 
There  are  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jones.  I  have 
never  seen  two  better  Christians  in  my 
life  and  they  have  a  son  in  the  peni- 
tentiary." Well,  perhaps  their  mistake 
was  not  a  mistake  of  the  heart,  but 
likely  it  was  through  ignorance.  That 
is  why  our  young  parents  need  to 
study  child  training  so  that  they  may 
understand  ways  and  means  of  over- 
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Let  us  sec  what  our  heading  means.  The  parents  who 
read  the  Lighted  Pathway  are  going  to  form  a  great 
circle  which  will  perhaps  reach  around  the  world  some 
day.  Do  you  want  to  be  in  this  circle?  Well,  if  you  want 
to,  you  can.    Here  are  the  qualifications. 

First,  I  pledge  myself  to  study  everything  possible  to 
get  information  on  how  to  build  better  homes.  I  will 
study  carefully  the  page  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  that  is 
prepared  especially  for  the  mothers  and  fathers,  and  I 
will  watch  for  suggestions  in  regard  to  other  books  and 
publications  that  will  be  found  on  this  page. 

Second,  I  will  pray  every  day  for  the  homes  of  our 
land  and  especially  for  the  homes  that  are  enrolled  in 
our  circle. 

We  should  soon  have  thousands  of  parents  studying 
how  to  make  better  homes,  and  a  great  circle  of  prayer 
will  rise  to  meet  the  need  in  our  world  today.  Talk 
about  patriotism!  If  we  want  a  better  world  after  while, 
we  must  work  now  with  the  future  generation.  Our 
parents  need  help — "The  hand  that  rocks  the  cradle  is 
the  hand  that  rule:  the  world." 

Let  us  make  this  Parents'  Issue  long  to  be  remem- 
bered, as  the  beginning  of  this  great  circle  of  study  and 
prayer  for  better  homes.  Mothers  and  fathers  who 
do  not  have  the  cooperation  of  their  companions  may 
join  alone.  Please  give  the  number  of  children  you  have. 
Young  people  who  do  not  have  children  are  eligible  to 
join  in  this  effort  to  build  better  homes  for  our  country. 
You  do  not  have  to  belong  to  any  certain  denomination 
to  be  a  member.  You  are  welcome  if  you  are  not  a 
Christian,  but  desire  to  be. 

We  appreciate  those  who  have  cooperated  with  us 
in  this  great  work,  but  we  have  been  disappointed  in 
the  number  who  have  failed  to  cooperate.  We  are 
making  a  new  drive  this  month  and  are  asking  all 
members  to  drop  us  a  card  telling  us  that  you  desire 
your  name  continued  on  our  circle. 

Circle   scripture,    Deut.    6:1-9. 


*+*********++**+***+***-***-*+************ 


coming    these    defects    in    their    own 
homes  that  they  have  seen  in  others. 

Let  us  draw  a  few  imaginary  pic- 
tures of  home.  Our  first  home  is  pre- 
sided over  by  parents  who  are  un- 
saved. They  love  their  children  and 
would  make  any  sacrifice  to  give  them 
the  best  of  everything  this  world 
holds,  but  they  do  not  love  nor  serve 
God  and  so  they  know  nothing  about 
God.  They  have  not  been  taught  to 
pray.  They  grow  up  in  the  home  to 
enjoy  the  pleasures  of  the  world.  One 
day  the  parents  see  the  need  of  seek- 
ing God.  They  do  so  and  their  lives 
become  shining  lights  for  Christ  and 
the  church.  But  Johnie  and  Mary  are 
already  caught  in  the  web  of  the  world 
and  Father  and  Mother  find  it  is  not 
easy  now  to  get  them  free  from  its 
entanglements.  The  training  did  not 
begin  in  time. 

Another  picture  is  of  a  beautiful 
young  girl  who  is  a  devoted  Christian 
and  marries  a  young  man  who  is  un- 
saved. She  tries  to  keep  up  her  church 
attendance  and  duties  and  is  success- 
ful for  awhile,  until  the  little  ones  be- 
gin to  come  along.  Burdens  get  heavy 
and  with  no  cooperation  she  gives  up 
and  little  Bobbie  walks  in  Daddy's 
footsteps.  Mother  is  sad  and  broken- 
hearted and  confusion  takes  the  place 
of  peace  in  the  home. 

Another  beautiful  picture  is  a  pic- 
ture of  home.  The  parents  are  both 
Christians.  Christ  has  first  place  in 
their  lives  and  in  the  home.  They 
love  each  other  and  walk 
hand  in  hand  down  life's 
pathway.  When  the  little  ones 
come  along  there  is  coopera- 
tion in  child  training.  They 
talk  things  over  and  agree  on 
what  shall  be  done.  They  are 
sympathetic,  each  realizing 
the  other  has  burdens  and 
needs  encouragement.  A  few 
years  after  marriage  two  lit- 
tle ones  toddle  at  their  feet, 
prattling  in  their  own  way. 
From  the  very  first  the  family 
altar  has  been  established  and 
now  the  little  ones  must  be 
made  to  love  the  hour  of 
prayer  and  devotion,  so  they 
are  taught  to  say  short  Bible 
verses  and  to  lead  in  prayer 
in  their  own  little  way.  Father 
and  Mother  teach  them  how 
to  ask  God  for  the  things  they 
need  and  they  are  gently 
tucked  into  bed  with  a  good- 
night kiss  and  a  "God  bless 
you."  The  family  altar  should 
be  made  attractive  to  children 
by  giving  them  a  part  in  it. 

Do  you  not  believe  that  chil- 
dren reared  in  a  home  like 
the  last  one  will  go  out  to 
bless  the  world?  Which  home 
is  your  home  like?  Young 
men  and  women,  which  home 
do  you  want  your  home  to  be 
like?  "Be  not  unequally  yoked 
together  with  unbelievers." 

If  your  home  is  not  a  Chris- 
tian home,  you  can  make  it 
so   and   start   all  over  again. 
It  is  not  too  late.  Jesus  stands 
(Continued  on  page  13) 


¥ 
¥ 

¥ 
¥ 
¥ 

* 

¥ 

¥ 

¥ 

¥ 

* 

* 

¥ 

¥ 

¥ 

¥ 


October,  1945 


[Page  5] 


HELPS   FOR  TEMPTED   AND   TRIED 


ABOVE  THE  CLOUDS 

M.  Kenneth  Morris 

"God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a 
very  present  help  in  trouble,"  Psa. 
46:1. 

An  officer  of  the  American  Flying 
Corps  says:  "I  was  out  over  the  ocean 
alone,  and  I  saw  in  the  distance,  com- 
ing rapidly  toward  me,  a  storm  that 
was  blacker  than  midnight;  the  black, 
inky  clouds  seemed  to  be  coming  with 
lightning  rapidity. 

"I  knew  I  could  not  reach  the  shore 
ahead  of  the  storm.  I  looked  down  to 
the  ocean  to  see  if  I  could  go 
underneath  the  storm,  or,  per- 
haps, get  on  the  sea,  but  the 
ocean  was  already  boiling  with 
fury.  I  knew  the  only  thing  to 
do  was  to  get  above  it,  so  I 
turned  my  craft  toward  the 
sky,  and  I  let  her  mount 
2,000,  2,500,  3,000,  3,500,  4,U00, 
and  then  the  storm  struck  me. 

"It  was  a  hurricane  and  a 
cyclone  and  a  typhoon  all  in 
one.  The  sky  became  black. 
I  never  saw  blackness  like 
that.  I  could  not  see  a  thing. 
Rain  came  in  torrents,  the 
snow  began  to  fly,  the  hail  was 
like  bullets.  I  was  4,000  feet 
up  in  the  air.  I  knew  there 
was  only  one  thing  to  do,  and 
that  was  to  keep  on  climbing. 
So  I  climbed  to  6,500  feet,  and 
suddenly  I  was  swept  out  into 
sunlight  and  glory  such  as  I 
never  saw  in  this  world  be- 
fore. The  clouds  were  all  be- 
low me.  The  sapphire  sky  was 
bending  low  above  me  in 
amazing  splendor.  It  seemed 
the  glory  of  another  world, 
and  I  immediately  began  to 
repeat  Scripture  to  myself, 
and  in  the  heaven  above 
the  clouds  I  worshipped 
God. 

A  terrible  storm  is  com- 
ing on  the  earth.  Some 
speak  of  it  as  the  time  of 
"great  tribulation."  Isaiah 
says:  "The  earth  shall  reel 
to  and  fro  like  a  drunkard, 
and  shall  be  removed  like 
a  cottage."  But  God  will 
take  those  who  are  His 
children  to  be  with  Him 
above  the  storm.  Isaiah 
tells  us,  "A  man  shall  be  as 
an  hiding  place  .  .  .  covert 
from  the  storm."  That  Man 
is  Christ  Jesus.  There  is 
safety  alone  in  Him.  Run 
to  Him!— Tract. 


need  to  worry,  two  days  kept  sacredly 
free  from  fear  or  distrust  of  the  fu- 
ture. One  of  these  days  is  yester- 
day with  all  its  cares  and  frets,  and 
with  all  its  pains  and  aches,  and  all 
its  faults;  its  mistakes  and  blunders 
have  passed  forever  beyond  the  reach 
of  our  recall.  We  cannot  undo  one 
act  that  we  wrought.  We  cannot  un- 
say one  word  that  we  said  yesterday, 
all  that  it  holds  of  our  lives  of 
wrongs,  regret,  and  sorrow  is  in  the 
hands  of  Almighty  God  who  can  bring 
honey  out  of  the  rock  and  sweet  wa- 
ters out  of  bitterest  desert.  God  who 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 

Xunto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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TRUSTING    JESUS 

Grade  Elwood 

When  sometimes  I'm  in  the  volley  and  the  clouds  hang  dark  and  low, 
I   just  say,  "Dear  Jesus,  help  me;   give  me  faith   to  trust  you   now," 
And  I  cannot  see  above  me,  I  don't  know  which  way  to  go; 
And  He  hears  my  faintest  whisper,  lets  me  know  He's  near  my  side. 

When   it  seems  my  steps  are  faltering  and  I  cannot  farther  go, 
Everything  is  dark   before  me,  bitter  thoughts  race  to  and  fro. 
And  my  faith  gets  weak  and  shaky,  and  I  feel  the  fight  is  lost, 
Then   I  call  upon  my  Savior  for  new  strength  to  carry  on. 

Then  sometimes   I   say,  "Dear  Jesus,  just  why  is  it  thus  and  so?" 
And   He  whispers,   oh   so  gently,  "What   is  best  for  you   I    know. 
If  you   follow  where   I    lead  you,   I   will   never   let  you  stray. 
Put  your  hand  in  mind  and  trust  me,   I   will  guide  you  all  the  way." 


"AS  THY  DAYS" 

Grace  Sanders 

There  are  two  days  of 
the  week  upon  which  and 
about    which    we    have    no 


When  my  cross  is  hard  to  carry,  and  I  sink  beneath  the  load. 
Sick    in    body,   all   discouraged,   weary   with   the   toilsome   road, 
Jesus  comes  along  with  sunshine,  makes    my    burdens    lighter   grow. 
And   I   rise  above  the  shadows,  get  new  faith  to  follow  on. 

Some    glad   day    I'll    reach    my    homeland,    all    will    be   forgotten    then; 
No    more    sickness,    no    more    burdens,   joys   that   nevermore   will  end 
Will  be  mine,  oh  hallelujah;  with  my  Savior  I  will  reign. 
So  I  press  on,  looking  upward,  'til  my  journey  here  shall  end. 


can  make  wrongs  right;  who  can  turn 
weeping  into  laughter;  who  can  give 
beauty  for  ashes,  the  garment  of 
praise  for  the  spirit  of  heaviness,  and 
God  who  can  give  joy  of  the  morn- 
ing for  the  woe  of  the  night.  Save  for 
the  beautiful  memories,  sweet  and 
tender,  that  linger  like  perfume  of 
roses  in  the  heart  of  the  day  that  is 
gone,  we  have  nothing  to  do  with 
yesterday.    It  was  ours.    It  is  God's. 

And  the  other  day  we  need  not  wor- 
ry about  is  tomorrow.  Tomorrow  with 
all  its  possible  adversities,  its  burdens, 
its  perils,  its  failures,  and  its  mistakes 
is  far  beyond  the  reach  of  our 
mastery,  as  its  dear  sister, 
Yesterday.  It  is  a  day  of 
God's.  Its  sun  will  rise  in 
roseate  splendor,  or  behind 
a  mask  of  weeping  clouds; 
but  it  will  rise.  Until  then  the 
same  love  and  patience  that 
holds  yesterday,  will  hold  to- 
morrow. We  have  no  posses- 
sion in  that  unborn  day  of 
grace.  All  else  is  in  the  safe- 
keeping of  the  infinite  love  of 
God  that  holds  for  us  the 
treasure  of  yesterday,  the  love 
that  is  higher  than  the  stars, 
wider  than  the  skies,  and  deep- 
er than  the  seas.  Tomorrow — 
it  is  God's  day.  It  will  be  ours. 
There  is  left  for  us  then  but 
one  day  of  the  week — today. 
Any  man  can  fight  the  battles 
of  today.  Any  woman  can 
carry  the  burdens  of  just  one 
day.  Any  man  can  resist  the 
temptations  of  today.  It  is 
only  when  to  the  burdens  and 
cares  of  today,  carefully  meas- 
ured out  to  us  by  the  Infinite 
Wisdom  and  Mighty  One,  who 
gives  them  with  the  promise 
"As  thy  days,  so  shall  thy 
strength  be,"  we  wilfully 
add  the  burdens  of  those 
two  awful  eternities — yes- 
terday and  tomorrow — such 
burdens  as  only  the  Al- 
mighty can  sustain,  that  we 
break  down.  It  is  not  the  ex- 
perience of  today  that  drives 
men  mad.  It  is  the  remorse 
for  something  that  hap- 
pened yesterday;  the  dread 
of  what  tomorrow  may  dis- 
close. These  are  God's  days. 
Let  us  leave  them  with  Him. 
Therefore,  we  think  and 
do,  and  we  journey  but  one 
day  at  a  time.  That  is  the 
easy  day.  That  is  man's 
day.  Rather  that  is  our  day 
in  a  twofold  way — God's 
and  ours.  And  while  faith- 
fully and  dutifully  we  run 
our  course  and  work  our  ap- 
pointed task  on  that  day  of 
ours,  God  the  Almighty  and 
All-loving  takes  care  of  yes- 
terday and  tomorrow. 
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Mrs.  Audre  Pitts 


Sixteen-year-old  Bernetha  lay  sob- 
bing upon  her  bed.  "What  was  it?" 
she  asked  herself  miserably.  Why 
didn't  the  girls  like  her  and  include 
her  in  their  plans  and  activities?  Of 
course,  they  did  not  openly  snub  her. 
They  were  too  well  bred  for  that.  But 
she  always  felt  a  little  outside — as  if 
she  weren't  really  wanted.  If  only  her 
family  were  not  so  poor — probably 
that  was  why  they  did  not  want  her 
companionship.  If  she  had  as  much 
money  as  Gladys  she,  too,  could  treat 
the  girls  and  win  their  favor.  Or  if 
she  were  tall  and  good  looking  as 
Hazel  instead  of  being  little  and 
brown  and  freckled — they'd  want  her 
then.  If  she  had  nice  clothes  like  the 
other  girls,  if  she  could  sing  like 
Marilyn,  or  play  the  piano  like  Bar- 
bara, or  the  guitar  like  Pearl.  But 
when  a  girl  was  little  and  homely  and 
poor  and  untalented — "nobody  want- 
ed her."  This  was  the  unhappy  con- 
clusion she  reached  as  she  lay  there 
wounded  and  hurt  and  longing  for 
friendship. 

Then  into  her  mind  came  the  words 
she  had  heard  about  Jesus  being  a 
Friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a 
brother,  and  the  song  "What  a  Friend 
We  Have  in  Jesus."  Could  He  help  her? 
She  didn't  know,  but  at  least  it  would 
be  a  comfort  to  feel  that  someone 
cared  for  her.  So  she  knelt  by  her  bed- 
side and  told  Him  all  about  it:  how 
lonely  and  left  out  she  felt  and  how 
she  craved  companionship.  Then  as 
a  sweetness  filled  her  soul  she  con- 
tinued in  prayer — asking  that  He 
be  her  Friend,  her  constant  Com- 
panion and  Guide,  that  she  might  feel 
His  hand  in  hers  each  day.  On  and  on 
she  prayed,  guided  by  the  Spirit  alone, 
for  she  had  received  but  little  religious 
training.  Her  family  were  not  church- 
going  people  and,  though  she  had  at- 
tended Sunday  School,  she  had  never 
learned  that  "Ye  must  be  born  again." 
She  only  knew  that  now  she  was  ex- 
periencing a  fulness  and  blessing  that 
had  never  before  been  hers.  She  felt 
a  sense  of  lightness  as  though  every 
burden  had  been  lifted  from  her  heart. 
She  felt  a  consciousness  of  the  near- 
ness of  Christ.  What  a  sweetness  in 
that  Presence.  Always  she  would 
walk  in  the  shadow  of  it,  that  she 
might  never  lose  this  dear  compan- 
ionship. Arising  from  her  bedside,  she 
went  to  get  her  Bible,  a  little  one  that 
her  Sunday  School  teacher  had  given 
her  as  a  child.  It  was  still  in  excel- 
lent condition  for  she  had  seldom  read 
it.  But  now  it  had  a  new  meaning  to 
her.  She  handled  it  lovingly,  almost 
caressingly.  It  was  the  Word  of  God. 
It  told  all  about  her  new-found  Friend 
and  would  teach  her  the  way  to  live 
close  to  Him.  She  opened  it,  not 
knowing  where  to  read,  she  knew  so 
little  about  it.  She  only  knew  that 
suddenly   she   had   a   hungering   and 


thirsting  to  study  its  pages. 

Leafing  through  it  thus,  she  found 
the  account  of  Peter  and  John  as 
they  went  to  the  temple  to  pray.  Here 
was  something  with  which  she  was 
familiar.  She  had  studied  it  in  Sunday 
School.  She  read  on.  There  at  the 
gate  Beautiful  sat  a  beggar,  a  man  who 
had  been  lame  from  birth.  Looking  up 
to  the  two  wanting  alms  from  them  he 
was  answered  by  Peter,  "Silver  and 
gold  have  I  none,  but  such  as  I  have 
give  I  unto  thee.  In  the  name  of 
Jesus  of  Nazareth,  rise  up  and  walk." 

She  stopped  suddenly,  amazed, 
"Silver  and  gold  have  I  none."  Only 
a  few  moments  before  she  had  been 
lamenting  her  lack  of  silver  and  gold, 
her  lack  of  talent  and  beauty.  "But 
such  as  I  have,  give  I  unto  thee." 
Could  she,  like  Peter,  give  something 
better  than  these?  Such  as  she  had — ■ 
what  did  she  have  to  share  with  oth- 
ers? What  had  she  been  giving  to 
others  before?  Her  cheeks  flamed  as 
she  thought  of  the  cutting  words  she 
had  so  often  given  to  her  father,  blam- 
ing him  because  he  could  not  provide 
for  her  as  she  wished.  Her  heart 
ached  for  him  as  she  remembered  the 
wince  her  words  always  brought.  Poor 
Father,  an  unskilled  laborer  with  small 
wages,  providing  for  a  large  family. 
Oh!  she  would  make  it  up  to  him  now. 
She  would  share  with  him  the  peace 
that  she  had  found;  she  would  en- 
courage and  help  instead  of  blaming 
him. 

What  had  she  given  to  her  mother? 
She  recalled  her  sharpness  to  her 
also,  her  refusal  to  help  with  the 
housework.  What  good  did  it  do  to 
keep  clean  anyway?  she  had  asked. 
It  still  didn't  look  decent  with  its 
worn  carpets  and  old  furniture.  She 
knew  what  she  could  give  to  her  moth- 
er now.  She  could  give  her  help  and 
cooperation — could  give  her  smiles  and 
kind  words  instead  of  frowns  and 
fault-finding. 

Her  brothers  and  sisters — what  could 
she  give  to  them?  Heretofore  she  had 
given  them  scoldings,  harsh  words, 
and  general  unkindness.  Now  she 
could  give  them  kindness  and  the  love 
that  a  big  sister  owes  to  her  younger 
brothers  and  sisters. 

To  her  teachers  in  high  school  she 
could  give  obedience  and  interest  in 
her  work  instead  of  the  listlessness 
she  had  before  exhibited.  She  would 
also  give  them  a  square  deal  instead 
of  cheating  and  "cribbing"  in  exams. 
To  her  schoolmates  and  other  ac- 
quaintances she  could  give  friendli- 
ness. Through  her  mind  flashed  the 
admonition  of  Solomon  that  if  one 
were  to  have  friends  he  must  show 
himself  friendly.  As  she  pondered  it 
now,  she  realized  that  it  was  small 
wonder  that  she  had  not  been  want- 
ed by  others.    She  had  been  jealous 


and  envious  and  was  consequently 
sullen  and  unlikeable.  Realizing  that 
her  home  was  not  as  pretentious  and 
well  furnished  as  those  of  some,  she 
had  never  invited  them  there,  though 
her  parents  had  often  suggested  it. 
She  had  really  given  her  associates 
the  impression  of  not  wanting  their 
companionship.  Knowing  that  her 
clothes  were  not  as  nice  as  those 
which  some  of  her  schoolmates  wore, 
she  grew  shy  and  self-conscious  and 
a  little  careless  of  her  appearance — 
asking  herself  bitterly  what  was  the 
use  of  trying  to  look  nice  when  one 
never  had  new  clothes. 

But  it  would  be  different  now.  She 
would  be  friendly  and  kind,  courteous 
and  thoughtful  of  others.  She  would 
show  them  a  new  Bernetha  they  had 
never  known  before.  And  indeed  she 
was  a  different  Bernetha  in  the  days 
that  followed.  It  was  a  different 
Bernetha  who  rose  earlier  in  the 
mornings  and  rushed  around  before 
time  for  school,  straightening  her 
room  and  rousting  out  small  sleepy 
heads  that  she  might  also  make  their 
beds  and  straighten  their  rooms.  It  was 
a  new  Bernetha  that  helped  her  moth- 
er with  the  housework  and  cooking 
and  sang  as  she  worked. 

It  was  a  new  Bernetha  that  en- 
couraged her  father  when  he  was  blue 
because  the  coal  bill  had  demanded 
the  money  that  he  had  intended  giving 
her  for  a  much-needed  school  dress; 
a  new  Bernetha  that  rumpled  his  hair 
and  kissed  him  instead  of  bursting 
into  tears  of  self-pity.  The  children 
had  found  a  new  sister,  it  seemed  to 
them,  who  was  patient  with  them,  who 
helped  them  with  their  homework 
and  demonstrated  to  them  what  good 
fudge  she  could  make  if  they  would 
pick  out  the  nut  meats. 

Her  teachers  found  a  new  starry- 
eyed  girl  in  Bernetha's  seat  who  en- 
tered into  the  class  discussions  with 
interest,  in  place  of  the  listless,  care- 
less girl  who  had  formerly  occupied  it. 
Her  classmates  discovered  a  friendly, 
gracious  hostess  who  invited  them  to 
her  home  where  they  were  so  busy 
pulling  taffy  in  the  kitchen  and  hav- 
ing a  good  time  that  they  never  no- 
ticed the  linoleum  badly  needed  re- 
placing and  the  curtains  had  been 
mended.  Such  as  she  had,  she  gave 
unto  them — and  they  received  it  glad- 
ly. 

She  was  lavish  with  her  giving.  She 
spread  smiles  and  sunshine,  laughter 
and  kind  words,  until  she  was  wanted 
by  others  as  a  friend.  One  quite  for- 
got that  she  was  the  poor,  untalented, 
far-from-good-looking  girl  she  felt 
herself  to  be.  In  looking  back  over 
the  past  few  months  of  her  life, 
Bernetha  was  amazed  at  the  differ- 
ence in  her  life.  And  it  was  all  be- 
cause she  had  accepted  Christ  as  her 
Friend  and  had  given  gladly  and 
willingly  of  all  that  He  gave  to  her. 
She  realized  that  one  could  not  give 
what  he  did  not  possess,  therefore 
she  purposed  to  keep  her  heart, 
thoughts,  and  motives  pure,  that  she 
might  always  have  that  which  was 
good  and  beautiful  to  give  to  others. — 
The   Sunday  School  Banner. 


October,  1945 
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NOTE :  Here  is  our  first  group  to  graduate  from  our  Youth 
Personal  Evangelistic  Union.  We  appreciate  this  class  more  than 
we  can  express  and  hope  that  there  will  be  thousands  graduate 
from  our  churches  this  coming  year.  Are  there  any  more  young 
men  and  women  like  Miss  Anne  Thomas,  who  will  make  this  effort? 
— Ed. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  class  was  a  great  blessing  to  me 
in  several  ways.  While  teaching  I  was 
also  learning  more  about  a  subject 
dear  to  my  heart,  for  I  do  love  souls. 
I  also  love  young  people.  I  loved  my 
girls  and  the  interest  and  effort  ex- 
pressed often  was  inspiring  and  en- 
couraging to  me.  The  results  that  I 
have  been  able  to  see  in  the  lives  of 
the  girls  who  took  the  course  has  been 
worth  more  than  it  took  to  put  it 
over. — Anne  H.   Thomas,  teacher. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  enjoyed  the  Personal  Soul  Win- 
ning Course  very  much.  It  helped  me 
so  much  in  my  personal  soul  winning. 
It  has  really  been  a  blessing  to  me. 
It  has  helped  me  to  talk  to  my  lost 
loved  ones  and  has  helped  me  to  win 
souls  for  God.  I  really  do  enjoy  work- 
ing for  God  in  any  way.  It  has  helped 
me  to  be  more  faithful  and  yielding 
to  God  and  more  willing  to  work  for 
Him. — Mary  Cook. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  enjoyed  the  Bible  study.  It 
taught  me  much  about  winning  lost 
souls.  I  surely  am  thankful  for  the 
good  teacher  we  had  and  I  thank  the 
Lord  for  the  privilege  I  had  of  taking 


the  course. — Madie  Hall. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  think  that  when  I  joined  the 
Personal  Soul  Winning  Class  it  was 
the  best  thing  I  could  have  done.  It 
surely  did  help  me.  It  helped  me  to 
take  more  interest  in  other  people.  I 
wanted  to  talk  to  people  but  I  didn't 
know  how  to  deal  with  different  types, 
but  since  I  have  taken  this  course  it 
has  helped  me.  I  hope  that  all  who 
take  this  course  will  have  as  fine  a 
teacher  as  I  did  and  that  it  will  en- 
courage them  to  go  on  as  much  as 
it  has  me. — Mrs.  Geraldine  Wilson. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  praise  the  Lord  this  morn- 
ing for  His  many  blessings  in  my  life. 
I  praise  the  Lord  for  the  privilege  I 
had  of  taking  the  Soul  Winning 
Course.  It  has  taught  me  how  to  deal 
with  different  types  of  people. 

We  appreciate  the  good  work  our 
teacher,  Miss  Anne  Thomas,  did.  She 
was  a  blessing  to  our  church. — Mrs. 
C.  H.  Chambley. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 
I  truly  praise  the  Lord  for  saving 


me  and  I  am  thankful  to  Sister  Anne 
H.  Thomas  that  she  gave  the  course 
on  Personal  Soul  Winning.  One  of  the 
girls  who  was  taking  the  course  told 
me  about  the  love  of  Jesus  and  I  do 
believe  the  help  from  Personal  Soul 
Winning  and  with  the  Lord's  help 
was  what  made  her  talk  to  me. — Ruby 
McLean. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  write  a  few  words  of  testi- 
mony. I  am  glad  I  am  saved,  sancti- 
fied, and  have  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  am 
a  young  girl  fifteen  years  of  age.  I  am 
glad  that  I  have  no  desire  for  the 
things  of  the  world.  I  would  rather 
be  in  a  good  holiness  meeting  than 
anything  I  know.  We  have  just  com- 
pleted a  Soul  Winning  class  at  our 
church,  with  Sister  Anne  Thomas  as 
teacher.  We  enjoyed  it  very  much  and 
it  was  a  great  help  to  us.  We  are  sorry 
that  Sister  Anne  had  to  leave  us,  but 
her  work  called  her  away.  We  miss 
her  very  much  as  she  was  a  great 
help  to  our  Y.P.E. 

Pray  for  me,  that  I  will  continue 
in  the  work  of  the  Lord  and  win  souls 
for  Him. — Jacquelyn  Laster. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  truly  can  say  that  I  really  enjoyed 
taking  the  Soul  Winning  Course.  It 
really  has  proven,  with  the  Lord's  help, 
to  be  a  blessing  to  me.  It  taught  me 
how  to  deal  with  different  types  of 
people.  I  wish  that  every  young  girl 
and  boy  who  desire  to  be  soul  winners 
for  Jesus  could  take  this  course,  and 
have  as  sweet  a  teacher  as  we  girls 
had. 

I  desire  the  prayers  of  all  praying 
people,  that  we  may  stay  in  the  center 
of  God's  will  and  be  a  help  to  lead 
someone  else  to  Christ. — Mary  Kidd. 

SOUL  WINNING 

Brainerd  said,  "I  care  not  how  or 
where  I  live,  or  what  hardships  I  go 
through,  so  that  I  can  but  gain  souls 
to  Christ." 

Matthew  Henry  wrote,  "I  would 
think  it  a  greater  happiness  to  gain 
one  soul  to  Christ  than  mountains  of 
silver  and  gold  to  myself." 

Fletcher  of  Madeley  said  to  Samuel 
Bradburn,  "If  you  should  live  to 
preach  the  gospel  forty  years,  and  be 
the  instrument  of  saving  only  one 
soul,  it  will  be  worth  all  your  labors." 

Said  Spurgeon,  "Husbandman,  your 

Great  Employer  sent  you  out  to  sow 

the  seed,  but  if  no  grain  of  it  would 

ever  come  up,  if  you  sowed  the  seed 

(Continued  on  page  13) 


Motto:  "He  That  Winneth  Souls  Is  Wise,"  Prov.  11:3  5. 
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Choose  Thou  for  Me 

I  dare  not  choose  my  lot; 

I  would  not  if  I  might; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 
The  kingdom  that  I  seek 

Is  Thine;  so  let  the  way 
That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 

Else  surely  I  might  stray. 
Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill; 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem, 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 
Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friends, 

My  sickness  or  my  health; 
Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 

My  poverty  or  wealth. 
Not  mine — not  mine  the  choice, 

In  things  great  or  small; 
Be  Thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength, 

My  Wisdom  and  my  All. 

— H.  Bonar. 


The   Banner  Gay! 

Charles  N.  Hodge 

America  is  wonderful  in 

A  million  different  ways; 
You  love  her  if  your  heart  is  true, 

But  this  appeals  to  me: 
A  flag  that  flutters  in  the  breeze, 

All  spangled  o'er  with  stars  .  .  . 
The  banner  gay — red,  white  and 
blue — 

An  emblem  of  the  free! 

America  is  wonderful  in 

A  million  different  ways; 
The  silent  starry  sky  at  night 

Is  heaven-blessed  for  me. 
A  flag  that  floats  with  glory 

And  honor  in  each  stripe  .  .  . 
The  banner  gay,  that's  shining 
bright, 

An  emblem  of  the  free. 

America  is  wonderful  in 

A  million  different  ways; 
You  love  her  if  your  heart  is  true, 

This  land  of  liberty; 
A  flag  that  waves  a  welcome  call 

To  unity  and  peace  .  .  . 
The  banner  gay— red,  white  and 
blue — 

An  emblem  of  the  free! 


The  Real  Guide 

You  may  bring  to  your  office  and  put 
in  a  frame 
A  motto  as  fine  as  its  paint, 
But  if  you're  a  crook  when  you're 
playing  the  game, 
That  motto  won't  make  you  a  saint. 

If  the  motto  says,  "Smile,"  and  you 
carry  a  frown, 
"Do   It  Now,"   and  you   linger   and 
wait; 
If  the  motto  says,    "Help,"    and  you 
trample  men  down, 
If  the  motto  says,  "Love,"  and  you 


hate; 

You  won't  get  away  with  the  mottoes 
you  stall, 
For   truth  will   come   forth  with  a 
bounce — 
It  isn't  the  motto  that  hangs  on  the 

wall, 
But  the  motto  you  live  that  counts. 
— Author  Unknown. 


Why   Kick 

Jane  Taylor 

One  honest  John  Tomkins,  a  hedger 
and  ditcher, 

Altho'  he  was  poor,  did  not  want  to  be 
richer; 

For  all  such  vain  wishes  in  him  were 
prevented 

By  a  fortunate  habit  of  being  content- 
ed. 

If  anyone  wronged  him  or  treated  him 
ill, 

Why,  John  was  good-natured  and  so- 
ciable still; 

For  he  said  that  revenging  the  injury 
done 

Would  be  making  two  rogues  when 
there  need  be  but  one. 

And  thus  honest  John,  tho'  his  station 

was  humble, 
Passed  thro'  this  sad  world  without 

even  a  grumble; 
And  I  wish  that  some  folks,  who  are 

greater  and  richer, 
Would  copy  John  Tomkins,  the  hedger 

and  ditcher. 


My  Home 

I  am  a  house  in  which  Christ  lives, 
A  house  to  which  He  came 

When  I  believed  that  He  forgave 
My  sins  in  His  dear  name. 

I  am  a  house  in  which  Christ  stays, 
My  best  and  truest  Friend; 

He'll  never  leave  me  all  my  days, 
And  keep  me  to  the  end. 

Yet  in  my  house,  to  many  a  port 

I  do  not  let  Him  go, 
For  there  are  things  within  my  heart 

I  do  not  want  to  show. 

If  in  my  house,  my  Lord  and  King 

Is  thus  content  to  be, 
How  can  I  hold  back  ANYTHING 

He  wants  to  have  from  me? 

I'll  open  every  room  and  door, 
Each  closet,  cupboard,  shelf, 

And  say,  "Dear  Lord,  forevermore 
I  give  Thee  my  whole  self." 

— Author   Unknown. 


But  the  weaver's  thoughts  were  wan- 
dering 

Away  on  a  distant  track, 
As  he  threw  the  shuttle  in  his  hand 

Wearily  forward  and  back. 
And  then  the  weaver  looked  and  saw 

His  work  must  be  undone, 
For  the  threads  were  wrong  and  the 
colors  dimmed 

Where  the  bitter  tears  had  run. 
Ah!  sad  it  was  for  the  weaver, 

And  sad  for  his  hapless  wife. 
And  sad  it  will  be  for  us,  if  we  say 

At  the  end  of  our  task  in  life: 
"We  wove  a  web  of  doubt  and  fear, 

Not  faith  and  hope  and  love, 
Because  we  looked  at  our  work,  and 
not 

At  our  Pattern  up  above." 

— Selected. 


Today's    Rationings 

Mrs.  Merle  A.  Hoover 

We  might  have  rationing  of  gas, 
And  the  rubber  while  it  lasts, 
Then  sugar  and  the  meat, 
And  the  oil  we  use  for  heat — 
But  we  will  never  have  rationings 
Of  the  great  eternal  things. 
No  rationing  on  our  God  above, 
No  rationing  on  a  mother's  love, 
No  rationing  on  the  friends  we  meet, 
No  rationing  on  their  smiles  so  sweet, 
No  rationing  on  salvation  free, 
No  rationing  on  His  promises  to  me, 
No  rationing  on  the  song  of  bird, 
No  rationing  on  His  precious  Word, 
No  rationing  on  the  breath  of  air, 
No  rationing  on  the  flowers  fair, 
No  rationing  on  a  baby's  coo, 
No  rationing  on  the  sky  so  blue, 
No  rationing  on  our  hours  of  prayer, 
No  rationing  on  communion  there, 
No  rationing  on  the  thoughts  we 

think, 
No  rationing  on  water  of  life  we 

drink, 
No  rationing  on  the  sunset  glow, 
No  rationing  on  sunshine  or  snow. 

Yes,  we  may  have  rationings, 
But  never  of  eternal  things. 
And  the  only  "points"  we  need, 
Tho'  folks  may  say  we  are  old, 
Are  to  use  all  the  gifts  we  have, 
To  point  lost  sinners  to  God. 


The  Weaver 

A  weaver  sat  one  day  at  his  loom, 
Among  the  colors  bright, 

With  the  pattern  for  his  copying 
Hung  fair  and  plain  in  sight. 


A  Child  of  the  King 

Poor?   No,   of  course   not.   Why,   how 

could  I  be, 
When  Christ,  the  King,  is  taking  care 

of  me? 
Tired?    Sometimes;    yes,    more    than 

tired;  but  then, 
I  know  a  place  where  I  can  rest  again! 
Lonely?  Ah,  well  I  know  the  aching 

blight; 
But  now  I  have  Jesus  with  me  day 

and  night! 
Burdens?  I  have  them;  oft  they  press 

me  sore, 
And  then,  I  lean    the    harder,    trust 

Him  more. 
Worthy?  Oh  no!  The  marvel  of  it  is 
That  I  should  know  such  boundless 

love  as  His! 
And  so,  I'm  rich;   with  Christ  I  am 

"joint-heir," 
Since  He  once  stooped  my  poverty  to 

share. 

— Selected. 


October,  1945 
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Cykaracter  Stories  for    LJ.  1 . 0. 


\  CAN   DO  IT  MYSELF 

"Come  on,  Merton,  and  let's  play 
ball,"  called  Edgar  Hendricks  on  the 
way  home  from  school. 

"Can't  this  evening,"  replied  Merton 
Parks  promptly.  "I  have  some  prob- 
lems to  work  for  tomorrow  that  I 
couldn't  get  in  school." 

"What's  the  difference?"  countered 
Edgar.  "So  have  I.  Let  them  go.  Our 
fathers  will  help  us  work  them  when 
they  come  home  this  evening." 

"I  know  Dad  will  help  me  work  them 
if  I  ask  him,"  Merton  finally  decided, 
"but  I  feel  that  I  can  do  it  myself,  if 
I  only  try  again  and  again." 

Merton  struggled  with  his  problems 
and  finally  solved  them  himself.  Edgar 
played  and  had  his  father  to  help  him 
work  the  same  difficult  problems.  Both 
boys  received  a  grade  of  one  hundred 
the  next  day. 

This  method  of  doing  their  work 
continued  during  the  rest  of  the  school 
year.  Both  boys  were  making  the  same 
grades  on  their  problems,  so  Merton 
had  nothing  to  say  in  reply. 

When  the  day  for  the  final  test  or 
examination  came,  the  teacher  put 
some  of  the  difficult  problems  on  the 
board. 

Edgar  scratched  his  head  nervous- 
ly and  said,  "I  wish  Dad  were  here 
to  help  me  work  these  problems." 

Merton  smiled  to  himself  and  said, 
"This  test  is  hard,  but  I  can  do  it 
myself.  I've  been  doing  difficult 
problems  like  these  myself  all  along." 

Edgar  failed  miserably  in  the  exam- 
ination, but  Merton  came  through 
with  flying  colors.  His  grade  was  100. 
Edgar  had  crippled  himself  by  de- 
pending on  his  father  for  help 
with  the  difficult  problems,  while 
Merton  had  strengthened  himself  by 
saying  with  determination,  "I  can  do 
it  myself." — Unknown. 

CAN  YOU  STAND  HONORS? 

We  hear  a  lot  about  brave  people 
who  stand  a  lot  of  hardship  and  dan- 
ger without  flinching,  the  people  of 
London  for  instance.  How  we  admire 
their  bravery  and  courage.  Our  hats 
are  off  to  people  who  "can  take  it" 
when  the  pressure  is  on. 

But  how  about  the  other  side  of  the 
picture?  There  are  some  people  who 
can  stand  adversity  all  right,  but  they 
cannot  stand  prosperity.  They  claim 
our  admiration  when  everything  goes 
against  them,  but  they  get  nothing 
but  our  disgust  when  they  gain  honors 
and  success. 

We  knew  a  fellow  who  played 
through  a  hard  game  of  football  with 
three  cracked  ribs.  It  really  had  been 
a  brave  feat.  He  was  lauded  to  the 
skies  and  the  whole  school  sang  his 
praise.  But  he  spoiled  it  all  by  talking 
and  talking  and  talking  about  what  a 
hero  he  had  been.  In  the  end  every- 
body was  sick  of  him.  He  had  the  nerve 
to  stand  the  hard  knocks  of  a  bruis- 


ing game,  but  he  could  not  stand 
the  honors  which  were  heaped  upon 
him. 

A  friend  of  ours  is  a  girl  who  always 
stands  at  the  head  of  her  class.  It  was 
true  in  grade  school  and  in  high  school. 
Always  she  was  right  at  the  top.  But 
you  would  never  know  it  to  hear  her 
talk.  Not  once  does  she  mention  her 
unbroken  record  of  scholastic  honors. 
She  is  friendly  and  talkative  about  a 
lot  of  things,  but  she  never  talks  about 
herself  and  her  grades. 

And  do  you  suppose  this  hurts  her 
popularity?  Not  a  bit.  The  more  hon- 
ors she  gathers  the  better  everyone 
likes  it.  They  admire  her  no  end,  for 
she  has  learned  how  to  stand  the  hon- 
or which  regularly  comes  her  way. — 
The  Friend    (Dayton). 

WHAT  ARE  YOU  GOOD  FOR? 

Two  young  men,  who  had  been  class- 
mates in  college,  chanced  to  meet  in 
the  waiting  room  of  the  office  of  a 
large  ship-building  establishment.  In 
the  course  of  conversation  it  became 
apparent  that  both  had  come  to  apply 
for  a  position  that  they  had  heard 
would  be  vacant.  Their  diplomas  from 
the  technical  school  gave  them  equal 
chances  of  success,  says  a  writer  in  the 
Wellspring. 

One  of  them  was  finally  called  into 
the  office.  The  superintendent's  time 
was  valuable.  "Well,  what  is  it?"  was 
his  concise  and  almost  curt  inquiry. 
The  young  man  told  him,  rather  vol- 
ubly, that  he  was  a  graduate  of  such 
and  such  a  school  and  wished  a  posi- 
tion in  his  establishment. 

"What  kind  of  work  do  you  want?" 
was  the  next  brief  query  hurled  at 
him. 

"I'd  like  a  position  as  master  ship- 
builder," confidently  responded  the 
young  man.  "It  seems  to  me — "  But 
the  superintendent  cut  him  short. 

"Your  name,  please?  And  address? 
Thank  you.  That's  all.  If  we  should 
happen  to  need  such  a  man  we'll  un- 
doubtedly send  for  you." 

And  the  astonished  and  chagrined 
youth  found  himself  outside  the  door 
and  muttering  savagely  to  the  other, 
"No  use  to  go  in  there.  That  fellow 
is  mighty  short." 

"I  guess  I'll  try  it  anyhow,"  replied 
the  other  young  man,  though  with 
an  inward  quaking  in  his  heart. 

When  his  turn  came  to  interview  the 
great  man,  he  mentioned,  as  briefly 
as  possible,  his  college  work,  and  his 
desire  for  a  position,  and  at  the  same 
terse,  concise  question,  "What  kind  of 
work  do  you  want?"  answered  simply, 
"Anything  you've  got  for  me." 

Quickly  the  superintendent's  hand 
touched  a  bell  that  brought  his  errand 
boy. 

"Show  Brown  in  here  immediately," 
was  the  command,  and  when  Brown 
appeared,  he  said,  "Here,  set  this  fel- 
low to  sorting  scrap  iron.". 

To  say  that  the  young  man  was  sur- 


prised and  considerably  taken  down, 
would  only  be  stating  the  simple  truth. 
But  he  never  flinched,  and  into  his 
eye  as  he  followed  the  foreman  from 
the  room  sprang  a  resolution  to  prove 
to  that  director  that  he  was  worth 
more  than  that. 

The  superintendent  had  guaged  his 
man  correctly.  The  first  would  have 
been  insulted  at  such  an  offer.  The 
second  came  out  strong.  His  knowl- 
edge taught  him  the  value  of  different 
pieces.  He  sorted  scrap  iron  a  little 
better  than  anybody  else  who  had  ever 
done  that  kind  of  work.  Promotion  fol- 
lowed promotion. 

Today  he  is  the  master  shipbuilder. 
— Publisher  Unknown. 


OPPORTUNITY 

Douglas  Pearse 

Two  boys  applied  at  a  newspaper 
office  for  jobs,  and  both  were  em- 
ployed and  put  to  work  in  the  filing 
room.  Presently  the  man  in  charge 
placed  a  book  on  top  of  one  of  the  fil- 
ing cabinets  and  said,  "Here's  a  book 
telling  you  about  our  newspaper  and 
it  also  contains  a  chapter  explaining 
our  filing  system,  which  you  might 
want  to  look  over." 

"Do  we  have  to?"  asked  Bill.  The 
manager  shook  his  head.  "No."  "You're 
sure  we  don't  have  to  read  it  to  hold 
our  jobs?"  persisted  Bill.  Again  the 
man  shook  his  head  and  replied,  "Of 
course,  we  don't  require  the  reading 
of  this  book,  but  we  wish  to  give  you 
the  opportunity  to  read  it  in  case 
you  wish  to  do  so." 

The  second  boy  asked  shyly,  "Are 
we  allowed  to  take  the  book  out?"  to 
which  the  manager  nodded  consent. 

In  the  days  that  followed  members 
of  the  newspaper  staff  were  constant- 
ly coming  in  the  filing  department 
to  secure  information.  The  reporters 
especially  were  in  the  habit  of  asking 
questions,  the  answers  which  could 
not  be  found  in  the  filing  room.  When 
that  happened  Bill  found  himself  in 
the  dark  but  Bob  would  rise  prompt- 
ly and  say,  "I  can  find  it  for  you,"  or, 
"I'll  tell  you  where  you  can  find  out 
about  that."  If  the  information  was 
in  the  office,  Bob  found  it.  If  it 
wasn't,  the  person  was  always  sent  to 
the  right  department.  In  either  case 
the  person  went  away  satisfied. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  man  in 
charge  of  the  filing  department  sent 
for  Bob.  "We  need  a  man  in  the  busi- 
ness office,"  he  said,  "and  we  are  con- 
vinced that  you  are  the  one  for  the 
job." 

It  was  a  big  jump  from  the  filing 
room  to  the  business  office,  and  Bill 
was  quite  envious  of  Bob.  And  the 
next  time  the  two  young  men  met,  Bill 
said  to  Bob,  "How  was  I  to  know  that 
we  had  to  study  that  book?  The  boss 
didn't  tell  us  to  do  it." 

"No,"  mused  Bob,  "he  didn't  tell  us 
we  had  to  do  it,  but  don't  you  re- 
member his  saying,  'We  believe  in  giv- 
ing you  the  opportunity  to  look  over 
the  book,  in  case  you  wish  to  do  so'?" 
-The  Youth's  Visitor. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


China 

June   11,   1945 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Having  just  finished  reading  the 
March  issue  of  the  "Lighted  Path- 
way," I  wish  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  say  that  I  appreciate  it  immensely 
as  it  is  interesting  and  encouraging 
to  a  fellow  so  far  from  home. 

I,  too,  praise  the  Lord  for  His  bless- 
ings to  me  thus  far.  He  has  been  so 
wonderful,  helping  me  when  discour- 
aged, when  tempted  and  tried,  and 
protecting  me  from  the  enemy.  I 
could  never  forsake  Him,  the  one  that 
sticketh  closer  than  a  brother.  He  has 
proven  His  love  for  me  so  many  times 
that  I  often  wonder  if  I  am  worthy. 

When  only  a  child,  God  wonderfully 
saved  me  and  I  have  never  regretted 
a  single  moment  that  I  accepted  sal- 
vation then,  especially  since  being 
called  to  the  Service.  Salvation  is  a 
wonderful  experience  for  a  Service 
man.  There  is  a  God  to  look  to  in  time 
of  need.  In  the  Army  we  find  so  few 
that  are  born  again  but  some  day 
those  few  will  be  caught  away  to  glory, 
forever  to  be  with  the  Lord.  I  want-  to 
be  one  of  that  few,  so  please  pray  that 
my  life  in  the  service  may  be  a  guide 
to  those  seeking  a  better  home. 

May  God  bless  you  continually  in 
your  work. 

Sincerely, 

A  brother  in  Christ, 

Cpl.  Hayward  R.  Bond. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

Please  continue  sending  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  me.  I  have  enjoyed  it  and 
several  of  my  buddies  have  also.  It 
makes  a  circuit  of  our  office  and  is 
very  much  appreciated.  We  have  dis- 
cussions on  different  topics  it  con- 
tains. 

Thanking  you  and  all  the  dear 
frienas  for  the  prayers  and  we  are 
sure  all  will  be  answered. — Claude  A. 
Sorgenfire. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  privileged  to  receive  the 
Lighted  Pathway  during  all  my  stay 
in  the  Army,  which  has  been  the  past 
three  years.  It  has  followed  me  all  the 
way  across  this  battlefield,  just  as  God 
has  protected  me  and  brought  me 
through  safely.  I  don't  want  to  miss 
getting  the  paper,  even  when  I  go 
back  into  civilian  life.  Please  continue 
to  send  it  and  I  will  notify  you  when 
I  change  my  address. — Cpl.  Walt  Stid- 
ham. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

In  answer  to  your  letter  as  to  a  new 
subscription  for  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
I  will  say  I  don't  know  who  subscribed 
for  me  in  the  first  place.  The  booklet 
just  started  coming  to  me  out  of  a 
clear  blue  sky.  I  would  like  for  you  to 
renew  my  subscription  because  I  do 
enjoy  and  appreciate  the  contents  of 
the  booklet. — Cpl.  Edward  H.  Brown, 
34128506,  C.A.A.F.,  Sqd.  F,  Clovis,  N. 
Mex. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  would  enjoy  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  another  year,  although 
there  was  some  of  the  last  ones  lost, 
the  few  that  I  got  I  enjoyed  reading 
so  much. 

Over  here  we  are  in  a  country  that 
doesn't  seem  to  be  concerned  about 
the  way  our  Savior  died  for  us  to  be 
saved,  and  every  tract  and  Pathway  I 
get  means  so  much. 

I  have  seen  times  when  death 
seemed  to  be  so  close  and  I  believe  the 
prayers  of  all  the  good  people  is  what 
saved  me. — Pvt.  John  W.  Saye. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Thanks  for  the  current  year's  sub- 
scription to  the  Lighted  Pathway 
which  you  so  graciously  sent  me.  It  is 
one  of  the  best  papers  I  have  ever 
read.  I  especially  like  the  soldiers'  page 
and  continued  story. 

God  has  truly  stood  by  me  while  I 
have  been  in  the  Army  and  especially 
since  I  have  been  overseas.  Please  pray 
that  I  may  return  home  soon.  I  am  a 
member  of  the  Church  of  God  at 
Toledo,  Ohio. — Cpl.  M.  Welsheimer. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  received  so  much  enjoyment 
out  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have 
always  read  it  from  cover  to  cover.  I 
do  hope  I  may  continue  to  receive  it. 
I  do  think  it  helps  me  because  when 
I  am  feeling  very  low  and  can  read  a 
Lighted  Pathway,  things  are  bright- 
ened up  for  me.  Please  pray  for  me 
that  I  will  be  saved. — James  T.  Arnald, 
M.  M.  l|c. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

My  mother  sends  me  the  best  paper 
in  the  world,  "The  Lighted  Pathway." 
She  also  sends  it  to  my  four  brothers 
in  Service. — Pvt.  Glen  C.  Douglas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Since  coming  into  the  Army,  the 
Lord  surely  has  blessed  me  and  all  the 
other  Christian  boys  here  in  Camp 
Crowder. 

I  was  president  of  the  Y.P.E.  at  my 
home  church  before  I  came  into  the 
Service.  I  held  a  revival  here  in  camp 
out  in  a  little  patch  of  woods  in  the 
middle  of  a  field.  At  the  end  of  three 
weeks'  services  there  was  one  saved, 
three  sanctified,  and  seven  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost.  We  had  the  Lord's 
supper  and  feet  washing,  using  our 
steel  helmets  as  basins.  I  wish  more 
people  could  have  been  here  to  take 
part  in  that  service  and  the  outpour- 
ing of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

We  appreciate  the  Church  of  God 
in  Joplin  and  the  pastor,  Brother  T.  F. 
Blackwell.  All  the  people  there  have 
been  so  good  to  us  soldiers. 

Pray  for  us,  that  we  may  keep  the 
good  work  of  the  Lord  going  and  lead 
many  souls  to  Christ.  Don't  forget  that 
we  have  many  things  to  overcome,  too. 
—Pvt.  Saford  H.  Landreth,  33911886, 
Co.  "C,"  37ch  Bn.,  Camp  Crowder,  Mo. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  enjoyed  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway  very  much.  I  also  praise  the 
Lord  for  helping  me  to  stand  the 
hardships  that  I  have  gone  through. 
When  the  enemy  was  near  and  the 
shells  were  falling  I  never  forgot  to 
call  on  God  and  He  has  watched  over 
me  with  His  great  power.  May  God 
richly  bless  you  in  the  great  work  you 
are  doing. — Pfc.  Alta  B.  Johnson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

From  within  my  heart  comes  an  ex- 
pression of  deep  appreciation  for  the 
wonderful  privilege  of  being  able  to 
receive  and  read  such  an  uplifting,  re- 
ligious periodical,  "The  Lighted  Path- 
way." I  have  been  reading  this  paper 
for  more  than  five  years  and  can 
truly  say  that  those  years  of  reading 
have  both  broadened  and  enriched  my 
spiritual  life. 

While  home  I  received  my  copy 
from  a  seller,  but  since  entering  Serv- 
ice it  has  come  to  me  by  subscription, 
which  was  made  possible  by  the  good 
people  of  the  Church  of  God  in  my 
home  town,  Great  Falls,  S.  C.  I  wish 
to  express  my  deep  appreciation 
toward  Rev.  Wiggins  and  each  mem- 
ber of  the  church  who  participated  in 
such  endeavors  to  spread  the  gospel 
among  Service  men.  I  enjoy  the  letters 
from  Service  men.  Their  testimonies 
are  uplifting.  It  would  be  hard  for  me 
to  decide  which  portion  of  this  paper 
I  like  most.  The  cover  page  is  most 
beautiful  each  month.  The  editorials 
superb,  and  to  sum  up  the  truth,  I 
find  a  pathway  well  lighted  through 
reading  such  literature  along  with  my 
Holy  Bible. 

I  am  striving  to  enter  in  at  the 
"strait  gate."  I  earnestly  desire  the 
prayers  of  Christians  everywhere. — 
Calvin  B.  Christopher,  S  l|c. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  takes  about  three  months  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  come  over  here  to 
Burma,  but  I  find  every  word  alive 
and  refreshing  instead  of  just  stale 
copy  like  the  newspapers. 

I  fell  in  step  with  army  life  in  1938 
and  in  1939  I  also  stepped  into  the 
ranks  of  the  army  of  Christ.  In  all  this 
time  I  have  found  it  a  proven  fact 
that  it  is  absolutely  possible  to  keep 
in  ranks  with  both  of  them  in  perfect 
harmony.  Please  pray  for  me  and  also 
the  little  church  I  was  pastoring  while 
I  was  stationed  at  La  Junta,  Colorado, 
prior  to  coming  overseas. — Cpl.  Albert 
D.  Hall. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  Christian  and  your  Lighted 
Pathway  has  been  a  blessing  to  me.  I 
don't  know  who  started  sending  the 
paper  to  me,  but  I  am  sure  God  will 
reward  them.  I  am  glad  that  the  Lord 
saved  me  one  day  and  gave  me  a  de- 
sire to  serve  Him.  Pray  for  me  that  I 
will  stand  true  to  Him. — Lt.  J.  A. 
Bahnson. 

(Continued  on  page  17) 


October,  1945 


[Page  11] 


National  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  News 


Hello,  Co -Work 
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By  C.  M.  Truesdell 


Hello,  Co-Workers! 

Since  we  are  entering  upon  another 
Assembly  year,  we  are  almost  tempted 
to  say  "Happy  new  year"  to  you  mem- 
bers and  promoters  of  the  Y.P.E.  and 
Sunday  School  work  out  on  the  field. 
Let  us  hope  that  this  new  one  will  be 
one  of  pleasure  in  the  Lord's  work,  and 
of  memorable  accomplishment  in  its 
progress. 

We  have  had  so  many  good  reports 
of  the  fellowship  and  harmony 
reached  in  the  General  Assembly  at 
Sevierville,  that  we  look  forward  with 
optimism  to  the  months  ahead,  for 
with  fellowship  and  harmony  between 
those  who  work  together  in  a  common 
cause,  and  whose  duties  and  problems 
overlap  and  depend  on  those  of  each 
other,  success  will  be  the  answer. 

Last  year  was  a  milestone  of  prog- 
ress in  our  youth  and  Sunday  School 
work.  We  look  back  on  its  achieve- 
ments with  happiness  and  satisfac- 
tion, and  with  thanksgiving  for  the 
Christian  fellowship  and  cooperation 
that  permitted  it.  This  year  the  chal- 
lenge is  greater  than  ever  before.  The 
noise  of  universal  turmoil  has  ceased. 
Millions  of  our  boys  are  coming  home, 
and  the  problem  of  converting  and 
establishing  them  is  one  that  must  be 
solved.  Some  of  them  will  be  crippled 
in  body;  others,  in  soul.  Some  will 
come  back  to  happiness;  others,  to 
have  their  hearts  broken  after  they 
have  sacrificed  all  on  the  field  of  bat- 
tle. Let  us  unite  and  enter  into  a  sol- 
emn covenant  with  God  to  win  them 
wherever  possible,  through  His  help. 

Also,  this  year,  the  opportunities  are 
greater  than  before.  Since  gasoline  is 
unrationed,  and  tires  will  be  obtained 
more  easily  within  a  few  weeks,  the 
association  between  the  state  super- 
intendent and  the  local  ones  will  be 
one  of  personal  contact,  and  not  of 
correspondence,  as  heretofore  the  case 
has  usually  been.  There  can  be  more 
fellowship  meetings  of  members.  All 
in  all,  we  are  anticipating  a  wonderful 
year,  the  greatest  year,  because  we 
feel  that  every  one  of  you  is  going  to 
do  his  best.  This  is  also  our  desire  in 
editing  the  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School 
news,  but  we  shall  not  be  able  to  do 
so,  unless  you  show  us  the  same  spirit 
of  cooperation  and  fellowship  that  you 
have  displayed  on  the  field.  We  ask 
every  state  superintendent  to  send 
his  or  her  address  to  us  as  early  as 
possible,  keeping  us  informed  of  any 
change  in  address;  to  please  report 
to  us  monthly,  being  prompt  to  get 
your  material  for  this  page  in  the 
mail  by  the  12th  of  each  month  for 
the  preceding  month,  and  to  make  an 
honest  effort  to  get  your  state  church- 


es listed  on  this  page  among  the  na- 
tional "big  ten"  group  leaders,  or  some 
other  group,  each  month.  We  want 
others  to  know  what  you  are  doing  in 
your  state,  and  what  churches  are  do- 
ing it,  but  this  can't  be  passed  on  to 
them  until  you  send  it  to  us  first.  Fi- 
nally, we  request  that  you  read  this 
page  every  month,  and  check  up  on 
the  progress  of  your  work.  It  will 
help  you  to  see  how  you  stand  in  com- 
parison with  the  other  churches  and 
states  in  your  group.  Please  remember 
that  we  are  depending  on  you  to  help 
make  this  department  a  source  of  in- 
formation and  inspiration. 

Youth  Committee  Agreed  Upon  and 
Appointed 

After  years  of  work,  in  which  our 
Young  People's  Endeavor  has  proved 
to  be  a  vital  and  powerful  force  and 
auxiliary  of  the  Church  of  God,  from 
which  many  young  men  and  women, 
trained  in  Christian  leadership 
through  its  efforts  and  programs, 
have  stepped  forth  to  assume  positions 
of  responsibility  in  the  highest  sense, 
many  of  our  pioneer  bishops  are  keen- 
ly aware  of  the  important  role  it  has 
played  in  the  progress  of  our  move- 
ment, and  feeling  that  it  can  be  even 
more  useful  under  the  proper  circum- 
stances, these  men  have  brought  the 
matter  before  the  Bishops'  Council 
and  the  Assembly.  Both  bodies  agreed 
upon  the  necessity  of  expansion  in  this 
work,  and  as  a  result  a  motion  was 
passed  in  the  Council  and  ratified  by 
the  Assembly  which  reads  thus: 

That  a  Youth  Program  Committee 
of  five  be  appointed  by  the  State  Over- 
seer Appointing  Board  to  serve  the 
needs  of  our  young  people  as  they  re- 
late to  education,  properly  supervised 
recreation,  and  spirituality. 
The  duties  of  the  chairman  shall  be: 
1.    To  serve  as  National  Y.P.E.  Sec- 

^  *e  -as  -m  *am  •:♦;  •:♦>  <♦:•  <♦;•  mm& 
$  National  Winners  in  Both 

§  Y.P.E. 

V   Group  Y.P.E.                              Supt. 

§       "A"  Alabama  T.  R.  Morse 

!|       "B"  Texas R.  L.  Wagner 

Missouri  C.  E.  Yates 

I       "C" 

"  Illinois                         E.  H.  Miles 

*       "D"    Oklahoma      Odell  Vanderburg 

0       "E"     Arizona  ..  H.  L.  Diffie 

ro       "F"    Oregon  „ W.  H.  Ward 

"G"    W.  Canada  A.  Erickson 


retary. 

2.  To  arrange,  in  cooperation  with 
the  committee,  for  a  National  Youth 
Congress. 

3.  To  assemble  the  information 
gathered  by  the  members  of  the  Youth 
Program  Committee,  and  to  send  this 
information  to  the  youth  leaders  of 
the  various  states. 

COMMITTEE: 


E.  L.  Simmons 

Ralph  Williams 

Paul  Stallings 

Robert  Johnson 

R.  R.  Walker 
This  is  the  form  in  which  this  mo- 
tion will  be  inserted  in  the  book  of 
Minutes.  Let  us  pray  for  this  commit- 
tee, and  lend  them  our  assistance  in 
any  way  possible.  Then  in  the  near 
future  we  may  hear  of  some  good  and 
great  things  coming  forth  from  this 
small  beginning. 

THE  MEANJNG  OF  OUR  MOTTO 

"Christ   for  Youth   and   Youth 

for  Christ" 

You  have  often  heard  the  old  adage, 
"It's  a  poor  rule  that  won't  work  both 
ways,"  but  here's  a  motto  that  will 
work  one  way  as  quickly  as  the  other. 
Christ  is  the  only  satisfactory  answer 
to  the  questions  of  a  restless  and 
seeking  youth  today.  The  modernist, 
the  evolutionist,  and  the  atheist  have 
many  ear-tickling  and  logical-appear- 
ing diagnoses  and  hypotheses  for  the 
dilemma  of  youth,  but  neither  has  a 
solution.  There  is  a  proven  recipe  and 
prescription  for  the  physical,  spiritual, 
and  moral  ills  of  today's  young  folk. 
(Continued  on  page  17) 

Since  thousands  of  us  did  not  get 
to  attend  the  General  Assembly  which 
has  just  convened  in  Sevierville  at  our 
beautiful  college  and  Bible  School,  we 
are  sure  you  will  enjoy  learning  who 
won  the  National  Banners  in  each 
group,  in  both  the  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday 
School  departments.  Below  are  listed 
the  winners,  and,  believe  it  or  not, 
some  of  them  won  by  a  very  small 
fraction,  for  the  race  was  indeed  tight. 

>:«^.-"  V^V  V^>    V^V  V^V    •'A'*-     /AV    /A*      ♦'A*. 

Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL 

S.  S.  Supt. 

Alabama  T.  R.  Morse 

Kentucky  E.  L.  Stacey 

Pennsylvania  D.  L.  Lykens 

Oklahoma  _  Odell  Vanderburg 

Maryland  _. „.  W.  C.  Weaver 

Arizona  H.  L.  Diffie 

Oregon W.  H.  Ward 

W.  Canada  A.  Erickson 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
knocking   at  your   door,   begging   en- 
trance.  Will  you  let  Him  in? 

In  this  issue,  the  first  one  of  the 
new  church  year,  I  want  to  revise 
my  Happy  Home  Circle  roll,  so  I  am 
asking  you  to  drop  me  a  card  and 
say,  "I  am  still  reading  and  studying 
according  to  the  rules  laid  down  in 
the  beginning  of  our  Happy  Home 
Circle  movement,  which  we  began  in 
May,  1943."  We  are  reprinting  the 
purpose,  the  requirements,  and  rules 
for  organization.  We  want  to  begin 
anew  and  we  are  asking  you  to  drop 
us  a  card  and  say,  "We  have  been 
trying  to  carry  out  the  requirements 
and  wish  our  names  to  be  retained 
on  your  record  book,"  or,  "We  have 
not  been  doing  our  duty,  but  we 
desire  to  be  retained  and  will  promise 
to  do  our  best  this  coming  year."  If 
we  do  not  hear  from  you,  we  will  drop 
your  name  from  our  list. 

God  is  looking  for  parents  who  are 
interested  enough  in  their  homes  and 
children  to  do  something  about  it. 
"Whatsoever  a  man  soweth,  that  shall 
he  also  reap."  If  after  awhile  that 
boy  or  girl  goes  to  the  bad,  you  will 
wish  you  had  given  some  of  your  time 
for  their  training.  If  your  neighbor's 
boy  and  girl  goes  wrong,  don't  con- 
demn them  unless  you  have  tried  to 
help  them.  God's  Word  teaches  us  to 
love  our  neighbor  as  ourselves.  Are  we 
doing  it?  We  had  just  as  well  break 
any  other  commandment  as  this  one. 
God  will  hold  you  responsible  for 
your  neighbor's  children  if  you  have 
not  done  your  best.  You  cannot  go 
into  the  homes  and  tell  the  parents 
they  are  not  training  them  right,  but 
you  can  organize  them  into  a  circle 
and  study  with  them  child  problems 
and  help  them  to  see  how  they  are 
failing.  Be  humble  and  let  your  class 
know  that  you  need  the  help  as  well 
as  they.  For  myself,  I  feel  that  if  I 
had  had  the  study  material  that  I 
have  found  in  my  later  years,  I  would 
have  been  able  to  be  a  better  mother 
and  could  have  made  my  children 
happier.  This  is  why  I  am  trying  so 
hard  to  help  you. 

Here  are  some  statistics  that  should 
open  your  eyes: 

DID  YOU  KNOW 

That  more  than  17,000,000  boys  and 
girls  are  growing  up  in  our  land  with- 
out spiritual  training  of  any  kind? 

That  37,000,000  young  people  under 
the  age  of  25  are  without  any  kind  of 
religious  instruction? 

That  public  school  teachers  of  New 
York  City  found  860,000  children  in 
their  schools  without  any  knowledge 
of  the  Bible  and  void  of  all  sense  of 
right  and  wrong,  and  attributed  this 
condition  to  lack  of  Bible  training 
in  the  home? 

That  85  per  cent  of  present-day 
crime  is  committed  by  youths  under 
25  years  of  age?  Statistics  on  10,000,- 
000  criminal  cases  showed  85  per  cent 
of  these  young  criminals  did  not  at- 
tend Sunday  School. 

That  in  1855  America  was  recognized 
as  the  most  law-abiding  nation  in  the 


world?  Today,  according  to  the  Amer- 
ican Bar  Association,  it  is  the  most 
criminal.  And  the  moral  and  spiritual 
fiber  of  our  nation  is  the  lowest  in  its 
history. 

CHILDREN'S    PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
"Yes,  really.  But  He  also  gave  you 
something  better  than  milk.    He  gave 
His  lovely  Son,  Jesus,  to  die  for  your 
sins." 

"And  why  did  He  do  that?"  asked 
Mary,  and  Janice,  and  little  Sue. 

"It  was  because,"  said  Grandpa, 
"God  so  loved  the  world  that  he  gave 
his  only  begotten  Son  (Jesus),  that 
whosoever  believeth  in  him  should  not 
perish  but  have  everlasting  life." — 
Our  Pentecostal  Little  Folks. 


SOUL  WINNING 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
as  He  told  you,  and  where  He  told  you, 
He  will  never  lay  the  blame  of  a  de- 
fective harvest  on  you." — Unknown. 

TOO  LATE  NOW  TO  DO  IT! 

"I  was  once  sent  for  to  comfort  a 
lady  in  great  distress.  She  had  lost 
her  only  son  by  death,  and  as  is  too 
often  the  case,  the  young  man  died 
as  he  had  lived,  without  any  hope  of 
eternal  life.  In  her  anguish  of  soul 
she  said,  'I  felt  the  day  that  the  coffin 
lid  was  shut  upon  him  as  if  it  was  the 
gate  of  heaven  closed  against  him 
forever;  but  this  is  not  the  worst  of  it. 
I  spoke  to  him  on  all  subjects  except 
his  eternal  salvation,  and  that  is  the 
worm  that  dieth  not  in  my  bitter,  bit- 
ter sorrow.' " 

A  parallel  case  occurred  in  this  city 
a  number  of  years  since.  A  clergyman 
was  called  to  officiate  at  the  funeral 
of  a  young  man  who  had  not  belonged 
to  his  charge.  The  house  was  full  of 
the  friends  and  companions  of  the 
departed,  conspicuous  among  whom 
was  a  tall  man  who  seemed  to  be 
greatly  interested  in  what  was  going 
on. 

At  the  close  of  the  service  this  man, 
standing  by  the  coffin,  said  to  the 
company,  "The  young  man  who  lies 
here  was  in  my  employment,  and  ev- 
ery way  faithful.  I  would  have  trusted 
him  with  untold  gold.  But  I  have  no 
reason  to  think  him  a  Christian.  I 
want  here  publicly  to  confess  my  sin 
that  I  never  spoke  to  him  about  his 
soul.  It  is  very  sad  and  painful  to  me 
now  to  think  of  my  neglect." — Pub- 
lisher Unknown. 

HOW  FIVE  SOULwTnNERS  DID  IT 

A  business  man  in  Wales  spoke  to 
his  office  boy  about  his  soul,  and  from 
that  word  a  work  began  which  won 
his  entire  office  force  to  Christ. 

A  merchant  in  England  determined 
that  no  day  should  pass  without  his 
speaking  to  someone  about  Christ.  In 
one  year  he  had  led  scores  to  the 
Master. 

An  invalid  Christian  woman  in 
Australia,  for  thirty  years  unable  to 
put  her  foot  to  the  floor,  by  means 


of  her  pen  and  prayer  led  forty  people 
to  Christ  in  a  single  year. 

A  Christian  gentleman  spoke  to  a 
young  boy  a  few  moments  upon  one 
occasion.  That  boy  became  a  Chris- 
tian and  later  a  minister  of  the  gospel. 

A  Sunday  School  teacher  took  one 
of  her  class  of  boys  for  a  walk  on  a 
Sabbath  afternoon  when  the  session 
of  the  school  was  over.  She  told  him 
of  her  concern  that  he  should  be- 
come a  Christian,  and  had  the  joy  of 
seeing  him  yield  his  life  to  Christ. 

These  all  "redeemed  the  time." — 
Sel. 


October,  1945 


a 


HOW  THE  QUESTION  WAS 
ANSWERED 

No  botanist  has  yet  been  able  to 
find  the  perfume  in  a  single  flower. 
He  analyzes  it  and  tells  all  about  its 
family  and  habits.  He  applies  chem- 
ical tests  and  tells  what  elements  enter 
into  petal  and  seed  and  root,  but  he 
cannot  find  that  which  makes  it  fill 
the  room  with  fragrance.  He  turns  his 
microscope  on  it  and  discovers  organ- 
isms so  small  that  only  the  most  pow- 
erful magnifying  glass  can  find  them, 
but  the  perfume  cannot  be  found. 

This  subtle,  mysterious  quality  in 
flowers  has  been  compared  to  the  in- 
fluence which  people  have  over  each 
other. 

A  twelve-year-old  girl  was  once 
traveling  in  a  railroad  coach  with  her 
father.  It  was  one  of  those  raw  and 
gloomy  days  when  there  is  a  general 
feeling  of  discomfort.  There  was  a 
crying  baby  in  the  train  and  a  cross 
old  lady,  who  found  herself  sitting  in 
a  draught  from  a  neighbor's  open 
window.  She  turned  and  glared 
savagely  at  the  man  who  had  opened 
the  window,  and  he  glared  back.  A 
passenger  had  left  his  bag  in  the  aisle, 
and  the  trainman,  stumbling  over  it, 
kicked  it  and  muttered  ugly  words 
under  his  breath. 

A  woman  asked  about  the  next  sta- 
tion so  many  times  that  the  conductor 
growled  out  his  answer  and  slammed 
the  door  as  he  left  for  the  next  coach. 

The  girl  had  just  asked  her  father 
a  question.  It  was  this:  'What  is  un- 
conscious influence?"  Her  father  be- 
( Continued  on  page   16) 

**************************** 

|  OUR  LOAN  FUND  | 

$  Last  month  I  promised  you  $ 

£  some  good  information  in  this  ^ 

•  issue,  but  it  has  been  impos-  * 

•  sible,  on  account  of  the  As-  * 
£  sembly,  to  get  the  information  $ 
t  together  so  that  I  could  give  it  * 

•  to  you  this  month;  however,  * 

•  you  might  as  well  begin  now  $ 
£  to  work,  for  we  promise  you  $ 

•  that  some  good  prizes  will  be  * 

•  offered    in    November    issue.  * 

•  You  will  have  to  have  a  cer-  $ 
t  tain  amount  before  you  can  ■£ 

•  enter    the    contest,    so    begin  * 

i   now. — Ed.  $ 

•  •¥■ 
**************************** 
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BIBLE   LESSONS 


Program  Outline 


Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  praver. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  thev 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master- 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear    this    in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics-  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
:ians    who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
t*ood  tl» oughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar    of    prayer    and    accept    Jesus. 


TAKING  PART  EN  THE  MEETING, 
WHY  AND  HOW 

Scripture  lesson:  Col.  3:12-17. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Take  part  humbly,  not  proudly,  and 
do  not  despise  the  efforts  of  others. 
Forbear. 

An  imperfect  testimony  expressed 
in  love  and  with  good  will  proves 
more  helpful  than  a  learned  and 
loveless  essay. 

To  give  out,  we  must  first  take  in. 
Why?  The  Word  of  Christ.  We  must 
read     it,     ponder     it,     practice     it. 

Speak  for  Christ,  speak,  as  if  He 
were  speaking  through  you,  speak 
nothing  that  you  do  not  believe  He 
would  speak. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

We  take  part  because  it  is  our  duty 
to  help  one  another  by  our  experi- 
ences and  knowledge.  We  must  pass 
on  our  spiritual  blessings. 

Speak  in  meeting  because  Christ 
sends  His  messages  through  us.  The 
simple  thing  we  have  to  say  may  be  a 
message  to  someone  who  needs  it.  Be 
a  willing  instrument. 

Every  thought  that  we  prepare  to 
express  in  meeting  should  be  watered 
by  prayer.  Think:  Will  this  help  or 
hurt,  comfort  or  wound?  What  would 
Jesus  do? 

If  we  wish  to  be  worth-while  workers 
in  the  Church  in  days  to  come,  we 
must  train  by  taking  part  in  the 
meeting.  It  is  usually  those  who  have 


been  Endeavorers  in  times  past  who 
are  today  the  best  workers. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

To  learn  to  speak  eloquently,  we 
must  practise  speaking.  To  learn  to 
pray  in  public,  we  must  pray  in  pub- 
lic, i.e.,  in  the  meeting.  It  is  a  train- 
ing ground. 

Preparedness  applied  to  Christian 
Endeavor  work.  The  real  Endeavorer 
begins  a  week,  at  least,  before  the 
meeting  to  prepare  for  it  by  prayer, 
study,  and  meditation. 

Begin  by  doing  the  easy  things.  A 
child  begins  with  the  alphabet.  Do 
not  try  to  make  speeches.  A  few  words 
are  enough  at  first. 

We  grow  interested  in  the  things  we 
keep  on  doing.  The  more  we  take  part, 
the  more  interest  will  we  have  in  the 
things  of  the  kingdom. 

QUOTATIONS 

Christian  Endeavor  taught  me  to 
think  on  my  feet.  It  taught  me  how 
to  express  my  thoughts  in  words.  It 
helped  me  to  forget  nervousness  and 
timidity. — A.  Washburn. 

It  was  when  I  realized  my  responsi- 
bility to  take  part  in  the  meeting 
that  I  began  to  grow  in  the  spiritual 
life.  That  made  me  study  to  find 
something  worth  while  to  say. — Mark- 
ham. 

A  young  man  who  takes  part  in  the 
meeting  discovers  by  so  doing  he  is 
confessing  Christ,  that  the  eyes  of 
others  are  upon  him,  and  that  he 
must  keep  his  life  clean. — M.  M.  Mor- 
rison. 

Christian  Endeavor  teaches  young- 
people  how  to  study  the  Bible.  It  en- 
courages Bible  reading.  It  sets  their 
feet  upon  God's  ways.  It  raises  up  a 
generation  of  church  workers. — W. 
Williams. 

QUESTIONS 

Is  it  a  duty  to  take  part  in  meet- 
ing? Why? 

How  can  we  improve  our  meeting? 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Using  Our  Gifts.  Rom.  12:6-13. 

The  Origin  of  Gifts.  1  Cor.  12:1-11. 

Speak  in  Love.  1  Cor.  13:1-3. 

Speak  To  Help  Others.  1  Cor.  14:1-4, 
19. 


HEROES   FOR  CHRIST 

Scripture:  Isa.  6:1-8;  Matt.  11:7- 
12;  John  18:1-9. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Christ's  heroes  have  always  been 
men  of  vision.  Only  as  we  see  God  can 
we  be  brave  and  strong.    Isa.  6:1-8. 

It  takes  a  great  man  to  stand  aside 
and  let  Christ  have  the  first  place. 
John  the  Baptist  did  that — not  an  easy 
thing  after  his  popularity.  It  is  hard 
even  for  us  to  put  Christ  first.  Matt. 
11:7-12. 

Heroism  shows  in  different  ways.  It 
calls  for  martyrs,  but  it  also  calls  for 
humble  service.  We  need  heroes  of 
service  today.    Matt.  11:7-12. 


Christ  Himself  was  the  Supreme 
Hero.  His  spirit  never  quailed  before 
any  trial.  He  faced  both  life  and 
death  calmly,  trusting  God.  What  an 
example!     John  18:1-9. 

'  SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

It  is  great  to  be  a  hero  of  the  air, 
to  open  new  paths,  like  Lindbergh, 
but  it  is  even  greater  to  be  a  hero  of 
the  Spirit,  to  open  up  new  life  to  man. 
There  is  room  for  all  in  this  field. 

There  are  girls  giving  their  lives 
heroically  for  parents,  brothers,  hus- 
bands, who  do  not  deserve  their  devo- 
tion.  The  day  of  sacrifice  is  not  past. 

The  youth  who  fights  the  demon  of 
selfishness  or  passion  or  avarice  in  his 
own  soul  and  conquers  is  a  real  hero. 
The  greatest  struggles  are  the  inter- 
nal and  unseen. 

The  hero  is  the  man  who  has  one 
supreme  purpose  and  bends  every 
energy  towards  realizing  it.  The  world 
may  never  hear  of  him,  but  heaven 
knows  and  praises  him. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

The  mission  field  offers  countless 
examples  of  heroism,  not  only  heroic 
dying,  but  the  giving  of  lifelong  serv- 
ice under  conditions  of  self-denial  we 
cannot  understand.  Livingstone,  for 
example. 

Barnardo,  who  picked  thousands  of 
waifs  and  orphans  from  the  slums  and 
gave  them  an  education,  was  surely 
a  hero,  for  a  hero  is  a  man  who  does 
great  deeds. 

One  of  Canada's  great  orators  had 
to  overcome  a  defect  of  speech  in  the 
beginning.  People  laughed  at  him, 
but  he  would  not  be  discouraged.  He 
won,  and  used  his  power  for  Christ. 

Paul  will  stand  forth  as  the  Church's 
greatest  hero.  He  did  more  with 
smaller  means  at  hand  than  any  one 
else  ever  did.  Read  in  2  Corinthians 
11  the  story  of  his  heroism. 

QUOTATIONS 

Be  good  in  fact  as  you  have  been 

in  thought; 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear  and  sad 

distrust 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye. 
— Shakespeare. 

The  man  who  wins  is  the  average 

man, 
Not  built  on  any  particular  plan, 
Not  blest  with  any  particular  luck; 
Just  steady  and  earnest  and  full  of 

pluck. — Anon. 

Give  me  a  mind  that  is  not  bound, 
that  does  not  whimper,  whine,  or 
sigh;  don't  let  me  worry  overmuch 
about  the  fussy  thing  called  "I." — 
Anon. 

The  loyalty  of  the  Chinese  Chris- 
tians during  the  Nationalist  Revolu- 
tion in  China  was  superb.  We  must 
go  back  to  the  first  century  for  a 
parallel. — Stanley  High. 

QUESTIONS 

Who  are  the  heroes  of  today? 

What  makes  a  person  a  hero? 

What  big  tasks  would  Jesus  have  us 
to  do? 

Ask  your  young  people  to  discuss 
their  favorite  hero  in  today's  meeting. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


JESUS'  TEACHING  ON  GOD'S 
LOVING  CARE 

Scripture:     Matt.  6:26-32. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

In  His  loving  care  God  has  provid- 
ed for  all  according  to  their  nature. 
Surely  He  has  not  forgotten  man,  the 
crown  of  creation. 

Worry  and  anxiety  are  futile  if  God 
is  caring  for  us.  We  must  do  our  part 
as  well  as  we  can,  and  leave  Him 
to  do  His. 

The  point  of  Jesus'  argument  is 
that  God  knows  our  needs.  He  has 
provided  for  the  needs  of  all  His  crea- 
tures, therefore  He  will  provide  for 
us. 

The  condition  of  all  this  is  that  we 
first  and  continuously  seek  the  king- 
dom of  God.  Nothing  is  promised  to 
the  person  who  is  not  in  tune  with  the 
purposes  of  God. 

SUGGESTIVE  THOUGHTS 

Jesus  Himself  trusted  implicitly  in 
God's  care.  He  could  even  say  to 
Pilate,  "You  have  no  power  over 
me  except  it  were  given  you  from 
above." 

When  Jesus  sent  out  the  seventy 
disciples  "without  scrip  or  purse,"  He 
was  teaching  them  a  lesson  in  God's 
care  while  they  were  serving  Him. 
"Lacked  ye  anything?"  He  asked. 
"Nothing,"  they  said.  His  plan  worked. 

God's  care  does  not  mean  that  we 
may  be  careless.  He  does  not  feed 
the  birds  directly,  but  through  natural 
and  human  instruments.  So  does  He 
feed  us.  We  must  live  the  life  we  are 
fitted  for. 

Only  as  we  walk  in  the  way  of  God 
can  we  expect  His  provision.  This  is 
a  challenge  to  make  us  seek  to  know 
and  do  His  will. 

ILLUSTRATIONS 

God  provided  for  a  starving  Rus- 
sian family  through  an  American 
friend  who  took  food  to  them.  Some- 
times God  uses  people  in  answering 
prayer. 

George  Muller,  who  conducted  an 
orphanage  with  hundreds  of  children 
in  it,  never  asked  money  from  any  one. 
He  prayed  to  God  and  trusted  Him. 
God  never  failed  although  faith  was 
sometimes  sorely  tried. 

The  China  Inland  Mission  operates 
on  the  faith  principle.  Money  is  not 
solicited,  but  the  facts  and  the  need 
are  stated.  God  has  cared  for  a  host 
of  missionaries  in  this  way. 

God's  care  is  for  essentials.  When  a 
boy  prays  to  win  a  game  of  football, 
which  the  other  side  may  also  be 
praying  to  win,  he  is  dealing  with  a 
nonessential. 

QUOTATIONS 

God  cared  for  Israel  in  the  desert. 
His  providential  leading  proved  His 
love. — Anon. 

"My  Father,  it  is  dark!"   "Child,  take 

my  hand, 
Cling    close    to    me;    I'll    lead    thee 

through  the  land. 
Trust   my   all-seeing   care,   so   shalt 


thou  stand 
'Midst  glory  bright  above." — Anon. 
Can  we  be  unsafe  where  God  has 
placed  us,  and  where  He  watches  over 
us  as  a  parent  the  child  he  loves? — 
Fenelon. 

He  knows!    Canst  thou  not  trust  His 
love? — Anna  C.  Brackett. 
QUESTIONS 
Have    we    seen    instances    of    God's 
care? 

Have  open  meetings  here  for  testi- 
monies of  God's  care. 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  PROGRAM 

This  month  again  we  are  giving  you 
a  Lighted  Pathway  lesson  program. 
Our  theme  is  the  "Plenteous  Harvest 
Field."  Perhaps  you  will  have  many 
good  thoughts  stored  away  on  this 
theme  for  the  new  church  year.  Talk 
over  the  failures  and  successes  of 
last  year  and  our  hopes  and  aspira- 
tions for  the  new.  Make  your  plans 
big  and  be  sure  to  plan  to  have  a 
study  group  in  your  Y.P.E.  Organize  a 
Y.P.E.  Union.  (See  Y.P.E.U.  page  in 
this  issue.) 

Perhaps  there  will  be  other  articles 
that  you  will  be  impressed  with  that 
you  will  want  to  use. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  still  trying  to  spread  the  good 
news  of  salvation  by  the  best  preacher 
that  I  know  of,  "The  Lighted  Path- 
way." I  am  trying  to  get  the  most  of 
them  into  new  places.  I  still  put  them 
in  the  service  clubs. 

I  wish  you  would  tell  our  young  peo- 
ple how  every  one  of  us  can  be  a  mis- 
sionary. I  don't  understand  how  some 
who  call  themselves  Christians  can  let 
the  best  of  Christian  literature  just 
go  to  waste  lying  around  and  never 
tell  anyone  the  good  news.  I  know  it 
is  true  that  not  every  one  we  give 
the  paper  to  will  read  it  or  appreciate 
it,  but  I  saw  a  lady  who  works  in  a 
hospital  take  the  Lighted  Pathway  out 
of  a  wastebasket  and  say,  "What  a 
shame  to  throw  such  a  lovely  paper  in- 
to the  wastebasket."  I  learned  to- 
day that  she  even  mails  them  out  to 
different  places.  Just  think  of  it! 
a  Catholic  woman  being  a  missionary 
for  the  Church  of  God,  doing  more 
than  many  of  our  members. 

Many  lukewarm  Christians  are 
stirred  by  good  messages  in  our  won- 
derful Lighted  Pathway.  One  way 
many  of  them  can  be  missionaries  is 
to  send  these  papers  and  tracts  to 
some  of  our  men  in  Service  who  are 
sacrificing  so  much  to  take  the  gospel 
in  our  place.  Then  one  thing  we  can 
all  have  a  part  in  is  giving  to  the  fund 
to  send  the  Lighted  Pathway  to  the 
boys  in  Service.  Just  one  dollar  over 
there  might  help  to  win  many  souls 
by  encouraging  some  man  or  woman 
to  fight  for  God.  We  know  that  many 
have  been  blessed  by  reading  the  soul- 
stirring  messages. 

I  am  trying  to  be  a  regular  visitor  at 
a  large  T.  B.  hospital  and  there  I  find 
many  who  welcome  our  little  visitor, 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  Can  you  imagine 
yourself  lying  many  months  and  even 


years  far  away  from  home  and  loved 
ones  with  no  one  to  speak  an  en- 
couraging word  to  you?  If  you  can  pic- 
ture yourself  in  that  condition,  you 
should  get  under  such  conviction  that 
you  will  see  that  the  least  you  can  do 
is  to  hand  a  little  paper  to  those  pa- 
tients, and  get  down  on  your  knees  and 
thank  God  from  the  depth  of  your 
heart  for  His  grace  in  keeping  you 
from  being  in  that  condition. 

Then  try  to  remember  to  breathe 
a  little  prayer  in  their  behalf,  won't 
you?  I  am  so  afraid  tnat  one  day 
Jesus  will  say,  "I  never .  knew  you, 
you  did  not  minister  to  Me  when  I 
was  sick,  nor  visit  Me  in  prison."  Did 
you  ever  feel  that  you 

"Dare  not  pass  one  languishing  in  bed, 
Lest  it  be  Jesus  lying  there  instead? 
That  you  must  walk  softly  on  the 

traveled  way, 
Lest   you   meet   Christ  on   the   road 

today?" 

I  do  want  to  walk  softly  that  Christ 
will  always  oe  near  me. 

When  i  iind  quite  a  lew  extra  pa- 
pers on  hand,  sometimes  I  think  of 
my  own  people  wno  are  scattered  in 
scverai  states  and  i  wonder  now  it  is 
witn  tneir  souls,  i  don  t  Know  if  any 
are  saved  so  i  tnink  of  being  responsi- 
Die  11  i  keep  tins  wonderiul  knowl- 
edge of  salvation  stored  up.  Recently  I 
mailed  out  several  rolls  ol  Lighted 
Pauiways  and  Evangels.  Who  knows,  it 
may  be  die  casting  01  my  bread  on 
uxie  wateis  tnat  will  bring  some  of 
lay  own  to  Uuu. 

I  have  thought  of  a  way  that  I  can 
preacn  on,  even  wrien  i  nave  left  tnis 
piesent  estate,  l  am  taking  some  of 
tne  oest  tniii&s  irorn  tiie  two  best 
uuoks  tuere  are,  "Lighted  Pathway 
and  Evangel,"  and  making  a  large 
scrapoook.  x  expect  tnis  to  testily  to 
my  ciiilaren  ana  grandcnildren  for 
6e-iieracions  tu  come,  men,  too,  i  am 
making  a  book  of  poems  from  these 
two  fine  books.  After  tnat,  I  plan  to 
make  a  scrapoook  lor  my  little  grand- 
son. He  likes  to  sit  near  me  and 
watch  my  scrapoook  grow,  especially 
wrien  I  am  putting  pictures  in  it.  I 
told  him  tnat  when  he  is  a  big  boy 
he  will  look  at  my  book  and  say,  "l 
used  to  sit  and  watch  Grandmother 
work  on  tins  book  wnen  I  was  a  little 
boy."  Yes,  l  expect  my  grandchildren 
to  read  tnis  book  when  they  see 
Granamo  trier  around  no  more.  This 
will  be  my  will  to  them.  It  may  be  all 
that  I  will  have  to  leave  them,  but  if 
they  find  Jesus  and  make  Him  their 
very  own  through  these  stories  about 
Him  in  this  book,  then  it  is  worth 
more  than  houses  and  land,  more  than 
silver  and  gold,  and  I  did  not  live  in 
vain. — Mrs.  Kathryn  Thompson. 

NOTE:  It  always  sounds  sad  when 
I  hear  someone  say,  "I  just  can't  find 
anything  to  do  for  the  Lord."  It  is 
easy  when  one  knows  how  and  will 
make  an  effort.  Thousands  are 
writing  in,  telling  of  the  blessings  the 
Lighted  Pathway  is  to  them.  Then  why 
not  try  out  this  good  way,  if  you  are 
anxious  to  help  in  spreading  the  gos- 
pel?— Ed. 


October,  1945 


[Page  15] 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
souls  in  the  past,  have  never  lost  their 
power.  These  days,  in  some  of  our 
churches,  the  congregations  rarely 
ever  sing  them.  They  do  not  know  the 
songs.    What  a  shame. 

Recently  we  called  for  that  old  song, 
"Amazing  Grace,"  and  it  had  been  left 
out  of  the  song  book  entirely.  Some  of 
these  old  songs  nave  come  down 
through  the  ages.  They  were  written 
through  inspiration  and  will  never 
cease  to  bear  fruit  and  bless  lives 
when  they  are  used.  The  minister 
should  study  his  congregation  and  try 
to  meet  the  needs  of  His  people.  So 
often  the  song  leader  thinks  nothing 
of  his  songs  till  he  comes  on  the  plat- 
form to  sing,  and  many  times  he  has 
to  stop  in  the  service  to  find  a  song. 
Pastor  and  song  leader  should  get  to- 
gether and  songs  appropriate  to  the 
sermon  should  be  chosen,  where  pos- 
sible. It  is  just  as  reasonable  to  pray 
over  and  choose  the  songs  before  com- 
ing to  the  service,  as  it  is  the  sermon. 
The  songs  are  a  part  of  the  sermon 
and  often  reach  as  many  people. 

Another  very  important  part  of 
your  work  is  conducting  the  altar 
service.  Thousands  have  prayed 
through  at  our  altars,  but  many  more 
might  have  done  so  had  we  studied 
more  carefully  how  to  conduct  them. 
Many  of  our  after-meetings  are  con- 
fusing to  the  people  instead  of  inspir- 
ing. Recently,  we  heard  a  young  wom- 
an who  was  seeking  God,  say,  "Well, 
I  was  just  about  receiving  the  baptism 
of  the  Spirit  when  someone  said  some- 
thing that  got  my  mind  off  the  Lord." 
Well,  who  can  be  surprised  at  that. 
The  altar  call  is  given  and  both  saint 
and  sinner  are  called  to  the  altar  to- 
gether, some  seeking  salvation  and 
some  to  be  baptized  with  the  Holy 
Spirit.  Then  the  call  comes  for  all 
who  love  the  Lord  to  meet  at  the  altar 
and  pray,  and  everybody  feels  that 
they  must  go  under  such  an  invitation. 
So  everybody  rushes  to  the  altar  and 
crowds  around  the  seekers  till  they  can 
hardly  breathe.  One  gets  down  on  one 
side  of  the  seeker  and  another  on  the 
other  side,  perhaps  both  of  them  tell- 
ing him  what  to  do.  We  all  know 
that  in  the  upper  room  when  the  hun- 
dred and  twenty  were  seeking  to  be 
filled  with  the  Spirit,  they  were  bless- 
ing and  praising  God.  Then  those 
who  are  seeking  this  experience  must 
be  free  in  the  Spirit  and  be  led  to 
praise  God,  while  those  who  are  seek- 
ing to  be  born  again  should  be  in- 
structed how  to  believe  God  for  salva- 
tion. Here  are  two,  side  by  side,  seek- 
ing different  experiences,  and  so  many 
altar  workers  do  not  understand.  A 
wise  pastor  will  call  his  workers  to- 
gether and  train  them.  There  should 
be  an  altar  for  the  unsaved  and  one 
for  those  who  are  seeking  the  deeper 
experiences,  and  suitable  workers 
chosen  for  each  group.  Jesus  said, 
"Be  ye  wise  as  serpents  and  harmless 
as  doves."  Truly  this  is  the  call  to  the 
church  today. 

I  remember  when  I  was  seeking  the 
deeper    experiences,    we    had    singing 
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around  the  altar,  and  those  beautiful 
songs,  "Jesus  Paid  It  All,  All  to  Him  I 
Owe,"  "There  Is  a  Fountain  Filled 
With  Blood,"  "Oh,  Lord,  Send  the 
Power  Just  Now,"  "My  Jesus  I  Love 
Thee,"  and  many  others  I  could  men- 
tion were  such  a  help  to  me.  Now  if 
one  starts  a  song  it  cannot  be  heard 
for  the  noise.  Noise  is  not  always  pow- 
er. The  noise  that  comes  because  of 
the  power  of  God  is  wonderful,  and 
should  be  encouraged,  but  it  is  the  un- 
necessary noise  that  hinders  the  work. 
Now  I'm  sure  every  one  will  not 
agree  with  me  on  some  of  the  thoughts 
I  have  brought  out.  Let  us  weigh  well 
these  things  and  ask  God  to  reveal  to 
us  His  will  in  regard  to  our  altar  wox-k, 
for  it  is  so  important.  Young  ministers 
and  Christian  workers,  I  hope  that  I 
have  said  something  in  this  message 
anyway  to  set  you  thinking  on  better 
ways  and  means  to  get  the  gospel  to 
the  people,  and  that  it  will  lead  you 
into  greater  fields  of  service  for  the 
Master.    May  God  bless  you. 

Little  Adventures  in  the  Land  of 
Quiz 

By  C.  M.  Truesdell 
Question   No.    1.    The    territory   al- 
lotted to  Dan  was  all  in  one  district. 
Why  did  the  Danites  settle  in  two  dis- 
tricts of  Palestine? 

Answer:  The  land  allotted  to  the 
tribe  of  Dan  was  near  the  Mediter- 
ranean coast,  west  of  Judah  and  Ben- 
jamin, south  of  Ephraim,  and  north 
of  Simeon.  It  was  a  small  but  choice 
fourteen-mile  strip  extending  from 
Joppa  on  the  north  to  Ekron  on  the 
south.  The  powerful  Philistines  to  the 
south  and  the  Amorites  of  the  valley 
held  them  in  the  mountains,  and  they 
were  never  able  to  possess  the  plain 
given  them.  Being  crowded,  they  sent 
five  spies  to  the  extreme  north  of  Pal- 
estine, who  found  an  ideal  Canaanite 
town  called  Laish,  which  they  thought 
would  be  easily  taken.  Six  hundred 
armed  Danites  took  the  town,  burned 
it  to  the  ground,  rebuilt  it,  and  named 
it  after  their  founder,  Dan.  Hence  part 
of  the  tribe  removed  to  the  newly  con- 
quered territory.  Josh.  19:40-48;  Judg. 
18;  1:34. 

Question  No.  2.  Please  state  defi- 
nitely the  relation  of  Belshazzar  to 
Nebuchadnezzar. 

Answer:  This  is  impossible,  but  it 
is  now  currently  believed  that  Bel- 
shazzar was  the  son  of  Nabonidus,  who 
married  the  daughter  of  Nebuchad- 
nezzar, possibly  named  Nitocris.  This 
would  have  made  him  Nebuchadnez- 
zar's grandson.  The  Hebrew  and  Baby- 
lonian words  for  "son"  also  were  used 
for  the  grandson. 

Question  No.  3.  What  proof  do  we 
have  that  Haman  was  an  Amalekite? 

Answer:  Proof  positive  by  the  in- 
troductory scripture,  "Haman  the  son 
of  Hammedatha  the  Agagite,"  Esther 
3:1.  The  Amalekite  ruler's  title  was 
"Agag,"  and  was  as  indigenous  to  that 
race  as  "Pharaoh"  was  to  the  Egyp- 
tians. Read  Baalam's  prophecy  in 
Numbers  24:7,  and  the  account  in  1 
Sam.  15:32.  The  Jews  had  exterminat- 


ed the  Amalekites  through  divine  in- 
spiration, and  Haman  was  enraged 
upon  learning  that  Mordecai  was  a 
Jew.  Further  proof  that  Haman  was 
an  Amalekite  is  in  Josephus'  state- 
ment that  he  was  of  that  race.  Anti- 
quities 11:6.  5. 

Question  No.  4.  What  was  the  visible 
manifestation  of  God's  acceptance  of 
Abel's  offering? 

Answer:  There  may  be  various 
opinions.  It  appears  that,  since  the 
fact  of  God's  approval  of  Abel's  offer- 
ing was  made  visible  to  both  him  and 
Cain,  it  was  consumed  by  fire  from 
God.  This  is  sustained  in  the  case 
of  Elijah  and  the  four  hundred 
prophets  of  Baal  on  Mt.  Carmel,  when 
God  sent  fire  down  to  devour  the 
offering  and  water  placed  on  the  altar 
by  Elijah,  1  Kings  18:28;  and  in  the 
incident  with  Abraham,  Gen.  15:17; 
also  with  Moses  and  Aaron,  Lev.  9:23, 
24,  etc. 

QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  How  many  Hebrew  tribes  settled 
east  of  the  Jordan  River  in  Palestine? 

2.  What  happened  to  Joseph's  bones 
after  his  death? 

3.  Name  and  describe  the  cities  of 
refuge  among  the  Hebrew  tribes? 

4.  Until  the  temple  was  built,  where 
was  the  tabernacle  located  in  Pales- 
tine? 


How  the  Question  Was  Answered 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

gan  to  study  how  he  could  answer  her. 
It  was  a  very  hard  thing  to  define. 

Just  then  a  young  man  came  into 
the  car.  He  was  evidently  a  traveling 
man.  He  shook  off  the  rain  and  sleet 
from  his  overcoat  and  looked  pleasant- 
ly around  on  the  company.  He  spoke 
cordially  to  the  trainman  and  conduc- 
tor, and  when  he  saw  a  girl  struggling 
with  her  bag,  which  she  could  not  put 
in  the  high  rack,  he  put  it  up  for  her 
in  such  a  spirit  of  willing  service  that 
even  the  baby  stopped  crying  to  look 
at  him.  He  smiled  gleefully  at  the 
baby  and  at  the  anxious  mother,  as  if 
a  crying  baby  was  not  the  least  dis- 
turbance in  the  world,  and  settled 
down  to  read  the  morning  paper. 

He  did  not  seem  to  have  the  least 
idea  how  much  sunshine  and  good 
cheer  he  had  brought  in  with  him. 

The  man  with  the  open  window  put 
it  down,  and  the  old  lady  who  had  felt 
the  rheumatism  coming  over  her 
shoulders  thanked  him  warmly. 

A  man  found  a  red  apple  in  his 
pocket  and  gave  it  to  the  cross  baby, 
which  made  it  willing  to  sit  on  the 
seat  while  the  mother  rested. 

The  passenger  put  his  bag  where 
people  would  not  stumble  over  it,  and 
the  trainman  and  conductor  grew  very 
gracious.  The  girl  had  been  taking  it 
all  in. 

"What  a  nice  young  man!"  she  said. 

"Yes,"  answered  her  father,  "he  has 
been  exerting  an  influence  of  which 
he  is  not  conscious,  and  everybody  in 
this  car  has  felt  it.  How  good  of  him 
to  answer  your  question  so  much  bet- 
ter than  I  could  possibly  have  done." — 
Publisher  Unknown. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN 
SERVICE 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  truly  a 
blessing  to  me  and  many  others.  I  look 
forward  to  receiving  it  each  month. 
May  God  bless  each  paper  you  send 
out. 

I  am  saved  but  pray  that  I  will  re- 
ceive the  other  blessings  in  my  life. 
I  want  to  attend  Bible  School  and 
College  when  the  war  is  over  and  pre- 
pare to  spend  my  time  in  the  services 
of  the  Lord.— Cpl.  L.  D.  Main. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  really  did  enjoy  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  a  number  of 
boys  enjoyed  it  too. 

I.  prayed  and  put  all  my  trust  in  the 
Lord  when  I  was  in  close  places  and 
He  took  care  of  me.  I  desire  your 
prayers  and  the  other  boys  request 
prayer  too. — Pvt.  William  C.  Byrd. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  a 
wonderful  paper  and  it  encourages  me 
very  much  to  read  it.  I  read  each  is- 
sue from  cover  to  cover  and  it  helps 
me  very  much.  I  always  feel  better  and 
more  able  to  carry  on  after  I  read  the 
paper  and  I  hope  I  may  be  able  to 
continue  receiving  it. 

I  participated  in  all  the  battles  here 
on  Luzon  and  I  have  been  through 
some  very  tough  places.  I  think  I  have 
seen  enough  of  this  war.  I  have  seen 
plenty  that  is  unbelievable  in  the 
nineteen  months  that  I  have  served 
overseas.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will  stand 
true  to  God. — Pfc.  John  H.  Fisher. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  ever  since  it  first  came  out 
to  our  church  at  Middlesboro,  Ky.  I 
enjoy  reading  it  very,  very  much.  It 
is  one  of  the  very  best  papers  that 
anyone  can  get  to  read. 

The  Red,  White  and  Blue  is  only 
waving  at  half  mast.  Some  may  ask 
what  it  cost  to  wave  at  half  mast.  It 
has  cost  rivers  of  blood  to  be  shed 
and  many,  many  sweet  lives  to  end, 
and  it  isn't  over  yet.  I  hope  and  pray 
that  soon  this  war  will  be  over  and  all 
the  boys  and  girls  who  are  in  the 
Service  may  return  to  their  homes, 
and  live  in  peace  for  a  little  while 
anyway. 

May  God  bless  you  in  your  work 
and  speed  that  day  when  Old  Glory, 
the  Red,  White  and  Blue,  may  wave  at 
the  very  top  of  the  flag  pole,  when  vic- 
tory will  be  won  over  the  Japs. — Pfc. 
Jessie  Sturdivant. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  Christian  and  a  member  of 
the  Church  of  God. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a 
great  blessing  to  me  and  I  look  for- 
ward to  the  next  one.  Some  of  my 
friends  send  me  some  each  month  to 
give  out  to  soldiers.  I  like  the  passage 
of  scripture  which  appears  on  the 
cover  every  month,  "Thy  Word  is  a 
light  unto  my  path."  Truly  the  Word 
of   God   will   light   the   path   of   His 


children. 

I  don't  get  the  opportunity  to  read 
the  Bible  like  I  would  like  to,  but 
when  I  do,  I  find  in  it  words  of  en- 
couragement, of  love  and  peace  in 
these  troubled  times. 

I  am  looking  forward  to  the  time 
when  I  can  be  about  my  Father's  bus- 
iness, and  that  is  of  telling  people 
about  Jesus.  Pray  for  me,  that  I  will 
ever  be  faithful  and  pray  for  a  soldier 
friend  who  desires  the  Holy  Ghost. 

May  God  bless  you  in  your  work 
because  it  has  proven  such  a  blessing 
to  others. 

Through  every  trial,  I  have  found 
God's  grace  sufficient.  I  would  appre- 
ciate any  letters  of  encouragement 
from  readers. — Pvt.  Elwood  Leviner, 
44059242,  Co.  D,  32  Bn.,  8th  Regt., 
Fort  George  G.  Meade,  Md. 


does,  will  depend  largely  on  you  and 
me,  and  the  attitude  in  which  we 
respond  ourselves.  It  cannot  accept 
the  challenge  which  it  has  not  heard. 
Let  us  rededicate  ourselves  at  the 
altar  of  service. 


NATIONAL  Y.P.E.  AND  SUNDAY 
SCHOOL  NEWS 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

Like  a  foam-crested  wave  on  the  heav- 
ing breast  of  a  troubled  ocean,  the 
fickle  desires  of  youth  rise  and  fall, 
and  invariably  are  swallowed  up  in 
the  tumult  of  life.  But  there  is  a  way 
to  cure  the  disorder,  a  healing  for 
the  malady,  and  a  soothing  balm  for 
the  aggravated  eruptions  that  infest 
and  infect  the  moral  fibre  of  young 
manhood  and  womanhood.  There  is 
a  remedy  that  will  put  them  on  their 
feet  and  furnish  the  grace  to  stand. 
With  outstretched  arms,  the  Great 
Physician  beckons  and  says,  "Come 
unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are 
heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 
This  Christ  of  ours  was  a  young  man. 
He  was  acquainted  with  the  ambitions 
and  fancies  of  virile  youth.  When  He 
beheld  the  young  ruler  who  came  with 
his  problem,  His  great  heart  went  out 
to  him,  for  the  Bible  tells  us  He  "loved 
him."  The  daughter  of  Jairus,  whom 
He  raised  from  the  dead,  was  young, 
and  likewise  doubtless  the  son  of  the 
widow  of  Nain.  The  blind  son  of 
Timaeus  was  young,  and  all  the  beau- 
ties of  nature  unfolded  themselves  to 
his  vision  when  he  met  Jesus.  Lazarus 
was  young,  we  presume,  and  so  were 
most  of  the  disciples.  Jesus  loved  and 
blessed  the  children.  Truly,  He  was 
the  Christ  for  youth.  When  it  found 
no  balm  or  consolation  from  any  oth- 
er source,  He  set  it  free  and  healed  it. 
He  is  the  only  avenue  of  complete 
contentment  today.  Fleeting  and 
momentary  pleasure  may  be  found 
elsewhere,  but  eternal  happiness  is 
found  only  in  the  pavilion  of  His  love. 
Youth  needs  Him,  and  will  never  be 
happy  without  the  sweetness  of  His 
abiding  presence.  On  the  other  hand, 
it  has  pleased  Him  that  by  the  seem- 
ing foolishness  of  preaching,  men 
shall  be  saved.  The  gospel  is  spread 
through  the  children  of  men.  The 
waters  of  life  flow  out  to  thirsty  hu- 
manity through  the  channel  of  man- 
kind. Therefore,  Christ  needs  the 
youth  of  today.  He  needs  the  fire 
and  imagination,  the  vim  and  re- 
sourcefulness of  eager  and  consecrated 
youth.  Will  youth  answer  the  call? 
Whether  it   does,   and   how   much   it 


A  WICKED   WORD 

When  I  was  a  little  girl,  my  brothers 
and  the  neighbor's  boys  used  to  dig 
ditches  after  a  shower,  then  make  a 
dam  and  let  it  fill  up  with  water.  I 
thought  I  could  do  the  same  thing;  so 
I  went  into  the  house  and  got  a  pair 
of  tongs  which  were  ugly  things.  They 
were  twisted,  and  would  first  turn  one 
way  and  then  the  other,  and  would 
never  stay  in  the  right  place.  I  did  not 
like  to  put  my  hands  into  mud  as  the 
boys  did,  so  I  thought  I  could  manage 
with  the  tongs.  But  they  kept  twist- 
ing and  turning.  I  tried  and  tried  with 
a  great  deal  of  perseverance,  but  they 
would  twist  in  my  hand  so  that  I 
could  do  nothing  with  them.  Finally  I 
got  angry  and  swore.  I  do  not  think 
my  brothers  ever  swore,  and  where  I 
learned  it  I  do  not  remember;  but 
my  mother  was  standing  in  the  door 
watching  me  and  listening.  I  looked 
up  and  saw  her,  and  knew  she  was 
listening  to  what  I  said. 

"Mamma,  I  didn't  swear!  I  didn't 
swear!"  said  I. 

"Hattie,   come   here!" 

But  instead  of  going  to  her  I  went 
away  around  the  house.  I  was  guilty. 
I  had  not  only  done  wrong  by  taking 
the  name  of  God  in  vain,  but  I  had 
told  a  lie.  My  mother  came  after  me, 
and  I  had  to  walk  into  the  house.  In- 
stead of  punishing  me,  as  I  expected 
she  would  do,  she  took  me  into  a  closet 
where  she  frequently  retired  for 
prayer,  and,  kneeling  down,  making 
me  kneel  with  her,  put  her  arms 
around  me  and  cried.  She  told  God 
all  about  the  lie,  and  that  I  had  taken 
His  name  in  vain — that  loving  God — 
the  God  who  had  given  me  my  life, 
who  had  given  me  my  mother  and  my 
home  and  all  the  comforts  with  it.  I 
had  taken  His  name  in  vain.  It  was 
an  awful  thing.  She  prayed:  "O  God, 
don't  punish  my  child  this  time.  Per- 
haps she  will  never  do  it  again." 

As  she  prayed  I  began  to  cry  and  put 
my  arms  around  her  neck  and  said, 
"O  mamma,  I'll  never  do  so  again! 
I'll  never  do  so  again!" 

This  had  a  wonderful  influence  over 
me,  and  I  never  forgot  it.  It  made  its 
impression  upon  my  mind  through  life. 
I  was  always  afraid  to  tell  a  lie  after 
that. 

Now,  my  dear  children,  take  warn- 
ing from  these  things,  and  never, 
never  take  the  name  of  God  in  vain. 
I  hear  little  boys,  quite  young,  taking 
the  name  of  that  blessed  God  in  vain. 
It  is  a  fearful  thing,  because  He  says, 
"The  Lord  will  not  hold  him  guiltless 
that  taketh  his  name  in  vain."  If  you 
hear  other  boys  swear,  you  tell  them 
what  the  Bible  says,  and  show  them  a 
better  way,  and  perhaps  you  can  have 
some  influence  over  bad  boys. 

May  God  bless  you  and  help  you  to 
live  right  in  God's  sight  and  fear  His 
great  and  holy  name. — Selected. 


October,  1945 
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IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN  EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
I  will  go  out." 

There  are  ways  of  getting  into  some 
of  the  London  parks  before  the  regu- 
lation hour  for  opening  the  gates.  Tom 
Hammond  had  often  found  a  way  to 
forestall  the  park-opener. 

Ten  minutes  after  leaving  his  cham- 
bers he  was  inside  the  park  he  loved 
best.  Everything  was  eerily  still  and 
silent.  The  calm  suited  his  mood.  He 
wanted  to  feel,  as  well  as  to  be,  abso- 
lutely alone.  He  had  his  desire.  There 
had  been  a  thick  mist  over  London 
overnight,  but  the  atmosphere  was 
as  clear  as  a  bell  now.  The  air  was 
as  balmy  as  a  morning  in  May  or  Sep- 
tember. 

There  was  a  faint  light  from  the 
stars  that  stabbed  the  deep  violet  sky. 
He  moved  slowly,  thoughtfully, 
through  paths  as  familiar  to  him  as 
the  rooms  he  occupied  at  home. 

"And  the  Christ  might  come  today!" 

he  mused.   "As  Major  H showed 

plainly  from  the  Bible,  there  is  no 
other  prophetic  event  to  transpire  be- 
fore His  coming." 

Almost  unconsciously  he  paused  in 
his  walking. 

"If,"  he  cried  softly,  a  certain  fear- 
someness  in  his  voice,  "if  He  came  to- 
day, came  now,  what  about  me?  Where 
should  I  come  in?" 

He  recalled  the  fact  that,  according 
to  the  major's  showing,  he,  Tom  Ham- 
mond, was  quite  unprepared  for 
Christ's  coming,  because  he  was  still 
unsaved.  He  shivered  slightly  as  the 
thoughts  of  his  unpreparedness  came 
to  him. 

With  the  flashing  swiftness  of  one 
of  memory's  freaks,  there  leaped  into 
his  mind  some  lines  of  Charles  Wes- 
ley's. He  had  written  them,  a  day  or 
two  before,  in  illustration  of  a  certain 
statement  in  an  article  on  hymnology. 
They  had  not  borne  any  message  to  his 
soul  then,  but  now  they  seemed  like 
the  voicing  of  his  own  inmost  thoughts. 

He  walked  slowly  on,  the  words  fall- 
ing from  his  lips  in  half-uttered  notes. 

"And  am  I  only  born  to  die? 
And  must  I  suddenly  comply 

With  nature's  stern  decree? 
What  after  death  for  me  remains — 
Celestial  joys,  or  bitter  pams, 

To  all  eternity? 

"No  room  for  mirth  or  trifling  here, 
For  worldly  hope,  or  ivorldly  fear, 

If  life  so  soon  is  gone — 
77  now  the  Judge  is  at  the  door. 
And  all  mankind  must  stand  before 

The  inexorable  throne! 

"Nothing  is  worth  a  thought  beneath, 
But  how  I  may  escape  the  death 

That  never,  never  dies — 
How  make  my  own  election  sure, 
And,  when  I  fail  on  earth,  secure 

A  mansion  in  the  skies." 

"There  was  something  inspiring, 
something  helpful,  in  the  last  verse," 
he  mused,  "but,  for  the  life  of  me,  I 
cannot  recall  it." 

The  piping  note  of  a  robin  from  a 


clump  of  bush  tree  close  by  broke  into 
his  reverie.  He  lifted  his  head  sharply 
and  looked  around,  then  upwards.  The 
stars  had  paled  in  the  violet  dome 
above  him.  Somewhere  near,  ahead  of 
him,  was  a  piece  of  ornamental  water. 
He  caught  a  glimpse  of  it  between  the 
trees. 

"Pip-pip!"  came  again  from  the 
robin's  throat.  He  remembered  Charles 
Fox,  and  said  softly  aloud: 

"Come  forward  to  be  seen, 
My  little  bright-eyed  fellow, 
And  an  honest  one  as  well  O, 
In  thy  suit  of  olive  green, 
With  red-orange  vest  between, 
And  small  touching  voice  so  mel- 
low." 

The  bird  suddenly  flew  across  his 
path,  dropped  upon  a  low  piece  of 
iron  fencing,  glanced  askance  at  him, 
then  darted  to  where  a  morning  meal 
peeped  out  of  the  damp  sod. 

Two  or  three  other  low,  sleepy  bird- 
notes  followed,  then  the  waterfowl 
began  their  discordant  quacking.  The 
tremulous  flutenotes  of  a  thrush  made 
rich  music  on  the  morning  air. 

The  stars  faded  out  of  sight.  The 
cold  grey  light  of  dawning  day  moved 
into  the  eastern  horizon.  The  smell  of 
the  earth  grew  rank.  The  air  grew 
keener.  The  east  slowly  reddened. 
Roofs  and  towers  of  houses  and 
churches  grew  up  slowly,  and  grey 
amid  the  cold  light  of  the  dawn.  He 
turned  to  face  the  spot  where  he  knew 
the  great  clock-tower  of  Westminster 
could  be  seen.  A  light  burned  high 
aloft  in  the  tower,  telling  that  Eng- 
land's legislators  were  still  in  session. 

Slowly,  thoughtfully,  he  turned  back 
to  walk  home. 

"If  Christ  came  at  this  instant,"  he 
mused,  "how  many  of  those  Common- 
ers and  Peers  would  be  ready  to  meet 
Him?  And  what  of  the  teeming  mil- 
lions of  this  mighty  city?  God  help 
us  all!  What  blind  fools  we  are!" 
(To  be  continued) 

TOTAL  AMOUNT  SENT  TO  ARMY 
FUND  FOR  1944-45 

Illinois  $1,178.51 

Kentucky   595.85 

Alabama  489.11 

Michigan    _ 424.05 

South  Carolina  359.11 

Missouri    357.16 

Texas 275.40 

Florida 256.70 

Ohio    ....  212.17 

Georgia  174.05 

California  137.64 

Tennessee  115.41 

Virginia  ___. ___.  96.50 

North  Carolina  92.45 

Pennsylvania 86.60 

Mississippi   79.27 

West  Virginia  50.00 

New  York  49.00 

Maryland   46.25 

Kansas _ 35.22 

Delaware 29.00 

Arkansas 26.00 

South  Dakota 20.00 

Louisiana  20.00 

Washington,  D.  C.  18.90 


New  Mexico 

11.25 

Oregon     

11.00 

Colorado 

11.00 

Indiana      

10.50 

Iowa  

9.55 

Oklahoma    

Maine 

8.00 

7.00 

Arizona 

6.00 

North  Dakota  

Washington  

Canada 

5.00 

5.00 

2.00 

Minnesota    

Wyoming 

1.65 
1.00 

New  Jersey    

Montana  : 

1.00 

1.00 

$5,315.30 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 
FOR  1944  AND 


Sold  for 
1943-44 

Alabama 27,558 

Alaska    81 

Arizona    2,446 

Arkansas   6,846 

California     -.15,424 

Canada  2,515 

Colorado  497 

Connecticut  216 
Delaware  .__.  2,161 

Florida  41,609 

Foreign    5,540 

Georgia    69,226 

Idaho    1,702 

Illinois   48,938 

Indiana    10,570 

Iowa    1,857 

Kansas  2,871 

Kentucky  _.27,445 
Louisiana    _  6,977 

Maine  3,749 

Massachusetts  801 
Maryland  ....17,018 
Michigan  ...  29,834 
Minnesota  ...  795 
Mississippi  ...  10,284 

Missouri  22,108 

Montana   .....    2,469 

Nebraska  ......     589 

New  Hampshire  57 
New  Jersey...  2,300 
New  Mexico  2,205 
New  York    ....  1,043 

Nevada  228 

N.  Carolina  106,113 
N.  Dakota .......  3,446 

Ohio    .....         41,554 

Oklahoma  ....  4,209 

Oregon  3,395 

Pennsyl- 
vania     13,600 

Rhode  Island        27 
S.  Carolina  115,764 
S.  Dakota......  2,264 

Tennessee  ...  51,752 

Texas  28,596 

Utah 372 

Virginia  25,062 

Washington  6,236 
Washington, 

D.  C.  2,147 

W.  Virginia  35,187 
Wisconsin  ....  637 
Wyoming  1,181 


809,501 


(*  Decrease) 

Sold  for 

Inc.  over 

1944-45 

last  year 

51,732 

24,174 

139 

58 

4,070 

1,624 

7,510 

664 

17,746 

2,322 

4,060 

1,545 

813 

316 

251 

35 

2,608 

447 

38,259 

*3.350 

7,592 

2,052 

66,276 

*  2,950 

2,024 

322 

44,991 

*  3,947 

11,405 

835 

2,949 

1,092 

7,599 

4,728 

35,100 

7,655 

7,290 

313 

5,547 

1,798 

409 

*    392 

16,173 

*    845 

26,276 

*  3,558 

1,043 

248 

11,216 

932 

20,082 

*  2,026 

1,021 

*  1,448 

892 

303 

42 

*      15 

2,605 

305 

3,314 

1,109 

2,216 

1,173 

181 

*      47 

59,415 

*46,698 

2,713 

*    733 

49,628 

8,074 

5,472 

1,263 

2,293 

*1,102 

13,575 

*      25 

19 

*        8 

116,363 

599 

3,235 

971 

45,305 

*  6,447 

28,080 

*    516 

32 

*    340 

20,521 

*4,541 

5,744 

*    492 

1,834 

*    313 

32,966 

*2,221 

712 

75 

667 

*    514 

792,005 

65,032 

*82,528 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Prove   It 

A  great  artist  was  once  wandering 
in  the  mountains  of  Switzerland  when 
some  officials  demanded  his  passport. 
"I  do  not  have  it  with  me,"  he  replied, 
"but  my  name  is  Dore." 

"Prove  it,  if  you  are,"  replied  the  of- 
ficers, knowing  of  Dore,  but  not  believ- 
ing that  this  was  he. 

Taking  a  piece  of  paper,  the  artist 
hastily  sketched  a  group  of  peasants 
standing  near — with  such  skill  and 
grace  that  the  officials  exclaimed, 
"Enough!  You  are  Dore." 

The  world  about  us  cares  little 
about  what  we  say  we  are,  but  it  is 
certainly  interested  in  seeing  us  prove 
it.  If  we  are  truly  Christ's  we  ought 
to  be  able  to  manifest  it  by  our  lives. 
Our  love,  grace,  beauty  and  holiness 
of  life,  ought  to  prove  our  affection — 
not  just  on  Sundays,  but  every  day,  at 
home,  at  work,  anywhere. — Gospel 
Banner. 


In  the  Hospital  She  Prayed 

Virginia   Neville 

She  was  sick  in  the  hospital,  away 
from  her  friends  and  alone  in  her 
room.  But  she  knew  that  God  could 
use  her  there  although  she  lay  flat  on 
her  back.  She  prayed  that  He  would 
send  to  her  the  one  whom  He  wanted 
her  to  help.  Her  nurse  remarked  on 
how  happy  the  invalid  looked  and  on 
being  told  that  she  was  really  happy 
replied,  "You  must  be  crazy.  Nobody 
can  be  happy  in  the  world  today." 
The  invalid  prayed  for  her  nurse  but 
left  it  with  God  as  to  who  should  be 
instrumental  in  helping  her  to  know 
Christ  as  her  Savior.  In  less  than  two 
years  the  nurse  became  a  Christian 
and  was  bringing  others  to  know  Him. 


It's   No  Time  To  Quit 

All  sorts  of  hardships  and  difficulties 
are  before  us  and  about  us  on  every 
hand.  Shall  we  say  it's  a  time  to  quit? 
Nay,  rather  it  is  a  time  for  complete 
dedication  in  Christ.  It  is  a  time  for  a 
wholly  new  determination  every  day 
to  do  whatever  is  necessary  now  to 
make  these  Sunday  Schools  of  ours  all 
that  they  ought  to  be.  Let's  make  them 
lighthouses  reaching  out  into  the 
darkness,  warning  against  the  evils 
of  the  day,  and  guiding  an  ever  in- 
creasing multitude  to  the  channel  of 
all  blessing — even  the  Lord  of  all.  Now 
we  must  indeed  "work  the  works  of 
Him  that  sent  Me." — Sunday  School 
Builder. 


eanmgs 

I  shall  occupy  when  I  am  buried.  Then 
I  look  around  and  see  the  many  who 
are  in  all  respects  much  worse  off 
than  I  am.  Then  I  learn  where  true 
happiness  lies,  where  all  our  care  ends, 
and  how  little  reason  I  have  to  com- 
plain."— Unknown. 


Contentment 

A  bishop  who  was  contented  and 
cheerful  through  a  long  period  of  trial, 
when  asked  the  secret  of  his  content- 
ment, said:  "I  will  tell  you.  I  make  a 
right  use  of  my  eyes." 

"Please  explain." 

"Most  willingly,"  was  the  answer. 
"First,  I  look  up  to  heaven  and  re- 
member that  my  principal  business  is 
to  get  there.  Then  I  look  down  upon 
the  earth  and  think  how  small  a  place 


Reaping  Her  Gifts 

"Princess  Eugenie  of  Sweden  sold 
her  diamonds  that  she  might  build  a 
home  for  incurables.  On  one  of  her 
visits  to  the  home  she  met  a  wicked 
woman  to  whom  she  talked  about 
Christ.  She  told  the  matron  on  leaving 
that  she  hoped  special  attention  would 
be  given  to  that  poor  creature,  for  the 
princess  was  anxious  that  before  she 
died  she  would  become  a  Christian. 
One  day  she  found  the  invalid  with  a 
bright  face  because  her  heart  was 
radiant  with  a  new  hope. 

"With  tears  in  her  eyes,  the  princess 
said  to  her  husband  on  returning  to 
the  palace,  T  saw  the  glitter  of  my 
diamonds  today  in  the  tears  of  peni- 
tence.' " — Unknown. 


look  for  an  easy  way  through  it,  who 
expect  to  reach  the  skies  of  achieve- 
ment on  "flowery  beds  of  ease,"  who 
think  the  world  owes  them  a  living. 

Those  who  think  of  life  as  a  basket 
are  the  ones  who  live  for  what  they 
can  get  out  of  life.  They  are  the  folk 
who  are  always  asking,  "What  is  there 
in  it  for  me?"  They  are  the  bargain 
hunters.  They  will  do  a  favor  for  you 
if  they  think  there  will  be  a  chance 
to  get  the  favor  returned.  They  will 
work  in  church  or  in  the  Sunday 
School,  provided  they  can  have  a  place 
that  will  give  them  prominence.  They 
wish  to  serve  only  themselves. 

The  ones  who  look  at  life  as  a  candle 
are  the  ones  who  are  giving  themselves 
all  the  time.  A  candle  cannot  give  light 
without  using  up  itself.  You  never  saw 
a  candle  that  could  burn  and  not  be 
consumed.  It  has  to  sacrifice  in  order 
to  give  light. 

When  Jesus  said,  "Ye  are  the  light 
of  the  world,"  He  meant  that  all  His 
followers  must  be  lights  that  give 
without  any  expectation  of  return, 
that  give  of  their  best,  and  their  own 
lives  if  need  be,  that  the  rest  of  the 
world  may  have  light. — Extract,  The 
Witness. 


Look  Up — Aim  High 

"I  remember  in  my  boyhood,"  said 
a  great  preacher,  "being  told  one  day 
as  our  vessel  sailed  over  the  Atlantic, 
that  if  we  looked  out  we  could  see  the 
peak  of  Teneriffe.  I  was  told  the  direc- 
tion, and  I  gazed  again  at  the  horizon, 
but  could  see  nothing.  Then  came  one 
older  than  I,  and  saw  me  searching. 
'You  are  looking  too  low,'  said  he,  and 
pointed  up  to  the  sky  where  I  had 
never  thought  to  look.  Then  I  saw  it, 
the  lovely  cone,  rose-tinted  by  the 
daWn,  fifteen  thousand  feet  above  the 
sea. 

"If  you  would  win  God's  prizes,  you 
must  aim  high  and  look  up  and  re- 
member to  look  high  enough!" — Pub- 
lisher Unknoion. 


Struck   by   Lightning 

A  young  sailor  once  rose  and  said, 
"In  a  thunderstorm,  far  at  sea,  I  was 
struck  by  lightning  and  taken  up 
for  dead.  As  they  were  carrying  me 
along  the  deck,  I  heard  the  mate  say, 
'Poor  fellow;  he  is  gone.'  I  was  con- 
scious, and  knew, all  that  was  said  and 
done.  I  said  to  myself,  'Where  will  I 
go  to?'  In  a  moment  it  seemed  as  if 
all  the  acts  of  my  wicked  life  passed 
in  review  before  me.  It  was  an  awful 
sight.  I  thought  hell  was  not  far  off; 
and  go  there  I  must.  They  revived  me; 
but  I  had  been  too  near  eternity  to  be 
any  longer  indifferent.  I  fled  for  ref- 
uge to  Christ.  That  was  five  years  ago. 
I  have  stood  up  for  Jesus  ever  since, 
both  on  land  and  sea."  "So  persecute 
them  with  thy  tempest,  and  make 
them  afraid  with  thy  storm"  (Ps.  83: 
15;  Nah.  1:3).— Glad  Tidings. 


Bed,  Basket,  or  Candle 

There  are  only  three  ways  in  which 
anyone  can  look  at  life;  it  is  either  a 
bed,  basket,  or  a  candle.  Those  who 
look  at  life  as  a  bed,  are  the  ones  who 


On  Which  Side? 

"I  have  had  several  young  fellows  in 
to  see  me  this  week  about  going  to 
work  for  us,"  said  the  manager  of  a 
large  business  concern  to  his  assistant. 
"They  were  all  college  boys,  intelligent 
enough,  I  guess,  but  without  any  spe- 
cial preparation  for  the  kind  of  work 
they  would  be  expected  to  do  here. 
What's  more,  they  didn't  seem  to  be 
particularly  interested  in  finding  out 
just  what  they  would  have  to  do.  What 
they  did  ask  was:  'How  much  do  you 
pay  to  start?'  'How  much  will  I  be  get- 
ting a  year  from  now?'  If  they  had 
any  idea  that  they  might  have  to  give 
something  in  return  for  what  they 
were  to  be  paid,  they  said  nothing 
about  it.  It  seems  to  me  that  a  lot  of 
young  fellows  are  like  that  today,  un- 
fortunately." 

Young  people  need  to  ask  themselves 
if  this  criticism  applies  to  them.  The 
statement  may  be  exaggerated,  but  it 
has  enough  truth  in  it  to  set  us  think- 
ing. Too  many  young  folks,  starting 
out  in  life,  think  more  of  what  they 
will  receive  than  of  what  they  will 
give.  Of  course,  every  worker  has  a 
right  to  expect  compensation,  but  shall 
we  always  measure  it  in  money?  If 
one  is  in  his  proper  sphere  and  en- 
amored of  his  work,  there  will  be  a 
compensation  in  the  very  joy  of  serv- 
ice. Expectation  of  compensation 
should  be  based  upon  efficiency  in 
service. 

The  familiar  quotation  to  the  ef- 
fect that  the  world  owes  us  a  living 
needs  to  be  qualified.  Has  it  ever  oc- 
curred to  us  that  possibly  we  owe  the 
world  much?  Have  we  ever  tried  to 
make  an  honest  estimate  of  what  it 
has  cost  the  world  to  help  us  thus  far 
along  the  road  of  life?  Do  we  realize 
that  we  have  to  levy  upon  its  material 
and  moral  resources  every  moment  of 
our  existence?  If  we  have  been  in  this 
world  fifteen,  twenty,  or  twenty-five 
years  already,  we  have  made  quite  a 
tax  upon  it  in  that  time.  How  much 
have  we  given  in  return? 
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A  Beautiful     ^r^ 
Sunset  of      i^faS 


By  CHARLES  G.  PASCHAL 

I've    stood    at    the    end    of    a    beautiful    day 

And   watched   the   sun    sink    in   the  West; 

Until   the   faint  gleam   of   the   last  fading   ray 

Had  silently  gone  into  rest. 

Then,  softly  I  prayed  to  the  Father  above 

To  keep  me  from  sin  and  its  strife; 

And   to  give  me  some  day  at  the  end  of  the  way, 

A  beautiful  sunset  of  life. 

I   stood  at  the  bed  of  a   poor,  dying   boy 

And   watched    the    life   fade   from    his   face; 

I   heard   him   then   say:   "Oh,   it  gives  me   much   joy 

To  die   in   His  wonderful  grace." 

And  with  that  he  left  us  for  heaven's  fair  shore. 

Where    love   is   abundantly    rife; 

Not  a  cloud  was  in  sight,  for  God  gave  him  that  night 

A   beautiful   sunset   of   life. 

I've    read    in    the    Bible    of    old    preacher    Paul 

And   other  great   Christians  of  old; 

And  there  are  still  others  whose  names  I  can't  call 

Who  had  beautiful  sunsets  of  gold. 

Then,   as    I    still    think    of   those   beautful    deaths, 

With   Baalam  of  old    I    can   say, 

"Lord,   let   my    last   mile  be  as   those   without  guile, 

A  beautiful  end  of  life's  day." 

My  day  has  been  clouded  with  self  and  with  sin. 

At  times  the  sunshine  was  obscure; 

And  there  were  dark   shadows  without  and  within 

For  I  was  not  perfectly  pure. 

But  like  the  poor  thief  who  hung  on   the  cross. 

Who  had  a  bright  sunset,   I'm  told. 

Lord,    grant    me    I    pray,    at   the   end    of   my   way, 

A   beautiful    sunset   of   gold. 

I    know   that   the   Savior   has   cleared    up    my   sky, 

And    banished    my   shadows  of   doubt; 

For    I'm    not  afraid    of   the   things   that   are    high. 

The   sun    in    its    beauty   shines   out. 

Yet  surely   I   know  dark  storm  clouds  can  come, 

And  cover  life's  sun  with  their  strife; 

Lord,  help  me  to  live,  so  that  to  me  you'll  give 

A  beautiful  sunset  of  life. 


£f 


7 


t'// 


^H       1 

aa 

J5SJ1 1 

iflfllT^PSlllTl 

in 

^  Si.  ill  ffllt  ifj 1 3ii» 

DEDICATED   TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


Vol.  lb 


NOVEMBER,  1945 


No    I 


I 


Aa/zs  /ZP.70i' 


!  THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE  ! 

•  * 


THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

*  * 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

"Enter  into  his  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into  his 
courts  with  praise:  be  thankful  unto  him,  and  bless  his 
name.  For  the  Lord  is  good;  his  mercy  is  everlasting;  and 
his  truth  endureth  to  all  generations,"  Psa.  100:4,5. 

In  a  few  more  days  we  will  be  celebrating  our  national 
Thanksgiving  in  response  to  the  proclamation  of  our 
President.  Our  hearts  should  be 
full  of  praise  and  thanksgiving  to 
God  for  the  blessing's  that  are 
ours  today.  How  the  comforts  and 
blessings  of  life  have  been  multi- 
plied since  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  cele- 
brated their  first  Thanksgiving  Day. 
We  are  glad  that  our  presidents  have 
asked  that  this  day  be  observed 
through  the  years,  but  we  are  glad 
also  that  we  can  be  thankful  all  the 
year  through. 

Today  we  have  something  to  be 
thankful  for  that  we  did  not  have 
last  year.  The  nations  have  laid 
down  arms  and  are  at  peace  again. 
Thank  God.  Our  cover  page  shows 
us  how  some  have  turned  to  the  church  to  praise  the 
Lord  for  this  peace.  Thousands  of  churches  were  opened 
for  services  on  the  day  peace  was  declared,  and  yet 
thousands  upon  thousands  were  like  the  lepers  who  were 
healed.  They  failed  to  return  and  thank  the  Lord  for  His 
goodness  to  them. 

There  are  many  today  whose  loved  ones  did  not  return. 
God  bless  them.  It  is  hard  for  them  to  see  the  thanksgiv- 
ing side  at  this  time.  Dear  ones,  in  the  darkest  hour 
of  trial,  God  can  light  up  our  pathway.  We  wonder  how 
the  darkness  can  ever  disappear,  but  it  can.  God  never 
fails.  You  may  say,  "But  my  son  died  unsaved  and  I  can 
never  hope  to  see  him."  That  is  a  sad  thought  but  you 
do  not  know.  Perhaps  away  out  on  the  battlefield  God 
spoke  to  his  heart  and  he  called  upon  God  and  was  saved 
like  the  thief  on  the  cross.  We  could  not  recommend 
this  to  the  unsaved,  for  it  is  a  dangerous  thing  to  wait 
until  the  last  moment  to  call  upon  the  Lord,  but  there  is 
this  one  hope  to  hold  onto  in  these  days  of  sadness  for 
those  who  have  given  their  lives  for  their  country.  We 
would  recommend  that  you  give  your  life  to  Jesus  Christ 
while  you  are  young  and  strong  and  can  be  of  service  to 
Him.    Perhaps  you  have  heard  of  the  young  man  who  was 


dying  and  when  someone  asked  him  if  he  was  ready  to  go 
he  said,  "Yes,  I  have  accepted  Christ  and  know  that  I  am 
His  child,  and  expect  him  to  take  me  home,  but  I  have  a 
feeling  of  sadness  that  I  did  not  accept  Him  years  ago 
and  spend  my  life  in  His  service.  Now  I  must  go  into  His 
presence  empty  handed."  From  this,  someone,  I  have  for- 
gotten the  author,  wrote  the  song: 

"Must  I  go.  and  empty  handed? 
Must  I  meet  my  Savior  so? 
Not  one  soul  with  which  to  greet  me, 
Must  I  empty  handed  go?" 

How  sad,  and  yet  it  is  better  to  do  this  than  not  to  accept 
Him.  But  like  the  young  man,  I  would  be  very  sad  to  have 
to  go  in  the  presence  of  Christ  with  no  sheaves  to  lay  at  His 
feet. 

Boys  who  have  been  in  Service,  we  welcome  you  home 
and  thank  God  for  your  safe  return.  Many  of  you  wrote  us 
that  you  were  going  to  live  and  work  for  God  when  you  re- 
turned home.  Don't  forget  your  promise.  There  is  some  little 
corner  in  God's  great  harvest  field.    He  is  waiting  for  you. 

A  converted  cowboy  gives  the  following  as  his  idea  of 
what  Thanksgiving  is: 

"Lots  of  folks  that  would  really  like  to  do  right  tnink  that 
servin'  the  Lord  mean  shoutin'  themselves  hoarse  praisin' 
His  name.  Now  I'll  tell  you  how  I  look  at  it.  I'm  workin' 
for  Jim  here.  Now  if  I'd  sit  'round  the  house  here  tellin' 
what  a  good  fellow  Jim  is  and  singin'  songs  to  him  and 
gettin'  up  in  the  night  to  serenade  him,  I'd  be  doin'  just 
what  lots  of  folks  do — Christians — but  I  wouldn't  suit  Jim, 
and  I'd  get  fired  mighty  quick. 

"But  when  I  buckle  on  my  straps  and  bustle  among  the 
hills  and  see  that  Jim's  herd  is  all  right  and  not  sufferin' 
for  water  and  feed,  or  bein'  driven  off  the  range,  and 
branded  by  cow  thieves,  then  I'm  servin'  Jim  as  he  wants 
to  be  served." 

The  cowboy's  illustration  may  be  homely,  but  there  is 
lots  of  truth  in  it. 

Jesus  showed  His  love  to  the  Father  by  coming  into  the 
world  to  seek  for  the  sheep  gone  astray. 

Much  of  what  is  our  own  enjoyment  in  the  service  of 
Christ  reveals  our  selfishness. 

Jesus  said  to  the  disciples:  "Ye  are  my  friends,  if  ye  do 
whatsoever  I  command  you,"  John  15:14.  Jesus  tested 
Peter's  love  by  his  willingness  to  feed  the  sheep — His 
(Continued  on  page  16) 


THE    FIRST    THANKSGIVING    DAY 


Children,   do   yon    know   the   story 

Of   the   first   Thanksgiving   Day, 
Founded  by  our  Pilgrim  Fathers 

In  that  time  so  far  away? 
They  had  given  for  religion 

Wealth  and  comfort — yes,  and  more — 
Left  their  homes  and  friends  and  kindred, 

For  a  bleak  and  barren  shore. 
On   New   England's   rugged  Headlands, 

Noio  where  peaceful  Plymouth  lies. 
There  they  built  their  rough  log  cabins, 

'Neath  the  cold,  forbidding  skies. 

And  too  often  e'en  the  bravest 

Felt  his  blood  run  cold  with  dread. 
Lest  the  wild  and  savage  red-man 

Burn  the  roof  above  his  head. 
Want  and  sickness,  death  and  sorroio, 

Met  their  eyes  on  every  hand; 
And  before  the  spring  had  reached  them 

They  had  buried  half  their  band. 
But  their   noble,   brave  endurance 

Was  not  exercised  in  vain; 
Summer   brought   them   brighter  prospects, 

Ripening  seed  and  leaving  grain. 


And  the  patient  Pilgrim  mothers, 

As   the  harvest  time  drew  near. 
Looked  with  happy,  thankful  faces 

At  the  full  corn  in  the  ear. 
So  the  Governor,  William  Bradford, 

In  the  gladness  of  his  heart. 
To  praise  God  for  all  His  mercies, 

Set  a  special  day  apart. 
That  ivas  in  the  autumn,  children. 

Sixteen  hundred  twenty-one, 
Scarce  a  year  from  when  they  landed 

And  the  colony  begun. 

And  now  when  in  late  November, 

Our  Thanksgiving  feast  is  spread, 
'Tis  the  same  time-honored  custom 

Of  those  Pilgrims  long  since  dead. 
We  shall  never  know  the  terrors 

That  they  braved  years,  years  ago; 
But  for  all  their  struggles  gave  us, 

We  our  gratitude  can  shoio. 
And  the  children  of  New  England, 

If  they  feast  or  praise  or  pray. 
Should  bless  God  for  those  brave  Pilgrims, 

And  their  first  Thanksgiving  Day. 

— Exchange. 
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In  the  Twinkling 
of  u  Eye 


By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H 
Revell   Company) 

(.Continued  from  last  issue) 

In  spite  of  his  night  vigil,  Tom 
Hammond  was  in  his  office  at  his 
usual  hour.  He  had  been  there  about 
an  hour  when  there  came  a  short, 
sharp  rap  on  the  panel  on  his  room 
door.  In  response  to  his  "Come  in!" 
Joyce,  the  drunken  reporter,  lurched 
in.  In  some  way  he  had  contrived  to 
^lude  those  on  duty  in  the  enquiry 
Dffice. 

He  was  the  worse  for  drink,  and  in 
response  to  Hammond's  sharp  queries: 

"What  do  you  want?  How  came  you 
tiere  unannounced?"  he  began  to  "beg 
;he  loan  of  five  shillings." 

"Not  a  copper!"  cried  Hammond. 

Joyce  whined  for  it. 

Hammond   refused  more  sharply. 

The  drunken  wretch  cringed,  whim- 
oered  for  "just  'arf-a-crown." 

The  fellow  began  to  bluster,  then 
;o  threaten. 

"If  you  don't  leave  this  room,  I'll 
lurl  you  out,"  cried  Hammond,  "and 
jive  you  in  custody  of  the  police." 

The  drunken  beast  straightened  his 
.imp  form  as  well  as  he  was  able,  as 
ae  hiccoughed: 

"All  rightsh,  Tom  Ham'n'd.  You're 
lavin'  yoursh  now,  all  rightsh — all 
rightsh, — but  I'll — hie — do  fur  yer; 
C'll — hie — ruin  yer;  I'll — " 

Tom  Hammond  darted  from  his 
place  by  the  table.  The  next  in- 
stant he  would  have  put  his  threat  of 
'hurling  out"  into  execution,  but  the 
Irunken  braggart  did  not  wait  for 
lim,  for  he  shuffled  out  of  the  room, 
mrsing  hideously. 

As  the  door  closed  upon  him,  Tom 
3ammond  went  across  to  the  window, 
Sad  flung  up  the  lower  sashes,  and 
Irew  down  the  upper  ones.  From  a 
Irawer  in  a  cabinet  he  took  a  strip  of 
scented  joss-paper,  and  lit  it.  The 
;andal-like  perfume  spread  instantly 
.hrough  all  the  room. 

"Faugh!"  he  muttered.  "The  whole 
Jlace  seems  foul  after  his  presence." 

He  turned  to  his  wash-stand,  rolled 
>ack  the  polished  top,  and  washed  his 
lands. 

"I'll  see  Ralph,"  he  muttered,  as  he 
iried  his  hands,  "and  go  out  for  a 
:ouple  of  hours.  I'll  go  and  see 
3ohen." 

It  was  curious  how  often  he  found 
excuse  to  visit  the  Jew. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later  he  drove 
ip  to  the  house  of  Cohen.  He  found 
lim,  with  his  wife  and  Zillah,  on  the 
)oint  of  starting  for  their  synagogue. 

"One  may  live  a  lifetime,  as  a  Jew, 


in  this  country,"  Cohen  explained, 
"and  never  see  the  ceremony  that  is 
about  to  take  place  in  our  synagogue. 
It  is  what  is  known  in  our  religion  as 
'Chalitza.'  Will  you  go  with  us,  Mr. 
Hammond?" 

Tom  Hammond's  eyes  met  Zillah's. 
Then  he  promptly  said — 

"Yes"  to  the  Jew's  question. 

"Right,  then!  We  can  explain  about 
the  ceremony  as  we  go!"  Cohen  said, 
and  the  quartet  left  the  house. 

There  was  not  much  time  for  ex- 
planation, but  what  Tom  Hammond 
heard  convinced  him  that  he  was  a 
fortunate  journalist  that  day.  He  had 
no  opportunity  of  talking  with  Zillah, 
but  he  found  his  heart  beating  with 
a  strange  wildness  whenever  his  eyes 
met  hers — and  they  frequently  met. 

At  the  door  of  the  synagogue  the 
party  had  to  separate,  the  two  women 
going  one  way,  Cohen  and  Hammond 
another.  The  building  was  filling  very 
fast.  Presently  it  was  packed  to  suf- 
focation. 

It  was  Tom  Hammond's  first  sight 
of  a  Jewish  congregation  in  a  syna- 
gogue. It  amazed  him.  The  hatted  men 
and  bewigged  women — these  latter 
sat  behind  a  grille.  The  gorgeousness 
of  much  of  the  female  finery.  The 
curious  "praying  shawls" — the  "Tal- 
ith"  of  the  men. 

Suddenly  a  rabbi  began  to  intone 
the  opening  words  of  the  service, 
reading  from  the  roll  of  the  law,  "The 
Holy  Scroll":  "If  brethren  dwell  to- 
gether, and  one  of  them  die,  and  have 
no  child,  the  wife  of  the  dead  shall 
not  marry  without  unto  a  stranger; 
her  husband's  brother  shall  take  her 
to  wife,  and  perform  the  duty  of  a 
husband's  brother  to  her.  .  .  .  And  if 
the  man  like  not  to  take  his  brother's 
wife,  then  let  his  brother's  wife  go  up 
to  the  gate  unto  the  elders,  and  say, 
My  husband's  brother  refuseth  to  raise 
up  unto  his  brother  a  name  in  Israel, 
he  will  not  perform  the  duty  of  my 
husband's    brother. 

"Then  the  elder  of  the  city  shall  call 
the  man,  and  speak  unto  him:  and 
if  he  stand  to  it,  and  say,  I  like  not 
to  take  her; 

"Then  shall  his  brother's  wife  come 
unto  him  in  the  presence  of  the  eld- 
ers, and  loose  his  shoe  from  off  his 
foot,  and  shall  spit  in  his  face,  and 
shall  answer  and  say,  'So  shall  it  be 
done  unto  that  man  that  will  not  build 
up  his  brother's  house.' 

"And  his  name  shall  be  called  in 
Israel,  'the  house  of  him  that  hath  his 
shoe  loosed.'  " 

The  service  was  all  very  curious  in 
the  eyes  of  Tom  Hammond.  He  fol- 
lowed every  item  of  it  with  the  closest, 
most  interested  attention.  Presently 
the  parties  specially  concerned  mount- 
ed the  platform.  This  platform  was 
backed  with  a  huge  square  frame  cov- 
ered with  black  cloth.  This  was  meant 
to  symbolize  mourning  for  the  dead 
husband.  Three  tall  candlesticks  held 
lighted  candles,  their  flames  looking 
weird  and  sickly  in  the  daylight. 

The  rabbi  stooped  before  the  broth- 
er-in-law, and  took  off  his  right  shoe 


and  sock.  Another  official  washed  the 
foot,  wiped  it  with  a  towel,  and  pared 
the  toenails. 

A  soft  white  shoe,  made  specially 
for  the  occasion,  was  then  taken  by 
the  rabbi,  put  onto  the  bare  foot  of 
the  man,  and  laced  up  very  tightly, 
the  long  ends  of  the  lace  being  twisted 
round  the  ankle  and  knotted  securely. 

Then  there  followed  a  seemingly  in- 
terminable string  of  questions,  put  by 
the  rabbi,  and  answered  by  the 
brother-in-law.  The  catechism  cul- 
minated in  a  few  chief  questions  such 
as: 

"Do  you  wish  to  marry  this  woman?" 

"I  do  not,"  replied  the  brother-in- 
law. 

"For  what  reason?" 

"I  am  already  married;  my  wife  is 
living,  and  the  law  of  the  land  we 
live  in  does  not  permit  my  having 
more   than    one   wife." 

The  reply  rang  clear  and  strong 
through  the  silent  building,  and  the 
hush  seemed  to  deepen  as  the  rabbi 
asked, 

"Will  you  give  this  woman 
Chalitza?" 

"Certainly  I  will,  if  she  wishes  it," 
replied  the  brother-in-law. 

Turning  to  the  woman,  the  rabbi 
asked,  "Do  you  wish  to  receive 
Chalitza?" 

Tom  Hammond  saw  how  the  light  of 
a  great  eagerness  leaped  into  the  eyes 
of  the  beautiful  Jewess,  and  how  her 
face  glowed  with  the  warmth  of  a 
sudden  color,  as  she  replied, 

"I  do  wish  for  Chalitza,  for  I  desire 
to  marry  again." 

The  rabbi's  assistant  gave  her  cer- 
tain instructions,  and  she  knelt  before 
her  brother-in-law,  and  with  the 
thumb  and  finger  of  her  right  hand — 
she  dare  not  use  the  left,  however  dif- 
ficult her  task  might  prove — she  be- 
gan untying  the  knots  in  the  lace 
fastenings  around  the  ankle. 

It  was  no  child's  play  to  unfasten 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Dear  Children: 

How  many  things  do  you  have  to 
be  thankful  for?  Well,  I  just  don't 
know.  It  would  be  like  counting  the 
stars.  It  would  be  impossible  to  count 
them.  I  have  an  idea  that  some  of 
you  would  be  surprised  if  you  knew  all 
the  things  you  have  to  be  thankful 
for. 

I   am   giving  you   a   little   story   to 
show   you   how   blind   you   are   some- 
times,  even   with   your   parents.   You 
do  not  realize  how  much  they  do  for 
you.    These  good  things  all  come  from 
God  and  He  uses  mother  and  father 
to  bring  His  many  blessings  to  you. 
So  be  sure   to  thank  God   and  your 
parents  for  every  blessing  you  receive. 
Not  only  thank  Him  just  at  Thanks- 
giving time  but  all  the  year. 
Count    your    many    blessings, 
Name  them  one  by  one, 
And  it  will  surprise  you 
What  the  Lord  has  done. 

HOW  MANY  THINGS? 

"Seems  to  me  I'm  always  doing 
things  for  mother,"  grumbled  Jack, 
when  she  asked  him  to  water  the 
plants.  "Lots  of  things  this  morning." 

"How  many  things?"  asked  Aunt 
Amy. 

"Oh,  I  went  on  an  errand  and  I 
fed  the  chickens — always  so  much  to 
do  on  Saturday.  And  now  those 
plants." 

"How  many  things  has  mother  done 
for  you  today?  Suppose  you  make  the 
list." 

"I  will,"  said  Jack.  He  brought  it 
later,  saying,  "I  really  didn't  think  it 
would  count  up  so,  Aunt  Amy."  It 
reads:  "Found  my  collar.  Sewed  on  a 
button.  Got  me  a  shoestring.  Wrote  a 
note  to  ask  if  Thorn  would  come  over. 
Got  a  sliver  out  of  my  finger.  Found 
my  fishing  tackle.  Made  me  some 
glue.  Showed  me  about  an  example. 
Got  a  knot  out  of  my  kite  string. 
Fixed  my  hat  band.  Found  some  nails 
for  my  shelf,  and  helped  fix  it." 

"I  lost  count  of  things  there,"  said 
Jack. 

We  can  never  repay  the  Lord  Jesus 
for  what  He  has  done  for  us.  He  will 
save  you  freely  by  His  death  on  the 
cross.  Only  trust  Him.  After  that, 
you  can  please  Him  by  obeying  Him. — 
Life  Line. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  girl  thirteen  years  old  and 
a  member  of  the  Church  of  God  at 
Shamrock.  My  father  is  the  deacon 
here. 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
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way  very  much.  Also  I  love  to  go  to 
church. 

I  would  like  for  you  to  add  my  name 
to  the  Happy  Home  Circle  because  I 
want  to  do  my  part  in  the  family  to 
make  it  happier. 

May  God  bless  you  is  my  prayer. — 
Margaret  Ackley,  400  N.  Texas  St., 
Shamrock,  Tex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  girl  ten  years  old,  and 
am  in  the  fourth  grade  in  school.  I 
enjoy  reading  the  Children's  Page.  I 
want  to  join  your  Happy  Home  Circle. 
I  am  a  Christian. 

My  father  and  mother  are  good 
Church  of  God  Christians.  I  have  only 
one  brother  and  no  sisters.  My  broth- 
er is  twenty  years  old.  Pray  for  him. 
May  God  bless  you  and  your  good 
work. — Joy  Ann  Warner. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  little  girl  nine  years  old.  I 
read  the  Lighted  Pathway  every 
month  and  enjoy  it  very  much.  I 
would  like  to  be  a  member  of  the 
Happy  Home  Circle.  Please  mark  my 
name  down  on  your  list. — Emily 
Frances  Almond,  Rt.  2,  Canon,  Ga. 


A  PRAYER  FOR  DADDY, 
COMING  HOME 

It's   time   for   Daddy   now. 

I    watch    for    him    and   wait. 
And   while   I   watch    I   say  a   prayer 

And  hope  he  won't  be  late. 
He's  been   away   all  day; 

It    seems    so    long    till    night! 
I   want  to  see  him  coming  home 

To  catch   and   hug   me  tight. 
He    thinks    of    me,    I    know, 

Wherever    he    may    be; 
So   blc:s   my   Daddy,   keep  him   safe, 

And    bring    him    home    to    me. 
— Mayflower,    from   Gospef   Herald. 

WINNING    HER    BROTHER 

Mrs.  L.  Palmer 
The  Sunday  School  teacher  had  told 
a  beautiful  story  about  the  blood  of 
Jesus,  which  makes  black  hearts  white. 
When  she  made  a  gentle  appeal  to 
those  who  wished  to  have  their  hearts 
clean  and  to  serve  Jesus,  Betty  was 
one  of  the  first  to  come  to  seek  Jesus. 
It  was  only  a  few  minutes  until  she 
was  sitting  up  and  through  tears  her 
face  shone  with  happiness.  Mother, 
who  was  in  the  rear  of  the  church, 
was,  oh,  so  happy,  to  see  her  little 
daughter,  not  yet  four  years  old,  take 
a  step  as  she  had  done.  Both  Father 
and  Mother  were  Christians  and  Betty 


had  loved  Jesus  from  babyhood.  Still 
Mother  did  not  want  to  force  any  spir- 
itual experience  upon  Betty.  Again,  sh< 
certainly  did  not  want  to  discourage 
her  in  any  way. 

Sunday  School  was  over.  The  boy: 
and  girls  were  crowding  to  the  dooi 
when  Betty  reached  for  Mother'; 
hand. 

"Oh,  Mother,  Jesus  has  washed  mj 
heart  all  off,"  she  explained.  "Anc 
now  I  can  really  sing  'My  cup  is  ful 
and  running  over.'  " 

Betty  became  very  eager  to  see  hei 
baby  brother,  eighteen  months  old 
loving  and  serving  Jesus,  too.  "Mother 
I  want  Rex  to  love  Jesus,  too.  Why 
doesn't  he  get  saved?"  she  would  ask 
again  and  again. 

"I  believe  Rex  does  love  Jesus 
dear;  but  he's  too  young  to  under- 
stand about  giving  his  heart  tc 
Jesus,   yet,"   Mother  would   answer. 

"Yes,  he's  too  young,"  Betty  re- 
peated;  "but  some  day  he  will." 

One  night  Mother  slipped  into  the 
prayer  room  and  there  were  Betty 
and  Rex  on  their  knees  by  Dolly's 
bed.  With  her  arm  about  his  neck. 
Betty  was  praying,  "O  Lord,  make  Rex 
a  saved  boy.  Jesus,  make  Rex  a  saved 
boy,"  while  Rex  was  saying  in  his 
baby   voice,  "Amen  Jesi,   amen  Jesi.': 

Time  went  by.  Betty  didn't  let  up 
her  personal  work  with  Rex.  Then 
one  morning  Rex,  who  was  just  three 
now,  came  running  to  Mother. 

"Mamma,  Jesus  has  saved  me,"  he 
said  tearfully.  Mother  failed  to  un- 
derstand, so  he  repeated,  "Jesus  saved 
me." 

"Why,  dear,  that's  fine,"  said 
Mother.  "Tell  Mamma  about  it." 

"Betty  prayed  for  me  and  I  cried 
and  prayed,  too,  and  Jesus  saved  me," 
he  explained.  Mother  hugged  him 
close. 

A  few  nights  later  when  Betty  be- 
came ill,  Mother  prayed  for  her,  en- 
couraging her  to  praise  the  Lord  for 
the  victory.  Rex  came  in  and  heard 
his  sister  weakly  praising.  He  knelt 
beside  her  and  prayed,  "O  God,  put 
your  hand  on  Betty,  for  Jesus'  sake. 
Amen."  And  then  to  Betty,  "Just  keep 
going,  Betty;  just  keep  going." 

And  Mother  prays  in  her  heart,  that 
the  impression  of  these  and  many 
other  first  experiences  in  spiritual 
things,  will  never  leave  the  hearts  of 
her  children,  and  that  nothing  will 
blight  their  child-faith. 

"He  first  findeth  his  own  brother 
Simon,  *  *  and  he  brought  him  to 
Jesus"  (John  1:40,41). — The  Pente- 
costal Testimony. 
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WHEN  HAL  LOST  HIS  CASE 

Roy  S.  Nicholson 

Judge  White  lost  himself  in  deep 
meditation  in  the  private  chamber  of 
the  old  brown  building  which  stood 
atop  the  little  hill  in  the  center  of 
the  city.  This  was  the  place  called, 
by  some  at  least,  the  old  mill  house. 
It  was  open  all  the  year,  and  its  grist 
was  from  flesh  and  blood  and 
bone.  It  was  the  courthouse. 

There  was  reason  for  sober 
meditation,  for  today  a  score  of 
the  noblest  and  best  physical 
specimens  of  manhood  had 
stood  before  the  judge,  and  for 
their  crimes  he  had  passed  sen- 
tence that  would  banish  them 
from  society  for  various  periods 
of  years.  The  day's  work  done; 
the  wheels  of  justice  were  si- 
lent now,  and  each  footfall  of 
an  official,  as  he  closed  his 
day's  work  and  tramped  from 
the  Temple  of  Justice,  seemed 
empty  and  hollow  as  it  resound- 
ed through  the  corridors. 

In  the  twilight  of  the  eve- 
ning, Judge  White  held  private 
conference  with  himself.  The 
men  upon  whom  he  had  passed 
sentence  today  were  already 
losing  themselves  among  the 
numbers  of  prisoners  with 
whom  they  would  be  associated. 
Their  names  were  exchanged 
for  numbers,  and  their  liber- 
ties were  taken  from  them,  and 
for  years  they  would  remain 
where  the  walls  are  high  and 
the  days  are  long. 

Face  after  face  came  before 
the  judge.  But  one  was  espe- 
cially striking.  The  youth  was 
handsome,  and  he  bore  marks 
of  having  come  from  a  favor- 
able environment.  Why  was  he 
there?  How  had  he  come  to  be 
engulfed  in  this  awful  mael- 
strom of  crime?  Why  had  his 
parents  not  prevented  his  tak- 
ing this  course?  Was  there 
something  that  could  be  found 
to  shed  light  on  this  case,  and 
thus  save  the  boy  from  becom- 
ing a  confirmed  criminal? 
These  questions  became  so  en- 
grossing to  the  judge  that  he 
almost  forgot  to  keep  a  dinner 
appointment  with  a  friend  at 
a  local  hotel. 


The  face  of  young  Hal  Harper 
haunted  the  judge,  and  so  he  turned 
the  conversation  at  the  table  to  this 
youth.  The  party  with  whom  he  was 
dining  took  an  interest  in  the  case, 
and  suggested  that  it  would  be  profit- 
able, perhaps,  for  the  judge  to  make 
an  inquiry  into  the  boy's  background 
and  ascertain  the  facts  regarding  his 
past.  This  reminded  the  judge  that 
he  had  always  planned  to  sometime 
do  such  with  some  of  his  most  inter- 
esting cases.  But  he  had  never  seemed 
to  find  time  for  this  line  of  investi- 
gation. He  had  always  left  this  to 
the  others,  while  he  had  shut  himself 
indoors  and  had  attended  to  the  facts 
of  the  law. 

But  of  late,  Judge  White  had  been 
alarmed  at  the  increasing  number  of 
young  men  who  had  passed  before  him 
for  sentence.  They  were  young  men 
whose    ages    were    steadily    dropping 
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from  the  level  he  had  been  used  to  in 
other  days  to  "the  early  twenties."  To 
him  this  was  cause  for  alarm.  He  felt 
that  a  nation's  greatest  asset  was  the 
moral  character  of  its  youth,  and  if  this 
rate  continued  the  jurist  felt  some  con- 
cern for  the  future  welfare  of  his  land. 

Next  day  the  records  of  the  young 
Hal  Harper  were  laid  before  Judge 
White.  With  keen  interest  he  noted 
all  the  facts  in  the  case.  His  age: 
twenty-two.  His  home:  a  small  village 
in  an  adjoining  state.  His  parents: 
mother  living,  father  dead.  His  crime: 
larceny  of  an  automobile.  All  of  the 
other  facts  were  noted  on  a  piece  of 
paper  which  the  judge  filed  with  oth- 
ers in  a  small  folding  pocket  and 
this  was  placed  in  the  drawer  of  his 
desk.  He  would  make  a  personal  in- 
vestigation when  he  took  his  summer 
vacation.  For  the  jurist  was  not  sat- 
isfied with  passing  judgment;  he 
wished  to  assist  young  men  to  re- 
adjust themselves  to  life,  if  such  were 
at  all  possible.  His  concern  was  to 
find  out  how  to  prevent  crime,  as  well 
as    to    ascertain    the    facts    regarding 

what     produced     criminals     in 

such  numbers. 


It  is  impossible  to  give  a  set  rule  for  bringing  your 
mothers  together.  Some  respond  to  a  call  for  a  prayer 
meeting,  some  a  get-together  social  hour,  with  a  good 
program  and  the  serving  of  light  refreshments.  Study 
your  community  and  ask  God's  leading.  First  make 
known   your  aim. 

OUR    AIM 

To    promote    neighborhood    fellowship. 

To  deepen  the  spiritual  life. 

To  study  child  problems  and  try  to  solve  them. 

To  visit  and  encourage  the  mothers  of  your  com- 
munity. 

OFFICERS 

President,  Vice-President,  Secretary  and  Treasurer. 

COMMITTEES 

A    Visiting    Committee,    A    Program    Committee. 

Be  sure  to  study  your  women  and  ask  God's  guidance 
in  selecting  your  leaders.    So  much  will  depend  on  this. 

You  may  meet  as  many  times  each  month  as  your 
circle  may  decide.  I  think,  if  possible,  it  would  be 
best  to  meet  twice  in  the  month.  The  other  two  weeks 
can  be  used  for  other  ladies'  organizations  whatever  they 
may  be.  This  mothers'  circle  is  for  all  denominations  and 
there  are  always  other  interests  that  will  take  part  of 
their  time. 

Your  program  chairman  should  order  "Mother's  Golden 
Now"  from  David  C.  Cook,  Elgin,  Illinois,  which  comes 
quarterly  for  25c  per  year. 

"The  Christian  Home,"  Standard  Publishing  Company, 
Cincinnati,  Ohio,  is  also  a  splendid  help.  Price  50c  per 
year;   this  comes  quarterly. 

Subscribe  for  "The  Parents  Magazine,"  52  Vander- 
bilt  Ave.,  New  York,  N.'  Y.,  price  $2.00  per  year.  I 
would  appreciate  your  sending  your  subscription  to  this 
magazine  to  me,  but  the  others,  send  directly  to  the 
publishers. 

A  fathers'  night  should  be  held  occasionally,  perhaps 
once  each  quarter,  when  the  fathers  should  prepare  the 
program  and  furnish  refreshments.  This  is  very  inter- 
esting. 

Motto:     "Our   Homes   for  Christ." 
Scripture:     Deut.   6:4-9. 

SPECIAL    PLAY 


"HOME  SCENES." — This  play  will  be  good  for  the 
Happy  Home  Circle  to  use  to  introduce  your  organization 
to   the   people.      It   is   very   touching.      Price   25e. 


The  window  shades  or  the 
Harper  home  on  Avenue  "A" 
had  been  kept  closely  drawn 
since  that  morning  when  the 
daily  paper  from  the  city  had 
brought  the  news  to  this  village 
that  Hal  Harper  had  been  ar- 
rested on  the  charge  of  steal- 
ing an  automobile.  In  fact, 
there  had  been  a  spell  of  gloom 
about  the  place  since  Hal's 
father  died;  but  the  gloom  had 
deepened  since  Hal's  arrest  and 
imprisonment.  The  local  weekly 
had,  out  of  respect  to  his  moth- 
er, made  only  a  passing  men- 
tion of  the  case.  But  gossip- 
mongers  had  certainly  not  let 
the  case  rest,  and  his  mother 
had  preferred  to  spend  her  days 
alone  rather  than  face  the  peo- 
ple with  their  curious  comments 
and  questions. 

Mrs.  Harper  was  a  woman  of 
culture  and  refinement.  She 
was  at  one  time  a  leader  in 
the  church  of  which  she  was  a 
member.  And  until  the  death 
of  her  husband,  she  was  a  so- 
cial leader.  But  now — all  of 
that  had  changed.  She  was 
seldom  seen  out  of  her  yard, 
and  her  conversations  with  the 
neighbors  decreased  as  the 
days  passed;  and  were  finally 
confined  to  the  absolute  busi- 
ness in  hand. 

*     *     * 

One  beautiful  afternoon  a 
large  automobile  bearing  an 
out-of-state  tag  turned  onto 
Avenue  "A"  from  the  highway 
and  stopped  in  front  of  the 
Harper  home.  From  it  stepped 
a  dignified  person  who  had 
given  a  word  of  instruction  to 
his  chauffeur  before  passing  up 
the  steps  of  the  spacious 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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THE    SPIRIT   OF    THANKSGIVING 

Rev.  Harry  P.  Lundell 

"Although  the  fig  tree  shall  7iot 
blossom,  neither  shall  fruit  be  in  the 
vine  .  .  .  and  the  fields  shall  yield  no 
meat  .  .  .  yet  I  will  rejoice  in  the  Lord," 
Hab.  3:17, 18. 


It  is  not  difficult  to  be  thankful 
when  everything  comes  our  way. 
When  our  plans  materialize,  our  store- 
house is  full,  and  our  prospect  for  the 
future  is  bright — then  it  would  be  a 
crime  not  to  be  thankful.  Still — when 
America  was  prosperous,  were  the 
people  filled  with  gratitude?  No,  far 
from  it.  Neighbors  and 
friends  vied  with  one  another 
in  trying  to  excel  one  another 
in  luxury  and  pomp.  Wealth 
does  not  produce  contentment. 
A  rich  man  was  asked,  "How 
much  must  a  man  have  to  be 
satisfied?"  "Only  a  little 
more,"  was  his  laconic  reply. 
The  spirit  of  thanksgiving  is 
not  to  be  found  in  the  multi- 
plicity of  possessions. 

Thanklessness  in  human 
relations  is  an  unpardonable 
social  sin.  We  teach  our  chil- 
dren to  say  "Thank  you."  We 
expect  others  at  least  to  say 
"Thanks"  when  we  do  them  a 
favor.  That  is  simple,  every- 
day courtesy.  Many  people 
who  are  very  thankful  to 
their  fellow  men  are  often 
very  unthankful  toward  God. 
They  will  write  kind  letters  of 
grateful  acknowledgment  for 
every  favor  received  from 
man,  but  they  do  not  remem- 
ber to  lift  up  their  heads  in 
thanksgiving  to  Him  from 
whom  all  blessings  flow. 

But  there  is  thanklessness 
in  human  relations,  too.  Think 
of  the  hours  of  toil  and  nights  of 
watchful  care  which  a  mother  will 
spend  for  her  children.  These 
acts  of  love  and  tenderness  are 
often  unappreciated  and  soon  for- 
gotten. Mother  lingers  a  while  and 
then  fades  and  is  laid  away  to 
rest.  Then  the  children  buy  a 
truckload  of  flowers  for  her  fun- 
eral to  show  relatives  and  friends 
how  much  they  loved  her.  But  why 
not  show  this  love  to  Mother  while 
she  is  still  here?  What  unthank- 
ful creatures  we  are!  Many  years 
ago  a  boat  was  wrecked  in  a  storm 
on  Lake  Michigan.  Edward  Spen- 
cer, a  student  at  Northwestern 
University,  plunged  into  the  wa- 
ter and  saved  seventeen  people. 
He  kept  on  until  he  fell,  uncon- 
scious, on  the  shore.  Years  later 
he  was  asked,  at  a  great  public 
meeting,  to  tell  in  a  word  what  to 
him  was  the  most  striking  fact 
with  respect  to  that  episode.     He 


stood  up.  His  form  was  bent  and 
stooping  from  that  terrible  experience, 
and  pausing  for  a  moment  he  said, 
"Not  one  of  them  said,  'Thank  you!'  " 
Our  unthankfulness  and  thought- 
lessness make  life  sad  and  lonely  for 
our  fellow  men.  A  word  of  true  appre- 
ciation has  given  new  courage  to  many 
a  struggling  soul  who  was  ready  to 
say,  "What's  the  use?"  A  young  min- 
ister was  trying  his  best  to  minister 
to  his  people  in  a  little  church.  He 
was  young  and  inexperienced  and 
hence  his  sermons  were  not  as  rich  in 
thought  and  illustrative  material  as 
the  sermons  of  the  veteran  preacher 
who   had   occupied  the   pulpit  before 
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"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 

Isaiah  43:2. 4m 
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IF    IT    DIE 

"Except  a  corn  of  zoheat  fall  into  the  ground 
and  die,  it  abideth  alone:  but  if  it  die,  it  bring- 
eth  forth  much  fruit,"  John  12:24. 

O   burdened,    broken    child   of   God, 

Of  troubled  soul  and  tried. 
Through  storm  and  strife  thy  Savior  speaks 

To  draw   thee   to   His  side. 
The  hand  that  holds  thy  weight  of  woe 

Was   wounded    once   for   thee; 
Thy    life   is   locked   within    His    love 

And   calvary   keeps   the   keys. 

Oh,    hush    and    hide    thee    in    His    love. 

Lie    silently    and    still; 
In   quiet   confidence   await 

The    working    of    His    will. 
So    shalt    thou    learn     His    love    for    souls. 

So  shalt  thou  bear  His  Word; 
So   shall    thy    life    be    lost    in    His — 

So  shall   men   meet  thy   Lord! 

— E.  Margaret  Clarkson. 


him.  He  prayed,  studied,  and  preached 
the  best  he  could.  The  people  were 
indifferent.  They  often  spoke  of  the 
good  old  days  and  how  wonderful 
things  were  then.  No  one  seemed  to 
appreciate  his  sincere  efforts.  At  the 
close  of  one  evening  service  he  retired 
to  his  room  despondent  and  ready  to 
give  up.  "I  am  a  failure,"  he  mut- 
tered to  himself.  He  sat  down  and 
wrote  out  his  resignation,  which  he 
intended  to  submit  the  following  Sun- 
day. There  were  tears  in  his  eyes  as 
he  thought  over  the  past  year  of 
training,  and  now  to  think  that  he  had 
failed.  Still,  he  loved  the  people  and 
the  church  but  they  seemed  cold  and 
indifferent.  He  retired  after 
his  evening  prayer,  but  sleep 
fled  away  from  his  eyes.  He 
heard  the  clock  downstairs 
strike  each  hour.  It  was  a 
long,  weary  night.  Finally  the 
sun  rose  over  the  eastern  hills 
— it  was  Monday.  That  day  he 
had  promised  to  visit  widow 
Sally.  She  was  a  genuine 
Christian  woman  over  whose 
life  many  storms  had  blown. 
"Thank  you  for  your  sermon 
yesterday,"  she  said  when  he 
arrived.  "You  know,  I  can 
hardly  wait  until  next  Sun- 
day. Your  sermons  always 
give  me  new  courage  and 
hope."  Then  she  went  on  to 
tell  of  her  struggles  and  trials 
during  the  week,  but  how  on 
Sunday  his  messages  always 
spurred  her  on.  "Several  oth- 
ers have  told  me  of  similar  ex- 
periences. Only  eternity  will 
show  the  fruit  of  your  labor 
of  love  among  us,"  she  added. 
The  young  preacher  went  back 
to  his  room  and  tore  up  his 
resignation  and  knelt  down  by 
his  chair  and  rededicated  his 
life  to  Christ  and  the  ministry. 
Many  years  of  blessed  service  fol- 
lowed, during  which  time  hun- 
dreds of  souls  were  saved  and 
edified  by  his  preaching  and  min- 
istry of  love  and  tenderness.  When 
the  evening  sun  was  setting  over 
his  life  and  his  mind  reviewed  the 
fading  past,  he  said,  with  great 
tenderness,  "It  was  widow  Sally's 
words  that  called  me  back  into  the 
glorious  ministry." 

Are  your  thanklessness  and 
thoughtlessness  driving  hope  and 
courage  away  from  someone?  Or 
are  you  a  means  to  spur  some  soul 
on  to  glorious  victories? 

If  it  is  necessary  to  be  thankful 
to  our  fellow  men,  how  much  more 
ought  we  be  thankful  to  God  from 
whom  all  blessings  flow!  Can  we 
be  thankful  to  God  even  in  times 
of  adversity?  The  prophet  who 
gave  us  our  text  spoke  these  words 
during  a  great  famine.  In  the 
(Continued   on  page   32) 
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Thanksgiving  at  Grandmas 


By 

Rosalie  Sill 


"I  shall  miss  Thanksgiving  so  this 
year!"  said  Grandma  Baldwin  to  her 
granddaughter,  Millie  Esterbrook, 
looking  up  from  her  work  of  sewing 
a  patch  on  Grandpa's  pants.  "Of 
course,  Millie,  true  thanksgiving  is  the 
right  spirit  within  our  hearts;  but 
there  are  so  many  things  we  miss 
away  out  here.  I  think  now  I  miss  the 
dear  old  church  and  our  pastor  most 
of  all."  And  with  a  sigh  the  mending- 
was  resumed. 

"Maybe,"  said  Millie,  caressing  her 
grandma's  white  hair,  "it  won't  be  so 
bad,  after  all.  I've  noticed,  young  as 
I  am,  things  are  often  not  so  bad, 
when  one  gets  to  them,  as  we  imagine 
when  they  are  away  off." 

"You  dear  little  comforter!"  said 
Grandma.  "What  should  I  do  without 
you?" 

The  Baldwins  had  met  with, sad  re- 
verses, and  had  come  West  to  try  to 
secure  a  home,  not  quite  one  year  be- 
fore. It  had  been  hard  work,  under 
many  difficulties,  yet  Grandma  had 
bravely  met  them  all  until  now.  Some- 
how, at  the  thought  of  Thanksgiving, 
her  heart  had  faltered  and  grown 
weak. 

"Grandma,  can  I  help  Mrs.  Moxom?" 
Millie  had  said  a  few  days  later.  "She 
has  so  many  boarders  she  needs  some- 
one. I  thought  if  you  could  spare  me 
part  of  the  time,  perhaps  I  could  earn 
something." 

"Yes,  dear,  to  be  sure  I 
can,  as  well  as  not." 

So  for  the  next  six  weeks 
Millie  came  and  went,  as 
sunshiny  and  busy  as  a  bee. 

Thanksgiving  morning 
came,  clear  and  frosty. 
Grandma  stood  looking  out 
the  window  and  said,  "I  dare 
say  your  Aunt  Susan,  away 
in  Connecticut,  is  about  plac- 
ing her  chicken  pie  in  the 
oven." 

"Well,  Grandma,  you  have 
reminded  me  I  ought  to  be 
placing  my  chicken  pie  in 
the  oven."  And  away  she 
skipped  to  Mrs.  Moxom's. 

"Whatever  could  the  child 
have  meant?"  said  Grandma 
musingly.  "Maybe  Mrs. 
Moxom  is  teaching  her  to 
make  a  chicken  pie." 

Grandma  had  her  squash 
and  potatoes  cooking  when 
the  door  opened  and  in  came 
Millie,  followed  by  Mr.  Mox- 
om with  a  large,  well-laden 
basket,  out  of  which  he  took 
a  steaming  chicken  pie,  a 
roast  turkey,  and  good  things 
too  numerous  to  mention; 
while  Millie,  with  her  arms 
full,  danced  about  as  though 
she  were  wild. 

"I  must  go  home  now  and 
eat  my  dinner,"  said  Mr. 
Moxom.  "A  happy  Thanks- 
giving to  you  and  your  hus- 
band, Mrs.  Baldwin!" 


Grandma  stood  as  one  transfixed, 
with  the  tears  slowly  coursing  down 
her  face,  while  she  could  not  say  one 
word. 

Grandpa  came  in  just  then,  and 
held  up  both  hands  in  amazement, 
and  asked,  "What's  the  matter?" 

"Why,  Grandpa,  it  is  Thanksgiving!" 
replied  Millie.  "I  had  a  letter  from 
Uncle  Amos  a  few  days  ago,  and  he 
sent  you  and  Grandma  twenty-five 
dollars  each  and  me  ten,  and  I 
bought  you  a  coat,  and  Grandma  a 
shawl  and  gray  dress,  just  what  she 
wanted."  And  here  she  hung  the  folds 
of  the  soft  gray  dress  goods  and  the 
shawl  over  a  chair  as  she  continued, 
"Mrs.  Moxom  took  some  nice  beaver 
cloth  she  had  and  made  these  mittens 
for  you  on  the  machine.  And,  O  Grand- 
pa, here  is  just  what  you  said  you 
Wanted,  only  the  other  day!"  and  she 
held  up  some  partially  worn  men's 
underwear,  neatly  repaired,  saying, 
"One  of  Mrs.  Moxom's  boarders  left 
it  last  spring,  telling  her  she  could 
have  it  to  do  good  with." 

"You  dear,  precious  child!"  said 
Grandma,  for  she  had  regained  her 
speech.  "I  thought  you  were  working 
at  Mrs.  Moxom's  to  get  you  some  new 
hair  ribbons,  or  something.  I  never 
dreamed  of  what  you  were  doing." 

"Uncle  Amos  sent  the  money  to  me, 
so  I  could  surprise  you,  Grandpa.  Uncle 


THANKSGIVING 


Elliot  sent  word  he  is  coming  to  buy 
a  good  team  in  the  spring.  With  the 
modern  machinery  I  can  help  till  the 
farm,  if  you  are  not  well,  Grandpa." 

Grandpa  clasped  Millie  close  to  his 
heart,  and  said,  "Let  us  thank  God!" 

After  they  arose,  Millie  said: 

"I  must  fly  around  and  set  the 
table  before  the  chicken  pie  gets  cold." 

It  was  such  a  happy,  happy  Thanks- 
giving within  the  humble  home  of  the 
Baldwins! 

"You  told  me,  Millie,  our  Thanks- 
giving might  be  brighter  than  I  had 
thought.  Behold,  we  are  laden  with 
blessings,  and  my  cup  runneth  o'er." 

"Mr.  and  Mrs.  Moxom  went  to  Mill- 
ville  a  few  days  ago,  and  I  sent  by 
them  for  the  dry  goods.  As  for  the 
dinner,  Mrs.  Moxom  cooked  it  to  please 
me.  She  said  I'd  helped  her  more  than 
Rhoda  did,  and  she  paid  her  two  dol- 
lars per  week.  Why,  I  shall  be  fifteen 
in  seven  months!"  said  Millie,  as  she 
placed  the  turkey  for  Grandpa  to 
carve. 

"But  you  got  nothing  for  yourself, 
Millie,"  said  Grandma. 

"I  liked  doing  as  I  did  the  best." 

"Just  as  though  I  should  not  re- 
member that  when  I  go  to  Millville," 
said  Grandpa,  with  a  merry  twinkle 
in  his  eyes. — Christian  Work. 


E.  Jean  Hyslop 

Thank  You  for  life,  Father. 

Thank  You  for  love. 

Thank  You  for   wonderful  things  from  above. 

Thank  You  for  laughter. 
Thank  You  for  tears. 

Thank  You  for  happiness    down    through    the 
years. 

Thank  You  for  peace,  Father. 

Thank  You  for  joy. 

Thank  You  for  gifts  that  earth  cannot  destroy. 

Thank  You  for  friends,  Father. 

Thank  You  for  foes. 

Thank  You  for  secrets  no  earth  child  knows. 

Thank  You  for  songs  in  the  darkest  night. 
Thank  You  for  turning  despair  into  light. 

Thank  You  for  dying   on   Calvary's   tree. 
Thank  You  for  saving  a  lost  lamb  like  me. 

Thank  You  for  keeping  me  day  after  day. 
Thank  You  for  keeping  me  straight  on  the  way. 

Thank  You  for  holding    my  hand  close  in  Thine. 
Thank  You  for  all  of  Thy  wonders   divine. 

Lord,  when  in  the  glory,  I  see  Thy  dear  face, 
I'll  thank  Thee  again  for  undying  grace. 


On  this  Thanksgiving  Day  of  Nine- 
teen Hundred  and  Forty- 
five,  many  will  say,  Have  I 
anything  to  be  thankful  for? 
Well,  it  is  still  in  the  Book: 
"Giving  thanks  always  for 
all  things  unto  God  and  the 
Father  in  the  name  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ"  (Eph. 
5:20).  "In  every  thing  give 
thanks,  for  this  is  the  will 
of  God  in  Christ  Jesus  con- 
cerning you"  (1  Thess.  5:18). 
The  "all  things"  of  Romans 
8:28 — let  us  not  forget  them. 
Many  blessings  come  in  dis- 
guise, sometimes  done  up  in 
rough  packages.  If  we  would 
see  as  God  sees  we  would 
thank  Him  more  for  the  hard 
things,  and  seemingly  for 
the  rough  places,  than  we 
would  for  the  nice  or  easy 
places. 


"Offer  unto  God  thanks- 
giving; and  pay  thy  vows 
unto  the  Most  High,"  Psa. 
50:14. 

"I  will  praise  the  name  of 
God  with  a  song,  and  will 
magnify  him  with  thanks- 
giving," Psa.  69:30. 

"Enter  into  his  gates  with 
thanksgiving,  and  into  his 
courts  with  praise :  be  thank- 
ful unto  him,  and  bless  his 
name,"  Psa.  100:4. 

"And  offer  a  sacrifice  of 
thanksgiving  with  leaven, 
and  proclaim  and  publish  the 
free  offerings  . .  "  Amos.  4:5. 


November,  1945 
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THE  YOUNG   PEOPLE  VISIT   OUR 
"MIRACLE  MISSION"  IN  HAITI 

By  James  Willis  Archer 


(Written  July  15,  1945,  Port-au-Prince, 
Haiti) 

I  must  hurry  out  to  the  Pan-Amer- 
ican airfield  here  in  Ciudad  Trujillo, 
Dominican  Republic,  because  the 
young  people's  group,  which  traveled 
with  me,  visiting  our  work  in  Mexico, 
is  on  a  summer  tour  of  the  West  In- 
dies, and  I  am  going  with  them  to 
Haiti  for  two  weeks  of  conventions. 
My!  how  I  hope  the  same  young  peo- 
ple were  able  to  come  this  time — I 
learned  to  love  them  so  much  in  our 
trials  and  blessings  while  touring 
Mexico. 

There  comes  their  plane  now,  skim- 
ming along  like  a  huge  silver  bird 
from  another  world.  But  it  isn't  from 
another  world,  because,  like  Jonah's 
whale,  it  has  opened  up  its  belly  and 
is  disgorging  human  beings.  Only  I 
don't  imagine  Jonah  felt  like  they  do, 
for  they  look  as  fresh  and  happy  as 
when  they  left  their  mirrors  this 
morning  in  Miami  to  go  to  the  plane 
and  begin  this  exciting  and  thrilling 
trip. 

Look!  There  they  come!  It's  the 
same  young  people's  group  with  two 
or  three  new  members  added.  I 
imagine  they  are  young  people  who 
have  dedicated  their  lives  to  the  Lord 
and  have  entered  Sevierville  since  the 
others  were  in  Mexico.  There's  George, 
and  Hale,  and  Robert,  and  Mary, 
and  Irene,  and  Agnes,  and  all  the  rest. 

"How  are  you,  George?  You  don't 
look  like  the  thin,  yellow,  malaria- 
filled  boy  we  shipped  out  of  Mexico. 
I'm  glad  the  Lord  has  so  completely 
healed  you.  We  will  be  in  dangerous 
malaria  zones  in  Haiti,  but  we  are  go- 
ing to  take  better  care  of  you  all,  this 
time.  We  have  learned  that  it  just 
takes  one  malaria-filled  mosquito  bite 
to  send  you  whirling  into  raging  fev- 
ers and  hours  of  unconscious  raving, 
and  we  have  learned  that  there  are 
plenty  of  such  winged  emissaries  of 
the  devil  in  all  tropical  countries.  So 
we  will  cover  you  all  with  mosquito 
nets  at  night  and  with  nice,  odorous 
oil  of  citronela  by  day.  Even  a  mos- 
quito won't  come  near  that  scent.  Yes, 
we  surely  do  believe  in  trusting  the 
Lord,  but  we  also  believe  that  one 
should  not  deliberately  swim  in  a  sea 
of  burning  oil  without  first  covering 
oneself  with  an  asbestos  bathing  suit. 

"I  hope  you  all  enjoy  this  visit  as 
much  as  you  did  in  Mexico.  Do  you 
remember  the  time  we  went  down  the 
river  with  the  front  half  of  the  barge 
filled  with  some  forty  pigs,  and  the 
wind  blowing  across  them  into  our 
nostrils?  And  for  dinner  they  served 
us — of  all  things — pork!  Sister  Archer 
said  she  imagined  that  she  knew  now 
something    of   how   the   prodigal   son 


must  have  felt.  Only  we  had  the  Lord 
and  could  sing  through  it  all.  Do  you 
recall  how  we  climbed  a  wooden 
mountain,  crawled  on  our  stomachs 
for  fifty  feet  through  a  narrow  tunnel 
into  the  first  big  room  in  the  Indian 
burial  cave,  and  then  had  to  climb  to 
the  top  of  each  room  to  pass  through 
a  narrow  tunnel  ten  feet  long  into  the 
next  room,  until  we  found  the  skele- 
tons in  the  sixth  room?  I'll  never 
forget  getting  my  fat  self  stuck  half 
way  through  one  of  those  holes  be- 
tween the  rooms,  so  tight  that  I 
couldn't  reach  my  hands  back  to  push, 
and  so  slippery  that  one  could  brace 
neither  hands  nor  feet  on  the  wet  clay 
walls.  It  was  like  'Horatio  at  the 
Bridge,'  when  'those  behind  cried, 
Forward,  and  those  before  cried, 
Back,  and  I  could  do  neither  one  nor 
the  other.  Those  certainly  would 
have  been  frantic  moments  had  I 
been  in  that  dark,  spooky  cave  all 
alone,  and  none  of  you  there  to  drag 
me  on  through  like  a  sack  of  spuds. 

"Oh,  oh,  there  goes  the  bell  for  pas- 
sengers on  the  plane!  We're  off  for 
our  wonderful  visit  to  our  'Miracle 
Mission.'  What  did  you  say,  Mary? 
Why  do  I  call  it  our  'Miracle  Mission'? 
Why,  because  only  God  can  perform 
the  miracles  that  have  been  wrought 
in  the  five  years  of  active  service  of 
Brother  and  Sister  Kluzit  of  Haiti. 
They  have  been  there  seven  and  a  half 
years,  but  the  missions  were  closed 
nearly  two  and  a  half  years,  right  in 
the  middle  of  the  time  they  have  been 
there.  Men  use  methods,  but  God 
uses  men.  And  it  was  God  who  sud- 
denly entered  the  peaceful  and  pros- 
perous lives  of  Brother  and  Sister 
Kluzit  and  told  them  to  drop  every- 
thing, including  a  comfortable  home 
and  income,  and  to  go  by  faith  to 
Haiti.    They  have  been  a  great  bless- 


ing, because  God  miraculously  chose 
them  and  appointed  them  to  Haiti. 
That  is  why,  young  folks,  that  Jesus 
comes  to  you,  often  while  you  are  at 
Bible  School  preparing  your  lives,  and 
calls  you  to  a  certain  field.  He  knows 
your  qualifications  for  that  particular 
field,  and  the  peculiar  problems  to  be 
met,  customs,  and  traditions  of  that 
particular  country,  as  man  cannot 
possibly  know  them.  Then  He  puts  an 
unbelievable  love  in  your  heart  for 
that  special  people,  a  love  that  even 
the  best  Christian  could  not  otherwise 
feel  for  them,  or  any  other  race, 
though  he  try  a  lifetime.  That  love 
is  necessary  in  order  to  make  one 
willing  and  able  to  suffer  the  innum- 
erable and  inexplicable  trials  that  ac- 
company mission  work.  What  was 
God's  first  miracle  in  separating  the 
Kluzit  family  for  His  work  in  Haiti! 
He  called  them  to  go  by  faith,  and  He 
implanted  that  great  Christ-love  in 
their  hearts. 

"Then  His  second  miracle  was  that 
He  had  gone  before  to  prepare  the 
way.  For,  on  arriving  in  Haiti,  they 
took  hotel  rooms  one  short  block  from 
Brother  Walker  and  Brother  Ingram, 
who  had  come  by  plane  one  day  be- 
fore them.  Brother  Walker  had  been 
forced  to  dismiss  our  native  overseer, 
and  there  they  were,  earnestly  praying 
for  God  to  guide  them,  and  give  them 
a  leader  for  the  work  in  Haiti.  At  the 
same  time,  a  short  ways  off  in  another 
hotel,  Brother  and  Sister  Kluzit  were 
praying  for  God  to  show  them  what 
was  the  next  step  to  take  by  faith. 
The  one  couple  did  not  know  of  the 
other,  and  Brother  Kluzit  had  never 
heard  of  our  Church.  But  God  called 
him  out  from  New  York  after  he  had 
received  the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  and  He  called  Brother  Walker 
out  from  Cleveland,  to  meet  way  off 
here  in  Haiti  the  same  day  the  boat 
landed,  and  thus  was  begun,  under 
God,  one  of  the  most  outstanding 
works  known  to  modern  missions.  It 
has  all  been  a  miracle  of  God.  Just 
consider  this:  In  a  nation  no  larger 
(Continued  on  page  32) 


Sister  Kluzit  lining  up  the  candidates  for  the  baptism  at  the  Cayes  convention. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Our  Pilgrim  fathers 


In  the  long  time  ago  there  was  a 
queen  named  Elizabeth.  She  was  queen 
of  England.  Now,  this  queen  wished 
all  her  people  to  think  just  as  she 
did  about  God  and  the  church.  But 
some  of  the  people  did  not  wish  to 
do  as  Queen  Elizabeth  had  told  them 
to;  they  had  their  own  ideas  about  so 

important  a 
matter.  The 
queen  and 
this  liberty- 
loving  group 
of  people  be- 
gan to  quar- 
rel. 

No  one 
wants  to  live 
in  a  house 
where  quar- 
reling is  go- 
ing on  all  the 
time.  It  is 
just  the  same 
with  one's 
country;  the 
people  want 
to  live  in 
peace  and  be 
happy. 

These  peo- 
ple really 
loved  "Good 
Queen  Bess," 
as  they  called 
her,  and 
thought  her 
very,  very 
wise.  But  in 
this  matter  of 
their  religion, 
they  felt  they  must  have  their  own 
way,  so  they  decided  to  go  away  to 
some  other  country.  They  went  to 
Holland,  the  home  of  the  Dutch. 

When  people  go  traveling  about  the 
country  we  call  them  "Pilgrims." 

The  Dutchmen  welcomed  these  Pil- 
grims. They  were  glad  to  have  such 
industrious,  quiet,  well-behaved  peo- 
ple come  to  settle  in  their  country  and 
help  work. 

But  the  Pilgrims  did  not  feel  at 
home  in  Holland.  It  was  all  so  strange 
— the  language,  the  dress,  and  the  cus- 
toms of  the  country.  They  were  very 
lonely,  and  finally  decided  to  go  to 
the  new  country,  America,  which 
everyone  was  talking  about.  They 
would  have  to  cross  the  great,  stormy 
ocean,  but  the  Pilgrims  thought  if 
they  could  settle  in  a  part  of  that 
country,  and  call  it  "New"  England, 
they  would  grow  to  feel  almost  as 
though  they  were  at  home  in  their 
own  loved  England. 

After  a  great  deal  of  trouble  the 
Pilerims  managed  to  hire  two  small 
sailing  vessels.  All  ships  had  sails  in 
those  days.  It  was  expected  the  wind 
would  blow  the  ships  wherever  the 
captain  wanted  to  go. 

One   of  the   ships  was   named   the 


Speedioell,  the  other  was  named  the 
Mayflower.  These  two  boats  were  too 
small  to  carry  all  the  Pilgrims  who 
wanted  to  go  to  the  new  country,  but 
as  many  as  could  went  on  board — 
men,  women,  and  a  few  little  children. 
Away  they  sailed  for  America. 

Very  soon,  however,  the  Speedwell 
began  to  leak.  The  captain  was  com- 
pelled to  turn  back  to  have  his  ship 
mended.  Scarcely  had  they  again 
started  on  their  way  when  the  old 
ship  once  more  sprang  a  leak.  They 
went  back  a  second  time,  to  a  little 
town  on  the  English  coast  called 
Plymouth.  Now,  some  of  the  Pilgrims 
in  the  Speedioell  grew  discouraged; 
they  said  the  ship  was  too  small,  the 
ocean  was  too  big  and  rough,  they 
didn't  have  enough  to  eat;  they  didn't 
want  to  go  to  a  new  country;  it  would 
be  just  as  it  was  in  Holland,  every- 
body would  grow  homesick.  So  the  dis- 
contented ones  stayed  in  the  little 
town  of  Plymouth,  and  the  other  ship, 
the  Mayflower,  sailed  away  alone  over 
the  big  blue  ocean.  It  took  two  months 
for  the  wind  to  blow  the  Mayflower 
over  to  America. 

When  the  Pilgrims  finally  reached 
America,  December  22,  1620,  it  was 
winter,  and  very  cold.  There  was  no 
one  to  say,  "We  are  glad  to  see  you; 
come  in  and  get  warm."  A  few  French 
people  lived  away  off  toward  the 
north,  and  some  of  the  Pilgrims'  own 
English  folk  had  settled  in  the  south- 
ern part  of  America,  but  neither  the 
French  nor  the  English  knew  these 
Pilgrims  had  come  to  North  America. 
One  hundred  and  twenty  men,  women, 
and  children  were  they,  strangers  in  a 
strange,  cold  land. 

Our  weary  Pilgrims  sailed  up  and 
down  the  coast,  trying  to  find  a  good 
place  to  land. 

The  men  waded  through  the  surf  to 
the  beach  to  look  about.  It  was  dreary; 
nothing  but  rocks  everywhere,  not  at 
all  inviting  for  a  home.  The  men  wad- 
ed back  to  the  ship,  their  clothes 
froze  stiff  on  their  backs.  They  were 
most  uncomfortable  and  forlorn. 

It  rained  and  rained,  as  though  it 
never  would  stop;  and  sleet  fell,  cov- 
ering the  ship  with  ice.  The  wind  blew 
so  hard  it  blew  the  sails  away. 

Finally,  after  much  search,  the  Pil- 
grims found  a  place  where  they  could 
get  in  behind  some  big  rocks  out  of 
the  icy  wind.  There  they  concluded  to 
stay  and  make  their  homes.  Everyone 
came  gladly  to  shore,  severe  and  un- 
homelike  though  it  was.  The  Pilgrims 
called  this  spot  where  they  landed 
Plymouth,  after  the  town  in  England 
from  which  they  had  finally  sailed  for 
America. 

For  many  days  after  the  Pilgrims 
landed  the  wind  continued  to  blow. 
It  snowed  and  froze  continually. 
Everything  was  most  uncomfortable 
and  hard  to  endure.  Many  of  the  poor 


Pilgrims  were  ill;  some  even  died. 
Those  who  lived  were  so  weak  and  ill 
they  could  scarcely  find  strength  to 
work  and  build  their  rude  homes. 
They  suffered,  but  they  were  happy 
because  they  were  free  and  inde- 
pendent. 

At  last  spring  came.  The  sun  shone 
warmly.  The  birds  came  back  from  the 
South  and  sang  to  their  new  children 
friends.  Soon  the  buds  opened  and 
shook  out  their  soft,  green  leaves.  The 
men  measured  off  patches  of  ground 
for  gardens.  Everyone  went  to  work 
digging  and  planting  seeds,  the  seeds 
they  had  brought  with  them  in  the 
old,  leaky  ship.  Some  of  the  women 
had  brought  flower  seed  from  loved 
England  and  hardy  bulbs  from  kindly 
Holland.  The  men  raised  corn  and 
traded  it  to  the  Indians  for  furs.  The 
furs  they  sent  back  to  England  and  ex- 
changed for  books,  clothes  and  tools. 

So  the  Pilgrims  grew  stronger  and 
prospered.  We  will  remember  them  al- 
ways, because  they  were  brave,  faith- 
ful, and  true  to  their  beliefs.  Even 
though  they  found  it  cold  and  dreary 
and  lonely,  they  remained  near  Ply- 
mouth, making  friends  of  the  Indians, 
building  pleasant  homes,  and  so  en- 
couraging others  to  come  where  they 
could  be  free  and  independent. 

Near  where  the  Pilgrims  landed  in 
America  is  a  great  rock,  which  we  now 
call  Plymouth  Rock.  It  is  a  very  in- 
teresting old  rock.  The  date  of  the 
Pilgrims'  landing  in  America  has  been 
carved  in  this  big  rock,  in  very  large 
figures,  so  no  one  can  forget,  1620. — 
St.  Louis  Christian  Advocate. 


THANKSGIVING  DAY 

By  Dora  M.  Hughes 

The  United  States  is  the  only  coun- 
try to  devote  one  day  to  Thanksgiv- 
ing, though  nearly  all  civilized  peoples 
have  had  special  days  appointed  for 
giving  thanks  in  times  of  rejoicing. 
That  celebrated  by  the  citizens  of  the 
United  States  originated  on  a  day  al- 
ready appointed  for  a  fast  day,  to 
pray  for  food. 

February  22,  1621,  was  the  first 
Thanksgiving  Day  and  was  celebrated 
by  Massachusetts  Bay  settlers.  They 
were  at  the  verge  of  starvation  when 
the  long-expected  and  delayed  vessel 
arrived  loaded  with  provisions.  Fast 
day  at  once  became  feast  day  and  we 
have  every  reason  to  believe  that  the 
thanksgivings  were  deep  and  sincere. 
There  was  no  yearly  appointed  day 
for  thanks  during  the  nation's  early 
life.  The  New  Netherlands  followed 
after  Massachusetts  in  proclaiming 
thanks  after  various  victories  over  the 
Indians  and  during  the  Revolution. 

Thanksgiving  was  not  a  fixed  date 
until  recent  years  and  has  been  ob- 
served during  various  months  and 
various  days  of  the  week.  The  states 
formerly  fixed  their  day  regardless  of 
the  oroclamation  by  the  President  of 
a  national  day.  The  Book  of  Common 
Prayer  revised  for  the  use  of  the 
Protestant  Episcopal  Church  of  Amer- 
ica, directed  the  "first  Thursday  of 
November  unless  another  day  had 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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SUPPOSING 

S'POSE  an  angel  shsuld  whisper  to  you 
As  you  lay  in  your  bed  tonight, 

That  on   the  'morrow  the   Lord  would  call — 
That    your    soul    should    Joke    its    flight — 

That  your  time  had  come,  and  the  daily  sun 
Would    no   longer   dispel   the   night? 

S'POSE    you    awakened    from    your    night    of 
sleep. 
When   the  sun   arose   at  dawn, 
And  remembered  the  words  which  the  angel 
spoke, 
That  you'd  die  when  the  sun  went  down; 
Would  you  kneel  at  your  bed  and  say  as  He 
said — 
"Not    mine,    but    Thy    will    be    done"? 

S'POSE  you   then   went  about  your  day — 
The   last  one   under  these  skies — 

With    a    worried    look    and    a    frown    on    your 
face, 
With  fear  in  your  heart  and  eyes; 

And   you   wasted   away  the   entire  day. 
Your   voice  filled   with   sobs   and   sighs. 

S'POSE  you  would  think  of  the  wrongs  you'd 
done 
By  thought  or  word  or  deed? 
And  you'd  try  to  repair  them  ere  the  setting 
sun 
Mode  it  impossible  for  any  to  heed! 
Would    forgiveness    be    sought 
And   kind  deeds  be  wrought 

Lest  more  excuses  before  God  you'd  need? 

OR  WOULD  YOU  be  glad  as  you  'rose  from 
your  prayer 
That  soon   your   Master  you'd   see? 
And   you'd    spend    the   whole   day   the    usual 
way 
Knowing  how   pleased  Christ  Jesus  would 
be 
That   you    lived    EVERY   day 
In    the    Christliks    way — 

"LOVE  OTHERS;  AND  BELIEVE  IN  ME!" 

■ — Selected. 


GOD   LOVES  YOU 

Isaiah  1:18 
S.  C.  Bredbenner 

One  morning  in  1863  a  steamer  came 
up  to  the  wharf  at  Norfolk,  Virginia, 
with  a  very  peculiar  load  of  passen- 
gers. An  exchange  of  sick  and  wound- 
ed prisoners  had  taken  place  between 
the  Union  and  Confederate  armies, 
and  this  steamer  had  brought  up  from 
the  South  several  hundred  Union  sol- 
diers, who  had  been  held  by  the  Con- 
federates in  prison  hospitals. 

Many  of  them  were  in  a  destitute 
and  deplorable  condition.  Among 
them  was  a  young  man,  under  twenty, 
whose  sufferings  from  wounds  and 
sickness  had  weakened  his  mind.  He 
had  been  delicately  reared  in  a  refined 
Philadelphia  home,  and  his  life  in 
prison  barracks  and  long  deprivation 
of  clothing,  while  his  body  was  covered 


with  sores  and  vermin,  had  been  in- 
tolerable to  him.  He  had  had  word 
that  an  older  brother,  a  wealthy  Phil- 
adelphia merchant,  would  meet  him 
at  Norfolk.  He  said  to  his  comrades, 
as  he  received  the  message,  "He  will 
not  know  me." 

Then  he  told  them  how  beautiful 
and  clean  everything  was  in  his  broth- 
er's home,  and  asserted  strongly  that 
he  could  never  be  taken  there.  They 
would  not  have  him  in  the  house,  he 
was  sure. 

"I  am  so  changed,"  he  said,  "that 
William  will  not  know  me;  and,  if  he 
did,  he  would  not  take  me.  I  shall  go 
and  die  in  the  hospital." 

Then  the  poor  boy  would  weep,  as 
he  looked  at  his  filthy,  ragged  cloth- 
ing, and  thin  and  wasted  form. 

As  the  steamer  touched  the  wharf 
a  well-dressed,  strong  man  sprang  up- 
on the  deck. 

It  was  his  brother  William.  He  had 
been  waiting  for  hours  for  the  steamer 
to  arrive.  He  had  a  carriage  furnished 
with  pillows  and  blankets  to  carry  his 
brother  to  the  train.  He  had  secured 
a  furlough  from  Washington  for  his 
brother  to  go  to  his  home,  and,  with 
a  face  full  of  eagerness,  he  passed 
round  the  deck,  hunting  for  him.  Soon 
he  was  by  his  side.  But,  sure  enough, 
he  did  not  know  him.  It  was  repulsive 
to  him  to  look  upon  the  wretched  ob- 
ject before  him.  Sores  upon  the  mouth 
and  nose,  face  sunken  and  covered 
with  dirt,  hair  unkempt  and  fastened 
to  running  blotches  upon  his  fore- 
head, feet  naked  and  cracked  open 
with  scurvy,  clothing  a  mass  of  rags, 
he  turned  quickly  away  with  an  in- 
voluntary   shudder. 

The  heart  of  the  poor  sick  boy  sank 
within  him. 

"It  is  just  as  I  expected,"  he 
thought;  "William  doesn't  know  me, 
and  he  was  disgusted  with  me.  How 
clean  and  nice  he  looks!  He  can  never 
have  me  with  him  as  I  am  now." 

So  he  had  not  the  courage  to  speak. 
His  brother  passed  along  the  second 
time,  and  failed  to  recognize  him,  and 
still  he  dared  not  speak. 

Once  more  the  brother  went  care- 
fully from  soldier  to  soldier.  He  had 
well  nigh  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
his  brother  was  not  there,  and  feared 
that  he  had  probably  died  upon  the 
passage. 

Making  one  more  effort,  however,  he 
stood  for  the  third  time  beside  the 
one  he  was  seeking.  He  looked  at  him 
attentively,  but  with  no  sign  of  rec- 
ognition. 

"Poor  fellow,"  he  said  pityingly,  and 
was  turning  away,  when  a  faint  cry 
arrested  him. 

"William,  don't  you  know  me?"  was 
uttered   in    faltering   tones   from   the 


trembling  lips  of  the  poor  sick  fello 

"My  dear  brother!  Why  didn't  y( ' 
speak  before?"  was  the  reply  of  tl 
grateful  man,  as  he  lifted  the  emac 
ated  form  in  his  arms,  and  carrk 
him,  rags,  filth,  sores  and  all,  to  h 
waiting  carriage.  His  strength,  h 
purse,  his  house,  his  all  were  at  tl 
disposal  of  his  poor  brother;  and  tr 
possession  of  all  these  never  had 
higher  value  in  his  eyes  than  now  th? 
he  could  use  them  on  his  brother 
behalf.     (Tract.) 

In  the  15th  chapter  of  Luke  we  rea 
of  the  prodigal  son  who  was  in  a  moi 
disgraceful  and  dangerous  conditio' 
than  this  sick  and  wounded  soldie 
After  this  prodigal  son  had  spent  a 
his  money  in  riotous  living,  he  foun 
himself  among  the  swine  perishin 
with  hunger;  he  would  gladly  hav 
eaten  the  husks  that  the  swine  di 
eat,  but  no  man  gave  him  any.  Whe: 
he  came  to  himself  he  saw  his  wretch 
ed  condition.  He  said,  "I  will  aris 
and  go  to  my  father,  and  will  say  unt 
him,  Father,  I  have  sinned  agains 
heaven,  and  before  thee,  and  am  n 
more  worthy  to  be  called  thy  son 
make  me  as  one  of  thy  hired  servants 

"And  he  arose,  and  came  to  hi 
father.  But  when  he  was  yet  a  grea 
way  off,  his  father  saw  him,  and  ha< 
compassion,  and  ran,  and  fell  on  hi 
neck,  and  kissed  him. 

"And  the  son  said  unto  him,  Father 
I  have  sinned  against  heaven,  and  h 
thy  sight,  and  am  no  more  worth: 
to  be  called  thy  son. 

"But  the  father  said  to  his  servants 
Bring  forth  the  best  robe,  and  put  i 
on  him;  and  put  a  ring  on  his  hand 
and  shoes  on  his  feet:  and  bring  hith- 
er the  fatted  calf,  and  kill  it;  and  le 
us  eat,  and  be  merry:  For  this  mj 
son  was  dead,  and  is  alive  again;  h< 
was  lost,  and  is  found.  And  they  be- 
gan to  be  merry." 

Jesus  said,  "What  man  of  you,  hav- 
ing an  hundred  sheep,  if  he  lose  on< 
of  them,  doth  not  leave  the  ninety  anc 
nine  in  the  wilderness,  and  go  aftei 
that  which  is  lost,  until  he  find  it' 
And  when  he  hath  found  it,  he  lay- 
eth  on  his  shoulders,  rejoicing.  Anc 
when  he  cometh  home,  he  calleth  to- 
gether his  friends  and  neighbours 
saying  unto  them,  Rejoice  with  me 
for  I  have  found  my  sheep  which  wa; 
lost. 

"I  say  unto  you,  that  likewise  joj 
shall  be  in  heaven  over  one  sinnei 
that  repenteth,  more  than  over  ninety 
and  nine  just  persons,  which  need  n( 
repentance"    (Luke   15:4-7). 

Glad  as  the  Philadelphia  merchanl 
was  to  take  his  brother  in  his  arms 
and  tenderly  care  for  him,  it  is  but  £ 
dim  shadow  compared  to  the  greal 
love  of  God  who  gave  the  best  thai 
heaven  had  when  He  gave  His  onlj 
begotten  Son.  "For  God  so  loved  th( 
world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotter 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  hirr 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlast- 
ing life." 

Your  loving  Savior  suffered  and  diec 
to   put   away   sin.     He   bore   the   ful 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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iiinlversary  of  a  Christian 


January  10,  1945,  was  the  tenth  an- 
niversary of  the  death  of  Albert  A. 
Hyde,  the  manufacturer  of  Menthola- 
turn.  This  famous  man,  known  all 
over  the  world  for  his  soothing  and 
healing  salve  which  he  manufactured 
and  sold  for  fifty  years,  had  as  a  prin- 
ciple in  life  the  one  purpose  to  "Seek 
*  *  *  first  the  kingdom  of  God." 

It  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  while 
the  Bible  says,  "A  good  name  is  bet- 
ter than  precious  ointment,"  Albert 
Hyde  seemed  to  have  both.  He  had 
patented  an  ointment  that  was  known 
around  the  world  at  his  death  in  1935. 
At  the  same  time  he  had  earned  a  good 
name  for  the  glory  of  God.  The  pres- 
ence of  God  in  the  life  of  Mr.  Hyde 
was  very  real.  The  service  of  winning 
souls  to  Christ  was  so  important  in  his 
life  that  he  gave  nine-tenths  of  his  in- 
come to  God.  Still,  he  was  no  religious 
fanatic,  he  was  no  dreamer,  but  a 
hard  worker,  a  practical  business  man, 
who  built  up  a  tremendous  business 
bringing  in  enormous  profit,  making 
him  a  man  of  wealth,  which  he  in 
turn  gave  back  to  his  God. 

He  was  born  in  Lee,  Mas- 
sachusetts, March  2,  1848.  In 
1865  he  began  the  banking 
business  in  Kansas.  When  he 
was  twenty-four  years  of  age 
he  moved  to  Wichita,  where 
in  ten  years  he  was  on  his 
way  to  a  wealthy  life,  until 
the  inflation  came  and  he 
lost  everything  that  he  had. 

It  was  at  this  time  when 
he  was  without  money,  and 
knew  not  what  to  do,  that  he 
started  a  little  soap  business. 
In  connection  with  this  busi- 
ness he  began  to  experiment 
with  Mentholatum.  Hour  by 
hour,  and  day  by  day,  he 
worked  with  his  own  hands 
filling  jars,  pasting  labels, 
and  boxing  the  jars,  he  would  ship 
them  away  single  handed.  In  those 
early  days  he  made  a  vow  to  God  that 
a  tenth  of  his  income  should  be  dedi- 
cated to  the  Lord.  He  determined  one 
thing — "wealth  must  never  become  his 
master."  The  more  money  that  came 
to  him  as  a  result  of  his  Mentholatum 
factory,  the  more  money  he  gave  to 
God,  until  we  are  told  that  by  the  end 
of  his  life  he  was  giving  nine-tenths  of 
his  income  to  the  Lord's  work. 

Albert  Hyde  became  a  Christian 
early  in  life.  While  still  a  young  be- 
liever, he  learned  to  place  God  first  in 
all  his  thoughts.  It  was  his  main  pur- 
pose in  life  to  bring  glory  to  God,  by 
winning  souls  to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
He  was  a  charter  member,  and  for 
years  an  elder,  in  the  Grace  Presby- 
terian Church  of  Wichita.  Sunday  aft- 
er Sunday  throughout  his  life,  he  was 
faithfully  seen  attending  the  services 
of  his  church.  Every  Sunday  morning 
he  would  stand  before  the  Men's  Bible 
Class  in  this  church  with  the  Bible  in 
his  hand,  and  exhort  them  to  place 
God  first  in  all  of  their  ways.  It  was  a 


fitting  and  memorable  service  which 
marked  his  last  Sunday  School  lesson 
— the  topic  was,  "Seek  ye  first  the 
Kingdom  of  God."  This  he  had  done 
throughout  all  his  Christian  exper- 
ience with  all  his  heart.  Now,  at  the 
end  of  his  life,  his  last  message  to  his 
Bible  class  was  to  be  the  message 
which  culminated  his  own  personal  ex- 
perience more  than  any  other. 

The  Bible  to  Albert  Hyde  was  God's 
Word  to  him.  In  the  Bible  he  found 
inexhaustible  challenge  and  an  un- 
failing comfort.  He  never  found  it 
out  of  date.  He  revealed  its  wonder- 
ful truths  to  his  class,  because  he  had 
experienced  the  things  that  he  was 
teaching  in  his  own  life.  Four  days 
before  his  death,  he  gave  to  his  Bible 
class  his  last  message.  Throughout 
his  life  he  was  closely  identified  with 
the  work  of  the  Y.M.CA.,  both  locally 
and  nationally.  And  when  he  died,  a 
host  of  friends  and  business  associates 
throughout  the  community  and  world 
paid  him  tribute. 

At  the  memorial  service  his  pastor, 


ccount 
with 

GOD? 


Dr.  Marcus  C.  Lindsay,  said:  "This 
man  dedicated  himself  and  his  sub- 
stance wholly  to  the  Lord,  and  when 
wealth  came,  even  beyond  his  fairest 
dream,  it  was  nothing  to  him  but  the 
means  by  which  he  might  fulfill  the 
kingdom  of  God  around  the  world  *  *. 
He  knew  no  black,  no  white,  no  brown, 
no  yellow  *  *  .  He  thought  in  terms 
of  the  kingdom  enterprise.  If  the  cause 
was  worthy  and  he  saw  where  it  would 
advance  the  kingdom,  he  gave. 

"Albert  Hyde  could  have  traveled 
around  the  world  in  luxury,  yet  he 
was  seldom  outside  the  United  States. 
He  could  have  spent  his  winters  in 
California  or  Florida,  but  he  spurned 
luxuries  because  the  calls  of  the  king- 
dom were  so  vast  and  insistent  *  *  . 
The  money  which  came  in  from  the 
Mentholatum,  which  was  for  the  heal- 
ing of  the  body,  he  took  to  spend  for 
the  healing  of  the  souls  of  men." 

The  passion  of  his  life  was  both 
evangelistic  and  missionary.  To  win 
souls  to  the  gospel  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  was  the  cause  to  which  his  life 
and  money  were  dedicated.    Negroes, 
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Indians,  Mexicans,  the  heathen  of 
many  lands,  and  the  scores  of  people 
in  America  all  had  his  sympathetic 
help.  It  was  his  great  desire  to  thus 
glorify  his  God  by  using  his  money 
for  the  sending  of  the  gospel  to  all 
parts  of  the  world.  You  could  find  his 
Mentholatum  products  in  any  drug- 
store, or  chemist  shop  in  the  port  cities 
from  the  Golden  Gate  to  the  Suez 
Canal,  and  from  Cape  Town  to  Cairo, 
and  in  every  possible  country  that  you 
might  visit.  At  the  same  time,  you 
could  find  his  money  invested  in  mis- 
sion schools,  in  Bible  institutes,  in 
gospel  halls,  in  leper  asylums,  in  send- 
ing out  missionaries,  or  in  any  other 
form  of  work  in  which  the  name  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  was  exalted;  the 
same  as  it  was  with  Mentholatum, 
from  the  Golden  Gate  to  the  Suez 
Canal,  and  from  Cape  Town  to  Cairo. 
He  believed  in  making  his  business 
world-wide;  he  also  believed  in  send- 
ing the  gospel  throughout  the  world. 
Albert  Hyde  believed  that  religion 
and  business  could  be  combined.  He 
taught  it,  and  proved  by  liv- 
ing it  day  by  day.  On  Jan- 
uary 4,  1935,  six  days  before 
he  died,  the  eighty-six-year- 
old  Christian  business  man 
spoke  to  a  convention  of 
salesmen. 

"Looking  back  over  the 
years  of  the  Mentholatum 
Company,"  he  said,  "I  cannot 
help  but  feel  that  the  Lord 
has  guided  it  in  many  ways. 
Here  I  am  approaching 
eighty  -  seven,  wobbling 
around  on  my  feet  and  at 
the  head  of  an  organization 
that  has  made  a  real  success 
in  the  world  in  a  material 
way,  and  which  supports  a 
good  many  families. 
"Feeling  the  obligation  I 
do  to  my  profession  of  Jesus  Christ 
and  the  spreading  of  the  gospel,  I 
have  used  a  good  deal  of  my  time  and 
money  in  the  spreading  of  the  gospel 
to  the  ends  of  the  world.  I  believe  that 
with  all  the  unfavorable  conditions  in 
the  world  today  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ  should  be  spread  as  never  be- 
fore *  *  .  Here  I  am  almost  on  the 
verge  of  the  grave — you  may  never  see 
me  again.  I  have  no  great  ability  *  * 
but  I  want  to  say  to  you  that  I  look 
backward  and  find  a  great  joy  in 
having  overcome  lots  of  temptations 
in  the  world,  and  in  having  done 
something  toward  making  this  world 
what  it  ought  to  be,  and  having 
helped  in  the  spreading  of  the 
gospel  of  Jesus  Christ  here  at  home 
and  abroad,  and  it  is  a  real  satisfac- 
tion to  me.  I  am  glad  of  this  op- 
portunity of  expressing  what  I  believe 
to  be  the  truth  in  regard  to  the  king- 
dom of  God  on  earth,  and  our  loyalty 
to  it,  if  we  want  to  have  joy 
and  peace  at  the  end  of  life  *  *  . 
God  go  with  you  and  bless  you 
all!" 
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Robert  Sinclair  Meets  Responsibility 


"Can  you  be  here  for  Thanksgiving, 
Bob?"  asked  Mrs.  Sinclair,  anxiously. 
The  young  man  was  at  home  on  his 
"Sunday  off"  from  the  Lawton  farm 
where  he  was  earning  money  for  his 
next  year  at  Lynngrove  College.  Less 
than  two  weeks  remained  until  the 
holiday. 

"I — don't  —  know,"  he  answered 
slowly.  "I  haven't  asked — yet.  Thought 
I'd  wait  until  Sidney  mentioned  it 
first." 

His  father  looked  up  from  an  article 
he  was  reading  in  the  church  paper, 
to  remark,  "Anything  that  is  not  worth 
asking  for  is  not  worth  having,  son. 
He  may  not  think  that  you  care 
whether  you  have  the  day  or  not." 

His  mother  added  a  question,  "Are 
the  Lawtons  planning  to  go  away  or 
to  entertain?" 

"I've  heard  nothing  about  it  one 
way  or  the  other,"  declared  Robert. 
"We've  been  so  busy  we  haven't  taken 
time  to  think,  much  less  talk.  The 
weather  delayed  the  fall  seeding,  but 
if  nothing  more  happens  we'll  finish 
this  week." 

"You  find  out  right  away  and  drop 
me  a  card.  I  want  to  know  about 
getting  a  turkey,"  admonished  his 
mother.    He  promised. 

Accordingly,  next  morning  he 
broached  the  subject  at  the  breakfast 
table.  "Thanksgiving!"  exclaimed  Sid- 
ney in  consternation.  "Is  it  time  to 
think  about  that!  My,  my,  how  the 
days  do  fly  by.  How  about  it,  Carrie?" 
appealing  to  his  wife.  "What  do  you 
have  on  the  docket?" 

"I  haven't  planned  a  thing,"  she  re- 
plied. "I've  gotten  so  used  to  staying 
home  on  account  of  gas  restrictions 
that  I've  sort  of  gotten  out  of  the 
notion  of  going.  My  folks  live  too 
far  away  for  them  to  come  here, 
and — " 

"And  we  can't  go  there.  Not  with 
all  of  these  chores,"  Lawton  broke  in. 
"What  did  you  want  to  do,  Bob?" 

"My  mother  wanted  me  to  come 
home  for  Thanksgiving  dinner,"  he 
answered.  "I  told  her  we  had  not  con- 
sidered it  yet." 

"I'm  ashamed  of  myself,"  deprecated 
Sidney.  "When  I  was  a  youngster  I 
never  forgot  Thanksgiving.  My  grand- 
mother had  the  whole  family  at  home 
and  I  tell  you  there  was  a  merry 
crowd!" 

"Where  are  they  now?"  Sinclair 
asked  interestedly. 

"Scattered  to  the  four  winds,"  was 
the  brief  reply. 

"Mine,  too,"  added  Mrs.  Lawton. 
"With  a  good  car  and  the  gas  it  was 
nothing  at  all  to  drive  a  hundred  and 
fifty  or  two  hundred  miles.  But  now, 
it  seems  as  if  we  are  as  far  apart  as 
the  poles." 

"For  that  matter,  I  don't  believe  it  is 
necessary  to  drive  a  long  ways  to  get 
into  a  thankful  frame  of  mind,"  in- 


Nellie  L.  Harrington 

sisted  Sidney.  "I  can  be  just  as  thank- 
ful, if  not  more  so,  right  here  at  home 
without  stirring  a  step." 

"Think  we  American  people  have 
been  using  the  occasion  to  satisfy 
carnal  appetites  instead  of  spiritual, 
eh?"  grinned  Bob. 

"Something  like  that,"  agreed  the 
farmer.  "I  didn't  put  it  quite  so  high- 
brow. It's  an  actual  fact  that  I've 
stuffed  myself  on  Thanksgiving  so 
that  all  I  could  do  was  to  waddle 
around  or  go  to  sleep.  I  ask  you  what 
spiritual  value  is  there  in  that?" 

"None  whatever.  A  hog  or  a  dog 
could  do  as  well.  I  wonder  if  we've 
gotten  away  from  the  original  idea 
of  the  day,"  speculated  Robert. 

"My  teacher  said  the  Pilgrims  just 
had  a  handful  of  parched  corn  for 
their  Thanksgiving  dinner.  Couldn't 
'stuff  very  much  on  that,"  piped  up 
Marie  Lawton,  the  seven-year-old 
daughter  of  the  family. 

"Aw,  you  didn't  hear  it  straight," 
corrected  her  brother,  Dick,  with  ten- 
year-old  masculine  superiority.  "When 
I  was  in  her  room  she  told  us  about 
that,  too,  but  it  was  not  for  Thanks- 
giving. Don't  you  remember,  Captain 
Miles  Standish  sent  the  hunters  out 
in  the  woods  to  kill  wild  turkeys.  And 
they  invited  the  Indians  and  feasted 

THANKSGIVING 

By  A.    B.   Simpson 

Once  again  our  glad  thanksgivings 

Rise  before  our  Father's  throne, 
As  we  try  to  count  the  blessings 

Of  the  year  so  swiftly  flown; 
As  we  trace  the  wondrous  workings 

Of  His  wisdom,  power,  and  love, 
And  unite  our  "Holy!    Holy!" 

With  the  Seraphim  above. 

He  has  blessed  our  favored  country 

With  a  free  and  bounteous  hand; 
Peace  and  plenty  in  our  borders, 

Liberty  through  all  our  land. 
And  although  our  sins  and  follies 

Oft  provoked  Him  to  His  face, 
Mercy  still  restrains  His  judgments, 

And  prolongs  our  day  of  grace. 

As  we  gather  round  our  firesides 

On  this  new  Thanksgiving  Day, 
Time  would  fail  to  count  the  blessings 

That  have  followed  all  our  way; 
Grace  sufficient,  help  and  healing, 

Prayer  oft  answered  at  our  call; 
And  the  best  of  all  our  blessings, 

Christ  Himself,  our  All  in  all. 

While  we  love  to  "count  the  blessings," 

Grateful  for  the  year  that's  gone, 
Faith  would  sweep  a  wider  vision, 

Hope  would  gaze  yet  farther  on. 
For  the  signals  all  around  us 

Seem  with  one  accord  to  say, 
"Christ  is  coming  soon  to  bring  us 

Earth's     last,     best     Thanksgiving 
Day!" 
SOSOSOSOQOSOSOSOSQOSiQOQiSOQOQ* 


them  for  two  or  three  days.  Parched 
corn  for  Thanksgiving,  huh!"  scorn- 
fully. 

The  elders  exchanged  amused 
glances.  The  men  could  not  linger. 
There  was  work  to  be  done,  but  as 
Mrs.  Lawton's  hands  were  busy  with 
her  household  tasks  the  germ  of  an 
idea  grew  in  her  thought. 

Stopping  for  a  few  minutes,  she 
picked  up  the  telephone.  "Reva,  what 
are  you  folks  doing  for  Thanksgiving?" 
she   asked. 

A  weary,  dispirited  voice  answered, 
"Nothing!    There's  not  a  thing  to  do." 

"Bring  your  dinner  and  come  on 
over.  Eat  with  us,"  invited  Carrie. 

"Why— why — do  you  mean  it?"  the 
neighbor's  voice  had  suddenly  come 
alive. 

"Why  not?  We  can't  get  away,  eith- 
er, and  this  house  is  altogether  too 
large  for  the  four  of  us." 

"We-e-11,"  tentatively,  "I  had 
thought  about  asking  Grandpa  and 
Grandma  Clark  to  come  over  here,  but 
I  haven't  said  anything  to  them  yet. 
They're  so  lonely  now." 

"Fine.  Have  them  come,  too.  I 
know  she'd  love  to  make  a  pumpkin 
pie.  I  never  tasted  any  better  than 
hers,"  enthused  Carrie.  "Say,  you  have 
given  me  an  idea.  Let's  have  every- 
body!" 

"Oh,  Carrie!  You  can't!  Not  every- 
body!" shrilled  Reva  excitedly. 

"You  come  on  over  this  afternoon 
and  let's  talk  about  it.  See  if  we  can't." 

At  dinner  if  Sidney  and  Bob  had 
been  less  absorbed  in  a  bit  of  work 
that  was  delayed  by  a  machinery 
breakdown  they  would  have  noticed 
Mrs.  Lawton's  unusual  excitement. 
But  they  saw  nothing. 

That  afternoon  Carrie  and  Reva 
put  their  heads  together,  measured 
the  huge  dining  room;  planned  for 
tables  and  seating;  arranged  the 
menu;  agreed  on  division  of  duties, 
and  before  the  supper  hour  they  had 
already  set  the  little  community  to 
humming  with  happy  anticipations. 

The  men  were  taken  by  surprise  but 
they  were  given  little  chance  to  in- 
terfere. Carrie  asked,  "Bob,  have  you 
written  to  your  mother  yet?" 

"No,  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  un- 
til this  morning.  Thought  I'd  write 
this  evening,"  he  replied. 

"Do  you  suppose  your  folks  would 
care  to  come  out  for  our  Thanksgiv- 
ing? Do  they  like  the  country?"  she 
questioned  apprehensively. 

"Oh,  they'd  love  it,  I'm  sure,"  as- 
sured Robert.  * 

"Well,  suppose  I  call  up  your  moth- 
er and  give  the  invitation.  As  host- 
ess I  suppose  it  would  be  my  place 
to  do  it,"  she  suggested. 

He  agreed  and  a  few  minutes  later 
Mrs.  Lawton  and  Mrs.  Sinclair  were 
chatting  via  long  distance  telephone. 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Encouraging  News  from  B.  T.  S. 
ana  College 


A  noted  speaker  once  said,  "A  man's 
conception  of  his  life's  work  is  shown 
in  his  willingness  to  prepare  for  it." 

That  a  great  many  of  our  ministers 
and  prospective  workers  in  the  Church 
have  a  greater  and  more  vivid  concept 
of  their  life's  work  is  shown  by  the 
largest  enrollment  that  B.T.S.  has 
ever  had. 

Out  of  this  fine  group  of  506  stu- 
dents that  registered  September  6  and 
7,  one  hundred  seventy-one  are  en- 
rolled in  the  Christian  Workers'  De- 
partment; seventy  in  the  College  of 
Liberal  Arts;  two  hundred  fifty  in  the 
High  School  Department,  and  fifteen 
in  the  School  of  Music. 

There  are  thirty-five  states  repre- 
sented; also  Old  Mexico,  Hawaii,  and 
the  Dominican  Republic. 

This  body  of  students  represents 
seven  different  denominations;  their 
parents,  eighteen  different  denomina- 
tions. 

An  encouraging  and  noteworthy  fact 
is  that  one  hundred  twenty-eight  are 
preparing  for  the  ministry,  fifty-eight 
for  office  work  and  for  positions  in 
the  business  world;  thirty-five  to  be- 
come missionaries,  and  thirty  to  be- 
come evangelistic  workers.  Still  others 
are  looking  forward  to  careers  as 
teachers,  nurses,  and  in  the  musical 
professions. 

They  are  an  exceptional  group  of 
students  in  their  attitude  toward  the 
crowded  conditions  under  which  we 
are  carrying  on  our  educational  pro- 
gram. Many  have  stated  that  for  years 
they  have  prayed  and  planned  to  come 
to  school  to  prepare  themselves  to  be 
more  efficient  workers  in  the  Master's 
vineyard. 

They  have  felt  the  call  of  God 
upon  their  lives  and  now  that  their 
hopes  are  realized  they  are  more 
than  willing  to  live  under  the  over- 
crowded conditions  that  they,  as  the 
Apostle  Paul,  might  not  be  disobedient 


unto  the  heavenly  vision. 

Brother  Simmons,  with  his  demo- 
cratic ways  and  attitude,  has  already 
made  a  very  favorable  impression  on 
the  entire  student  body  and  faculty  as 
he  enters  into  his  many  and  varied 
tasks  as  our  president  and  pastor. 

With  less  than  a  week  of  the  1945- 
46  term  having  passed,  school  is  well 
under  way.  The  Sunday  School  has 
been  organized  and  all  the  committees 
appointed  for  the  various  school  activ- 
ities and  programs  have  already  gone 
into  action  in  the  performance  of  their 
many  duties. 

In  every  service  conducted  this  first 
week  we  have  felt  the  divine  presence 
of  God  and  the  power  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  has  fallen  in  our  midst.  We  are 
looking  forward  to  a  great  year  in 
B.  T.  S.— Helen  Blackwell. 


MY  ROOMMATE 

Karl  Johnson 

"There  is  a  way  which  seemeth 
right  unto  a  man,  but  *  *  *,"  Prov. 
14:12. 

My  roommate  (I  won't  name  him) 
offered  to  pay  my  way  through  a 
Christian  school  this  year.  He  had 
seen  me  through  my  first  year  of  high 
school,  and  now  presented  this  op- 
portunity to  me.  I  was  deeply  grate- 
ful, as  you  might  know,  and  I  set  aside 
a  part  of  my  earnings  to  pay  him  in 
a  small  way  for  what  he  was  doing 
for  me. 

I  liked  him.  There  just  wasn't  an- 
other roommate  like  mine.  Everything 
went  fine — for  awhile.  When  I  got  to 
school  there  were  so  many  new  peo- 
ple and  things  that  I  almost  forgot 
the  old  adage,  "And  when  you  find 
one  that  is  true,  leave  not  the  old  one 
for  the  new."  At  first  he  insisted  on 
going  everywhere  I  went,  but  he  didn't 
like  the  fellows  I  was  with.  I  didn't 
think  they  were  so  bad.     They  just 


wanted  fun  and  lots  of  it.  I  saw  right 
then  that  I  was  in  my  element. 

Yes  sir!  Here  was  the  place  for  a 
good  time!  So  many  girls  that  really 
set  a  fellow's  heart  a-going!  And  on 
Saturdays  we  hitchhiked  to  another 
town,  spent  our  college  money  for 
candy,  sporting  goods,  and  so  on.  We 
could  simply  write  home  and  say  we 
just  had  to  have  some  things,  and  our 
money  was  all  gone.  Books  cost  so 
much! 

But  my  roommate!  Did  he  think 
I  was  going  to  do  nothing  but  study 
and  sleep  and  go  to  prayer  meetings? 
"You  have  to  have  exercises  and  recre- 
ation and  to  be  a  good  mixer,"  I  told 
him;  but  he  wouldn't  listen.  "All  work 
and  no  play  makes  Jack  a  dull  boy,"  I 
said.  But  that's  as  far  as  my  argu- 
ments went.  He  even  sat  beside  me  in 
chapel,  and  in  every  worship  service 
he'd  keep  nudging  me  all  the  time. 
Well — there  are  lots  of  things  to  think 
about  and  you  get  tired  of  listening 
to  a  preacher — and  there  were  girls 
to  see  and  find  out  about!  I  really  was 
in  the  whirl  of  things.  But  my  room- 
mate! 

I  just  finally,  and  openly  told  him 
off,  and  then  he  quit  nudging  me 
and  preaching  to  me.  He  then  stayed 
out  of  my  affairs  when  I  didn't  want 
him.  Well,  I  needn't  tell  you  that  I 
had  one  swell  time — or,  I  thought  I 
did!  At  least,  I  felt  good,  and  smart, 
and  there  was  plenty  of  action  and 
thrills!  But  for  some  reason,  when 
I  came  heme  evenings  after  prayer 
meeting  (and  seeing  some  girls  up- 
town for  some  eats) ,  my  roommate 
wouldn't  even  speak  to  me.  Then,  as 
surely  as  I  tried  to  get  some  peaceful 
sleep,  he  started  talking.  He  surely 
made  life  uncomfortable  for  me. 

And  how  did  he  know  that  I  had 
used  his  money  and  squandered  it 
foolishly?  I  didn't  realize  that  he 
was  keeping  score  on  me.  But  every 
night  I  was  roundly  accused  for  being 
unsettled  and  indifferent  in  my  Chris- 
tian life.  Why  here  I  was  in  a 
church  school  with  good  people 
around,  attending  all  church  services, 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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JUDY'S  SURPRISE 

CAST  OF  CHARACTERS 
Rev.  Marshall,  father. 
Mrs.  Marshall,  mother. 
Judy  Marshall,  daughter. 
Jane,  a  friend  of  Judy's. 
Mary,  another  girl  friend. 
James,  Mary's  brother. 

FIRST   SCENE 

(Father  seated  in  large  rocker. 
Mother  seated  at  desk  writing  letter. 
She  gets  up  from  desk  and  goes  over 
and  sits  in  chair  near  father.) 

Mother:  Daddy,  I  just  don't  see 
how  I  can  tell  Judy  that  she  cannot 
continue  her  school  work  this  year 
after  Christmas.  She  is  anxious  to 
get  an  education  so  that  her  life  may 
be  more  useful.  I  think  it  will 
almost  break  her  heart,  but  it  is  go- 
ing to  be  impossible  for  us  to  finance 
it  further  right  now.  (Mother  goes 
back  to  desk  and  continues  to  write. 
Someone  behind  curtain  sings  "Have 
Faith  in  God,"  No.  48  in  "Songs  For- 
ever," or  "My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee," 
while  she  writes.  At  close  of  song 
mother  returns  to  chair  and  reads 
letter  to  Dad.) 

"My  dearest  Judy:  I  hope  you  are 
well  and  happy.  Dad  and  I  are  about 
as  usual,  only  that  it  is  making  us 
very  sad  to  have  to  tell  you  the  sad 
news,  that  our  finances  are  very  low 
and  we  are  not  going  to  be  able  to 
send  you  to  school  after  Christmas. 
But  we  are  so  glad  that  you  are  a 
Christian  and  will  understand  when  I 
quote  Rom.  8:28,  'And  we  know  that 
all  things  work  together  for  good  to 
them  that  love  God,  to  them  who  are 
the  called  according  to  his  purpose'; 
that  God's  eye  is  upon  you  and  will 
make  this  one  of  the  all  things.  It  is 
almost  Christmas  now  and  you  will 
soon  be  home.  We  do  not  see  how 
you  can  continue,  but  come  home 
trusting  God  to  do  what  is  best  for 
you." 

Dad:  Poor  child,  I  hope  it  will  not 
disappoint  her  too  much.  I  wish  we 
could  do  better.    Give  her  my  love. 

SECOND   SCENE 

Song,  "God  Is  Still  on  the  Throne" 
behind  curtain. 

(Curtain  opens  on  same  room  slight- 
ly changed  to  look  like  student's 
room.  Judy  is  seated  at  desk  with  a 
large  number  of  books  before  her. 
The  door  opens  and  Jane  enters.) 

Jane:  Hello,  Judy,  I  brought  you  a 
letter  from  home.  I  know  you'll  want 
to  read  it  at  once,  so  don't  let  me 
hinder  you.     I'll  just  wait. 

(Judy  proceeds  to  open  letter  and 
reads.  As  she  reads  her  expression 
changes  to  one  of  sadness.) 

Jane:  Why,  Judy,  what  is  the  mat- 
ter? Is  someone  sick,  or  dead,  which? 

(For  a  moment  she  does  not  speak 
but  sits  in  deep  study.) 

Judy:  I  can't  believe  it,  Jane,  but 
I'm  going  to  have  to  quit  school 
Christmas.     Just   read.      (She    hands 


letter  to  Jane  and  breaks  down  and 
weeps.) 

(Jane  slips  over  and  puts  her  arm 
around  her,  and  says)  Jane:  Don't 
cry,  Judy,  maybe  it's  not  so  bad. 
'Prayer  changes  things,'  you  know. 

(Judy    lifts    her    head    and   smiles) 

Judy:  Of  course,  it  does  and  I'll  pray 
and  you  pray  with  me.  God  does 
answer  prayer.  I've  tested  Him  out 
and  I  know  He  does. 

Jane:     I  have  too. 

Judy:  Poor  Mother  and  Dad,  I'm 
sure  they  feel  as  badly  as  I  about  it, 
so  I'm  going  to  be  brave  and  not 
let  them  know  that  I  feel  so  disap- 
pointed. I'm  so  glad  that  I  have  you, 
Jane,  to  help  me,  and  it's  wonderful 
to  know  God,  too,  at  a  time  like  this. 
Yes,  Judy,  and  it  is  wonderful  to  be 
permitted  to  go  to  a  school  where 
there  are  so  many  Christian  young 
people.  But  isn't  it  strange  that  a 
Christian  school  like  this  one  hasn't 
some  way  of  helping  students  with 
their  training?  Other  schools  have. 
Many  of  our  Christian  schools  have 
funds  like  this  where  one  can  finish 
their  education  and  then  pay  it  back 
when  they  are  financially  able.  Well, 
perhaps  they  will  have  some  time  and 
then  I  can  come  back  to  school,  and  if 
I  can't  come  here,  perhaps  I  can  find 
another  school  where  they  do  have  a 
way  to  help.  Mother  and  Dad  may 
never  be  able  to  help  me  again.  Dad's 
health  is  very  poor  and  mother  is  not 
strong. 

Jane:  Judy,  I'll  tell  you  what  let's 
do.  How  about  going  over  to  the 
Joneses  tomorrow  evening  and  see 
James  and  Mary?  Maybe  they  can 
give  us  some  information. 

Judy:    That's  fine. 

Jane:  We'll  go  over  about  six 
o'clock  so  we  can  get  back  for  study 
hours.     Good  night,  Judy. 

Judy:  Good  night,  Jane,  sweet 
dreams. 

THIRD  SCENE 

(Change  pictures  and  other  things, 
so  it  will  not  look  exactly  like  first 
scene.  In  the  home  of  James  and 
Mary.  Mary  is  seated  at  piano  playing, 
softly,  "God  Will  Take  Care  of  You." 
James  is  reading.  The  doorbell  rings 
and  James  opens  the  door  and  admits 
Jane  and  Judy.  Mary  rises  and  greets 
them  also.) 

Judy:  Go  on  playing,  Mary,  that 
song  sounds  good.  It  is  just  what  I 
need. 

Jane:     Please  do. 

Mary:  Well,  I'll  be  glad  to  if  it  will 
help.    I  was  enjoying  it  myself. 

James:  We  all  need  God's  protect- 
ing care.  We  recently  had  a  lesson 
in  our  Y.P.E.  on  God's  loving  care 
and  I  enjoyed  finding  out  all  I  could 
about  it. 

Judy:  But  come  now  and  listen  to 
this  beautiful  song. 

Mary:  Come  all  you  and  let  us  sing 
it  together.     (All  sing.) 

James:  Well,  let  us  be  seated  and 
talk  over  the  events  of  the  week.  How 


has   the  world   been   treating  you? 

Judy:  That  is  what  we  came  for, 
to  tell  you  our  troubles  and  see  if  you 
can  help  us.  I'm  going  to  have  to 
quit  school  Christmas. 

James:  My!  that  will  never  do. 
Your  education  means  too  much  for 
that.  You  are  going  to  need  it  more 
now  than  at  any  time  in  the  history 
of  the  world. 

Judy:     Yes,  I  know. 

Jane:  But  do  you  think  it  is  as 
necessary  for  a  girl  as  a  boy? 

Mary:  Sure  I  do.  If  anyone  ever 
needed  an  education  the  mother  does, 
in  order  to  train  her  children  right. 

Judy:  Yes,  and  so  many  girls  have 
been  left  during  this  war  with  children 
and  they  are  helpless  to  make  a  living 
without  doing  hard  work  and  many 
are  not  able  to  do  that,  so  they  are 
greatly  handicapped  and  must  adopt 
the  children  out  or  put  them  in  an 
orphans'  home  without  a  real  moth- 
er's love. 

James:  Yes,  and  I  can  tell  you  this 
much.  If  I  ever  get  married,  I  want 
to  marry  a  girl  with  an  education. 
We'll  have  so  much  more  in  common 
and  will  be  happier. 

Judy:  Well,  I  have  faith  that  God 
will  see  me  through  somehow. 

James:  (Picks  up  paper  and  turns 
through  its  pages)  Say,  have  you  seen 
the  new  Lighted  Pathway?  (with  ex- 
citement) I  just  noticed  here  that  our 
Church  is  working  on  a  loan  fund  and 
is  giving  some  prizes. 

Judy:    Oh,  do  tell  us  about  it. 

James:  A  scholarship  is  being  of- 
fered and  two  other  prizes  that  would 
help  you  out,  Judy.  (James  reads 
aloud.) 

Judy:  Right  away  I  get  to  work  on 
it  and  perhaps  I  can  come  back  to 
school  after  Christmas.  I  have  a 
number  of  friends  that  I  think  will 
work  for  me.    Oh,  I'm  so  happy. 

Jane:  I  don't  need  the  scholarship, 
but  I'm  going  to  work  hard  for  this 
loan  fund,  for  I  want  to  be  a  blessing 
to  other  young  people  down  through 
the  years. 

James:  Yes,  I  am  too,  for  there  are 
many  right  now,  just  like  Judy,  who 
are  having  to  quit  and  go  home  be- 
cause of  funds. 

Mary:  Then  I  want  to  be  a  blessing 
to  my  church  by  helping  its  young 
people  to  prepare  for  service  for  my 
Master.  People  prepare  for  every- 
thing else,  but  neglect  the  greatest 
calling  in  the  world. 

Judy:  Well,  Jane,  we  must  get  home 
to  our  studies  (rising  to  go).  We  sure- 
ly have  been  helped  by  coming  over 
to  see  you.  It  is  good  to  talk  our  trou- 
bles over  with  friends.  We  need  each 
other. 

Mary:  I  am  sure  that  God  is  going 
to  help  you,  Judy. 

Judy:  Oh,  I'm  so  encouraged  and 
I'm  going  right  to  work  and  if  I 
shouldn't  get  a  prize  I  will  have  helped 
to  build  a  loan  fund  for  our  school 
and  I  can  borrow  the  money. 

James:  Don't  forget,  we'll  be  pray- 
ing for  you. 

(As  girls  leave  room,  they  turn 
around  and  wave  good-night.) 

James  and  Mary:  Good  night  and 
God  bless  you. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


THE  LEPER  WHO  DSD  NOT  RETURN 


"I  meant  to  go  back,  but  well  you  may  guess 
I  was  filled  with  amazement  I  cannot  express, 
To  think  that  after  those  horrible  years, 
That  passion  of  loathing  and  passion  of  fears, 
By  sores  unendurable  eaten,  defiled, 
My  flesh  was  as  smooth  as  the  flesh  of  a  child ! 
I  was  drunken  with  joy,  I  was  crazy  with  glee, 
I  scarcely  could  walk,  and  I  scarcely  could  see 
For  the  dazzle  of  sunshine  where  all  had  been  black ; 
But  I  meant  to  go  back,  oh,  I  meant  to  go  back! 


"I  had  started — yes,  Luke,  I  had  started — to  find 

The  Healer  so  mighty,  so  tender  and  kind; 

But  work  pressed  upon  me,  my  business,  you  know, 

For  all  of  those  years  I  was  forced  to  let  go; 

I  had  tools  to  collect,  I  had  orders  to  get; 

I  found  my  poor  family  burdened  with  debt; 

My  time  was  all  taken3  with  labor  and  care; 

The  days  went  more  swiftly  than  I  was  aware, 

With  the  practical  problems  I  had  to  attack; 

But  I  meant  to  go  back,  oh,  I  meant  to  go  back. 


"I  had  thought  to  return;  when  my  people  came  out, 
There   were   tears   of   rejoicing,   and   laughter,   and 

shout ; 
They  embraced  me — for  years  I  had  not  known  a  kiss ; 
Ah!  the  pressure  of  lips  in  an  exquisite  bliss. 
They  crowded  around  me,  they  filled  the  whole  place ; 
They  looked  at  my  feet  and  my  hands  and  my  face ; 
My  children  were  there,  my  glorious  wife, 
And  all  the  forgotten  allurements  of  life. 
My  cup  was  so  full  I  seemed  nothing  to  lack ; 
But  I  meant  to  go  back,  I  meant  to  go  back. 


"I  never  supposed  He  would  wait  my  return — 
Just  one  of  the  ten — and  would  linger  and  yearn 
As  you  tell  me  He  did;  why,  Luke,  had  I  thought, 
There  is  no  one  on  earth  I  would  sooner  have  sought ; 
I'd  have  shown  Him  my  body,  all  perfect  and  strong ; 
I'd  have  thanked  Him  and  praised  Him  before  the 

great  throng; 
I'd  have  followed  Him  gladly  forever  and  aye 
Had  I  thought  that  He  minded  my  staying  away — 
He  so  great,  I  so  little  and  paltry! — alack, 
Had  I  only  gone  back!  had  I  only  gone  back!" — Sel. 


IF  THE  WORLD  IS  WRONG 

Lucy  Larcom 

If  the  world  seems  cold  to  you, 

Kindle  fires  to  warm  it; 
Let  their  comfort  hide  from  view 

Winters   that   deform   it. 
Hearts  as  frozen  as  your  own 

To  this  radiance  gather; 
You  will  soon  forget  to  moan, 

"Oh,  the  cheerless  weather!" 

If  the  world's  a  wilderness, 

Go,  build  houses  in  it! 
Will  it  help  your  loneliness 

On  the  world  to  din  it? 
Raise  a  hut,  however  slight, 

Weeds  and  brambles  smother, 
And  to  roof  and  meal  invite 

Some  forlorner  brother. 

If  the  world's  a  vale  of  tears, 

Smile  till  rainbows  span  it; 
Breathe  the  love  that  life  endears, 

Clear  of  clouds  to  fan  it; 
Of  your  gladness  lend  a  gleam 

Unto  souls  that  shiver, 
Show     them     how     dark     Sorrow's 

Blends  with  Hope's  bright  river. 
— The  Boy's  Friend. 


OUR  PRAYER 

Lois  Otis 

Dear  Father,  thou  hast  been  so  good 
We  thank  Thee   for  our  homes  and 

food; 
For  all  the  friends  we  hold  so  dear, 
For  lips  to  speak  and  ears  to  hear; 
For  churches  we  may  worship  in; 
For  assurance  Thou  wilt  forgive  our 

sin; 


For  all  the  things  that  thou  hast  done; 
For  giving  us  thy  beloved  Son. 

Show  us,  dear  Lord,  we  pray  today, 
Some  ways  that  we  can  help  repay 
Some  thing  that  Thou  hast  done  for  us. 
Thou  art  our  Lord;  we  are  but  dust. 
Give  us  the  strength  to  do  Thy  will; 
Thy  promises  to  help  fulfill. 
Open  our  eyes  that  we  may  see 
And  know  just  what  Thy  will  may  be. 

LIFE   IS  SO   SHORT 

Margaret  Scott  Hall 

Let's  smile  and  be  kind — life  is  so  short 

And  most  of  the  way  so  rough, 
The  times  are  trying,  the  road  upgrade, 

And  always  trouble  enough. 
Yesterday's  hurts  we'll  try  to  forego — 

And  tomorrow's  cares  can  wait, 
Today  with  diligence  let  us  keep 

Our  hearts  from  the  stain  of  hate. 

Life  is  too  short  for  spite  and  revenge 

And  paying  back  wrong  for  wrong — 
Try  patience  and  love  and  forgiveness, 

Meet  slights  with  a  smile  and  a  song; 
The  sad  world  with  all  its  repining, 

Its  bitterness,  care,  and  tears, 
Needs  the  wealth  of  your  loving  kind- 
ness 

To  sweeten  the  sin-soiled  years. 

Yes,  life  is  too  short  to  be  hateful 

Or  scorning  any  you  meet, 
Then  strive  to  be  pleasant  and  gentle, 

To  always  smile  and  be  sweet; 
For  the  sunshine  of  love  is  needed 

To  warn  the  world  with  its  light 
And  to  shed  abroad  its  effulgence 

To  bless  humanity's  night. 

— Baptist  Observer. 


EXALTATION 

Miss  Hope  Goodman 

If  I  can  hold  my  head  up  high 

And  know  I  never  failed  to  try; 

With  charitable  love  and  a  sunny 
smile, 

Tried  each  moment  to  make  worth- 
while, 

I  will  have  reached  my  goal. 

If  I  can  know  I  did  my  best 
Through  every  trial  and  every  test; 
Tried  hard  to  keep  my  record  clear, 
From  start  to  ending  of  each  year, 
I  will  have  reached  my  goal. 

If  when  the  end  of  this  long  trail, 
The  ship  of  life  has  ceased  to  sail; 
I  can  face  my  Maker  brave 
And  know  I  sought  some  soul  to  save, 
I  will  have  reached  my  goal. 


MY  PRAYER 

Mae  Troy-Hawkins 

Dear  Lord,  go  with  me  as  I  travel  on 
my  way, 

Help  me  to  think  no  ill  from  day  to 
day. 

Teach  me  to  smile  through  tears,  and 
to  employ 

A  kindly  word  or  deed — that  joy 

May  linger  near  some  soul 

Who  strives  to  sing,  tho'  billows  roll. 

If  on  the  mountain  or  the  sunny  lea, 

O'er  carefree  trails,  or  on  the  sea, 

I  need  Thy  Presence  with  me  every- 
where, 

Stay  near,  dear  Lord — this  is  my 
prayer. 


November,  1945 
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THE  EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

sheep. 

We  hear  a  great  many  sayings 
among  Christians  like  this:  "I  do  not 
feel  happy,"  "I  am  not  enjoying  my- 
self," etc.,  when,  according  to  Christ's 
own  teaching  and  Paul's,  we  are  to  be 
forgetful  of  ourselves,  deny  ourselves, 
reckoned  dead  to  ourselves,  and  con- 
sider Him,  look  unto  Him,  and  not  to 
please  ourselves,  but  Him,  live  for  the 
joy  of  others,  and  delight  only  in  do- 
ing the  whole  will  of  God.  I  think  the 
cowboy's  illustration  is  about  right, 
don't  you?  To  be  sure,  when  you 
buckle  on  the  straps  and  go  to  work 
it  will  not  be  so  easy  as  sitting  down 
praising,  but  the  way  of  the  cross 
leads  home. 

Which  shall  I  choose  today, 
The  hard  or  easy  way? 

To  seek  some  soul  to  bless, 
Or  stay  in  idleness? 

For  some  cause  to  sacrifice 
Or  simply  close  my  eyes? 

Work  out  God's  plan  for  me, 
Or  set  my  passions  free? 

Climb  upward  on  my  knees, 
Or  only  see  for  ease? 

Walk  where  the  martyrs  trod, 
Or  scorn  the  claims  of  God? 

Lord,  in  my  heart  today 
I  give  Thee  right  of  way; 
Work  both  to  will  and  do 
And  help  me  to  be  true. 

We  are  thinking  of  the  boys  who 
come  home  afflicted  and  unable  to  do 
the  things  they  want  to  do.  Some  of 
them  had  visions  of  doing  great  things 
in  this  world.  But  war  came  and  you 
had  to  leave  everything  that  was  dear 
to  your  heart,  and  now  you  have  re- 
turned and  I  hear  you  say,  "How  can 
I  ever  thank  God."  Perhaps  you  were 
not  a  Christian  when  you  made  your 
plans  and  God  was  not  in  them.  If 
that  is  true,  and  if  you  will  turn  over 
the  remnant  of  your  life  to  Him,  He 
can  do  a  thousand  times  more  with 
the  remnant,  perfectly  pliable  in  His 
hands,  than  He  could  ever  have  done 
with  the  whole  body.  Just  a  little  in 
the  hands  of  Christ  is  more  than  all 
in  our  own  hands.  Whether  we  are 
whole  or  whether  we  are  part,  God 
can  use  us  if  we  are  all  His.  Then 
are  you  not  glad  that  your  case  is  not 
hopeless  as  the  enemy  of  our  souls 
would  like  to  make  you  believe?  Some 
of  the  greatest  characters  this  world 
has  ever  known  have  been  men  and 
women  who  were  handicapped  by  af- 
fliction. 

Last  but  not  least,  we  want  to  offer 
thanksgiving  for  the  youth  of  our  land 
and  the  pleasure  we  have  had  in 
serving  you  for  the  last  sixteen  years. 
It  has  been  a  pleasure  to  serve  you. 
We  appreciate  your  cooperation  and 
your  love.  We  appreciate  the  good 
letters  you  have  sent  in  for  encourage- 
ment. Your  letters  testifying  to  the 
blessing  the  Lighted  Pathway  has  been 
to  you,  have  kept  us,  many  times,  from 


Send  all  contributions  for  Stu- 
dent Loan  Fund  to  B.  T.  S.  and 
College,   Sevierville,   Tenn. 
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fainting   by   the   wayside.    We   thank 
God  for  you. 

In  this  last,  but  not  least,  message 
we  want  to  mention  our  thanks  to 
God  for  sixteen  more  pages  in  this 
November  issue.  I  know  you  will  be 
happy,  too.  I  want  to  ask  you  to  read 
it  from  cover  to  cover  each  time  and 
I  am  sure  it  will  be  a  blessing  to  you. 
Of  course,  if  you  do  not  read  it,  you 
will  not  expect  it  to  bless  your  soul. 
Write  me  from  time  to  time  any  help- 
ful criticism  and  we  will  accept  it 
humbly  and  do  our  best  to  meet  your 
need.  Any  encouraging  words  or 
words  of  commendation  will  be  ac- 
cepted also,  humbly.  We  realize  more 
and  more  as  the  days  come  and  go, 
that  without  the  Lord's  help  we  are 
worthless. 

I  have  been  preaching  the  gospel 
to  you  for  sixteen  years  and  I  have 
never  had  a  love  offering.  Most  min- 
isters have  many  of  them.  I  have  con- 
tributed to  them  many  times.  I  have 
helped  to  buy  all  kinds  of  presents  for 
Christian  workers,  new  suits  and  new 
dresses.  I  have  known  of  some  who 
have  had  monuments  built  for  them 
after  they  have  passed  away.  These 
little  ministries  are  all  beautiful  but 
there  is  just  one  thing  that  I  want  you 
to  do  for  me  and  that  will  be  all  the 
love  offering  I  will  ever  ask,  that  is, 
help  build  a  students'  loan  fund  for 
the  young  people  of  our  Church  to 
attend  Bible  School.  I  am  interested 
in  them.  I  am  interested  in  the 
school.  I  want  to  lift  the  burden  from 
the  boys  and  girls  who  want  to  train 
for  service.  To  those  of  you  who  would 
like  to  give  in  a  love  offering  for  me 
and  to  those  who  would  send  flowers 
to  put  on  my  casket  when  I  am  gone, 
will  you  send  it  now  for  our  students' 
loan  fund?  I  should  feel  proud  of  a 
monument  like  that  when  I  am  gone. 

We  are  asking  for  $100,000  for  this 
fund.  One  dollar  from  every  reader 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway  would  put  it 
over  the  top;  but,  of  course,  every 
reader  will  not  be  interested,  so  some 
will  have  to  give  a  larger  amount. 
We  have  heard  of  some  who  have, 
through  this  loan  fund  drive,  been 
interested  in  some  special  student  and 
are  financing  him  through  school. 
We  think  this  is  fine,  but  to  place  your 
contribution  in  the  loan  fund  and 
let  it  go  on  helping  the  youth  of  our 
Church  down  through  the  years,  is 
much  better.  The  young  man  or 
woman  who  does  not  succeed  after 
he  or  she  is  through  school,  to  grad- 
ually replace  the  money  in  the 
fund,  has  not  been  a  worthy  student, 
neither  very  thankful  for  what  has 
been  done  for  them.  A  worthy  stu- 
dent will  be  glad  to  cooperate  in  this 
way.  Perhaps  you  may  inquire,  How 
will  it  be  decided  who  is  worthy?  A 
committee  will  be  appointed  to  receive 
recommendations  from  pastors  or 
some  responsible  people,  as  to  the 
character  and  standing  in  their  home 


church  and  community,  and  only  those 
who  measure  up  will  be  considered.  It 
is  only  fair  that  the  money  donated 
to  this  fund  be  used  where  it  counts 
most.  If  you  have  a  donation  for  the 
education  of  our  youth,  give  it  to  the 
loan  fund  and  let  it  continue  to  be 
a  blessing  down  through  the  years. 

O  Lord,  I  want  my  life  to  speak  on 

When  I  am  gone: 
May  something  I  have  done,  my  days 

outlive; 
Some  sacred  act  of  faith,  its  memory 

weave, 
And  unto  men  a  lasting  blessing  give 

When  life  is  done. 
Oh,  may  some  word  I've  said,  some 
deed  of  love 
A  comfort  prove: 
Let  something  stand  a  lasting  monu- 
ment— 
Approved  of  God,  an  holy  compliment, 
That  I  upon  His  work  was  full  intent, 
Sent  from  above. 

ROBERT  SINCLAIR   MEETS 
RESPONSIBILITY 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
The  invitation  was  joyfully  accepted 
and  arrangements  quickly  made.  "We 
must  not  hold  the  line  too  long,  you 
know,"  Carrie  had  said. 

"There,  that's  done.  I  know  I'm  go- 
ing to  like  your  mother,  Bob.  She 
sounds  exactly  like  you.  They'll  be 
here.  She  said  they  could  find  gas 
to  come  this  far." 

Robert  went  to  his  room  in  a 
thoughtful  mood.  A  Thanksgiving 
meant  giving  thanks  to  the  heaven- 
ly Father,  and  so  far  in  the  planning 
he  had  heard  no  word  about  that. 
Could  it  be  that  this  was  his  particu- 
lar responsibility?  The  Lord  would 
lead. 

"Oh,  Mother,  let's  have  a  fire  in  the 
fireplace  that  day.  I'll  get  the  wood, 
and  I'll  build  it,  too,  if  you  say  so," 
was  Dick's  unexpected  offer. 

"We-e-11,  we'll  have  to  change  the 
tables  if  we  do,"  his  mother  hesitated. 

Robert  looked  about  appraisingly. 
"Why  couldn't  you  place  the  tables 
'banquet  style,'  in  the  shape  of  a 
U?"  he  asked.  "They  can  be  seated 
to  a  better  advantage — open  side  to 
the  fire.  Then  everybody  can  enjoy 
it." 

"I  never  thought  of  that.  I  have  not 
attended  many  banquets,"  she  smiled. 

They  did  a  bit  of  figuring  on  the  new 
arrangement.  "That  will  do  it  all 
right,"  Carrie  conceded.  "Now  who 
should  sit  in  the  center?" 

"Oh,  that  is  always  the  'speaker's 
table,'  "  Bob  said  diffidently. 

"Speaker?"  in  surprise,  "I  didn't 
know  we  were  to  have  one." 

"We  ought  to  have  some  sort  of 
a  program — Thanksgiving  Day,"  he 
suggested.   His  heart  was  pounding. 

"Sure.  That's  right,"  declared  Sid- 
ney. "Say,  Bob,  didn't  you  say  you 
were  studying  to  be  a  preacher?  Well 
this  is  your  chance  to  get  busy  and 
give  this  community  a  gospel  message. 
We  need  it.  We  none  of  us  get  out 
to  church  as  often  as  we  ought  to." 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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The  Ministry  of  Women 


(Mark  14:3,8) 
Mrs.  G.  R.  Watson 


When  Israel  had  forgotten  God,  did 
evil  in  His  sight,  violence  and  crime 
rampant  and  the  people  facing  starva- 
tion, "there  came  a  woman,"  Deborah, 
courageous,  fearless  and  persevering. 
She  led  the  people  to  victory  and  gave 
the  Lord  the  praise.    Judges  5:1. 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  sayings 
of  the  Bible  was  uttered  by  a  woman 
— "Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee,  or  to 
return  from  following  after  thee:  for 
whither  thou  goest,  I  will  go;  and  .  .  . 
thy  people  shall  be  my  people  and 
THY  GOD  MY  GOD  .  .  ."  Ruth  was 
willing  to  forsake  her  home,  country 
and  loved  ones  and  go  to  a  strange 
country  that  she  might  serve  the  true 
God.  She  became  an  ancestress  of  our 
Lord. 

When  the  whole  Jewish  race  was 
condemned  to  death,  helpless,  because 
of  the  selfishness  and  ruthlessness  of 
an  enemy,  "there  came  a  woman," 
beautiful,  gracious  Esther,  who  had 
been  chosen  queen  above  all  the  beau- 
tiful women  of  the  kingdom,  and 
"who  came  to  the  kingdom  for  such 
a  time  as  this."  She  took  the  risk 
of  losing  her  favor  with  the  king  and 
even  the  risk  of  her  life  to  save  her 
race — "So  will  I  go  unto  the  king, 
which  is  not  according  to  the  law: 
and  if  I  perish,  I  perish." 

When  the  world  was  clothed  in 
darkness,  no  prophet's  voice  having 
been  heard  for  over  400  years,  the  peo- 
ple, weary  of  the  rule  of  the  Romans 
and  the  hypocritical  religion  of  the 
Pharisees,  cried  out  to  God.  His  heart 
was  touched.  When  He  sought  a  chan- 
nel to  work  through,  "there  came  a 
woman,"  Mary,  sweet,  pure,  and  gen- 
tle, yielding  herself  to  the  will  of 
God  to  become  a  mother,  the  mother 
of  the  Son  of  God.  "She  KEPT  all 
these  sayings  and  pondered  them  in 
her  heart." 

One  of  the  very  first  to  praise  Jesus 
and  tell  of  the  redemptive  story  was 
Anna,  a  prophetess,  which  departed 
not  from  the  temple,  but  served  God 
with  fastings  and  prayers  night  and 
day  (what  a  privilege!)  .  .  .  "And  she 
coming  in  that  instant  gave  THANKS 
likewise  unto  the  Lord,  and  SPAKE  of 
Him  to  ALL  them  that  looked  for  re- 
demption in  Jerusalem." 

Women  have  a  part  in  evangelism. 
When  Jesus  was  seeking  a  way  to 
reach  the  mixed  people  of  Samaria 
("He  must  needs  go  through  Samaria," 
John  4:4),  "there  came  a  woman." 
She  left  her  water  pots  and  ran  into 
the  city  and  told  of  the  Messiah  and 
His  message.  Through  her  efforts  the 
whole  city  was  stirred  and  went  out 
to  see  Jesus  and  invited  Him  to  their 
city.  "He  abode  there  two  days  and 
many  more   believed   .   .   ." 

Just  a  few  days  before  Jesus  was  to 
give  His  life,  He  needed  sympathy  and 
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understanding.  "There  came  a  wom- 
an with  an  alabaster  box  of  ointment 
of  spikenard  very  precious;  and  she 
broke  the  box  and  poured  it  on  His 
head  .  .  .  anointing  His  body  to  the 
burying.  The  men  murmured  against 
her.  And  Jesus  said,  LET  HER  ALONE 
.  .  .  SHE  HATH  WROUGHT  A  GOOD 
WORK  ON  ME.  .  .  .  SHE  HATH  DONE 
WHAT  SHE  COULD  .  .  .  WHEREVER 
THIS  GOSPEL  SHALL  BE  PREACHED 
THROUGHOUT  THE  WHOLE  WORLD, 
THIS  ALSO  THAT  SHE  HATH  DONE 
SHALL  BE  SPOKEN  OF  FOR  A  MEM- 
ORIAL OF  HER." 

Jesus  said,  "But  ONE  thing  is  need- 
ful .  .  ."  "There  came  a  woman." 
"Mary  hath  chosen  that  good  part, 
which  shall  not  be  taken  away  from 
her,"  not  careful  and  troubled  about 
MANY  things  but  to  sit  at  the  feet  of 
Jesus  and  learn  of  Him. 

Toward  the  close  of  one  of  the  dark- 
est nights  that  ever  enveloped  the 
world,  "there  came  a  woman,"  several 
of  them,  to  the  tomb  to  anoint  His 
body,  but,  lo,  they  were  privileged  to 
see  Jesus,  to  hear  His  voice,  to  tell  the 
news  to  the  disciples,  and  to  take  the 
first  resurrection  message,  "Tell  his 
disciples  and  Peter  that  he  goeth  be- 
fore you  into  Galilee;  there  shall  ye 
see  him,  as  he  said  unto  you." 

On  down  through  the  corridors  of 
time  women  have  served,  and  served 
faithfully.  At  one  time,  when  alcohol 
ruled  freely,  men  and  women  became 
degraded  under  its  influence.  God 
needed  a  leader.  "There  came  a  wom- 
an." Frances  Willard  picked  up  the 
banner  of  Jesus  and  with  her  eloquent 
speeches,  stirring  writings,  and  great 
ability  as  a  leader,  inspired  the  organ- 
ization of  the  Women's  Christian 
Temperance  Union.  In  spite  of  the  re- 
peal of  prohibition,  this  great  organ- 
ization has  marched  on  with  success. 

In  the  Nineteenth  Century,  when 
wars  were  raging  and  sick  and  wound- 
ed soldiers  dying  in  filth  and  confu- 
sion, God  needed  someone  to  carry  a 
ray  of  light  and  a  message  of  hope. 
"There  came  a  woman."  Florence 
Nightingale  left;  her  home  of  refine- 
ment and  plenty  to  carry  the  minis- 


NOTE:  We  appreciate  this  article 
from  Sister  Watson.  She  was  Miss 
Lula  Caldwell  when  we  launched  our 
work  for  the  young  people,  and  was 
a  great  inspiration  in  those  first  years 
of  joys  and  discouragements  we  ex- 
perienced. 

We  wish  we  could  mention  others 
to  whom  we  owe  much  for  any  suc- 
cess we  may  have  had  or  any  blessing 
we  have  been  along  the  way. 

May  God  bless  all  who  have  con- 
tributed to  the  work  of  our  young 
people,  of  which  I  have  had  only  a 
small  part. 


try  of  healing  and  sanitation  to  the 
wounded  soldiers.  Her  work  was  a 
forerunner  of  the  great  organization 
of  the  Red  Cross,  which  has  been  and 
still  is  a  blessing  to  millions.  In  this 
present  war  our  women,  by  the  thou- 
sands, have  worked,  sacrificed,  given 
and  served,  even  to  the  giving  of 
their  lives,  for  the  cause  of  right. 

When  people  were  downhearted  and 
the  spirit  of  gloom  and  sadness 
reigned,  God  needed  someone  to 
brighten  life  and  inspire  souls  to  look 
upward.  "There  came  a  woman." 
Fanny  Crosby  lifted  her  sightless  eyes 
toward  heaven  and  sang,  from  the 
depth  of  her  great  soul,  "And  I  shall 
see  Him  face  to  face."  Her  songs  have 
inspired  and  blessed  multiplied  thou- 
sands, which  reminds  us  of  dear  Helen 
Keller  who  is  a  source  of  blessing  and 
encouragement  to  the  crippled  and 
wounded  soldiers  she  visits.  Her  out- 
standing accomplishments,  despite 
her  handicaps,  should  be  an  inspira- 
tion to  every  unfortunate  one. 

Think,  also,  of  the  thousands  of 
great  women  in  public  life.  In  fact,  in 
every  walk  of  life  women  are  carrying 
their  part  of  the  load.  The  teachers  of 
the  public  schools,  Sunday  School 
teachers,  missionaries,  evangelists, 
and,  last  but  not  least,  those  who 
sacrifice,  work,  and  give  that  others 
might  go  and  take  the  gospel  mes- 
sage. 

When  the  youth  of  the  Church  of 
God  needed  encouragement  and  an 
outlet  for  their  various  stored-up  tal- 
ents "there  came  a  woman,"  Sister 
Alda  B.  Harrison,  a  woman  with  a 
vision,  a  burden,  a  zeal,  a  faith  and 
courage  for  the  vast  undertaking  of 
an  extensive  young  people's  program, 
which  included  the  Y.P.E.  organiza- 
tion, the  publication  and  distribu- 
tion of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  other 
religious  literature,  encouragement  of 
daily  vacation  Bible  schools,  writing 
letters  of  advice,  help,  and  inspiration, 
and,  in  later  years,  the  organization 
of  the  "Happy  Home  Circle"  to  en- 
courage proper  training  of  the  chil- 
dren "from  their  cradle  up,"  which 
will  be  an  indefinite  blessing  to  young 
parents.  Surely  there  has  not  arisen 
a  greater  among  women  than  Sister 
Harrison. 

A  time  came  also  in  the  Church 
when  helpers  were  needed  and  need- 
ed badly.  "There  came  a  woman,"  Sis- 
ter S.  J.  Wood,  and  thousands  of  oth- 
ers, following  Dorcas  with  their 
needles,  talents,  their  offerings  and 
little  bundles.  The  hungry  have  been 
fed,  the  naked  clothed,  the  discouraged 
heartened,  the  sick  visited;  nice,  new 
church  buildings  erected,  parsonages 
built  and  furnished;  prayer  bands 
organized,  and,  the  Church  in  gen- 
eral, lifted  and  blessed.  This  depart- 
ment of  the  Church  is  greater  every 
year.  Our  women  are  working  hard, 
sacrificing,  serving  and  giving,  and 
methinks  when  the  rewards  are  given 
to  the  FAITHFUL  these  souls  will 
have  a  rich  reward.  May  God  bless 
every  one  the  world  over  who  takes 
part  in  this  great  work. 

God  called  and  used  the  great  wom- 
( Continued  on  page  21) 
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A  PERTINENT  QUESTION 

If  Jesus  came  walking,  came  seeking  today, 
Came  searching  for  fishers  of  men, 

Lord,  what  would  I  answer  Him,  what  would 
I   say 
If  He  called  to  me  as  He  did  then? 

Now  Galilee  waters  were  teeming  with  fish, 
And  the  fish  sellers'  earnings  were  good; 

And  dwellings  they  had  with  their  loved  and 
their   kin 
For  in  business  respected  they  stood. 

Yet  Jesus  could  offer  them  little  of  treasure 
Of  earth,  yea,  half  homeless  was  He; 

But  treasures  in  heaven  in  bountiful  measure 
If  His  fishers  of  men  they  would  be. 

So  they  cast  down  their  nets  and  took  san- 
dals and  staves 
And   trod   the   hard    road  with   Him    then. 
O    God,    would    I    answer    as    they    did    and 
follow 
Giving  all  to  be  fisher  of  men? 

Even   now   He   is  seeking  and  searching  and 
calling 
For  helpers  with  vision  and  vim. 
Dear   Father  Thy   grace   and   Thy   smile   are 
sufficient, 
I'll    gladly    be    fisher   with    Him! 

— Selected. 

THE   PERSONAL  TOUCH 

Every  man  who  has  accomplished 
anything  in  the  business  world  knows 
the  value  of  the  personal  touch.  A  man 
is  far  more  apt  to  buy  your  goods  if 
you  use  your  personal  persuasion,  than 
if  you  try  to  sell  only  through  cor- 
respondence or  advertising.  These  lat- 
ter have  their  value,  but  the  best  busi- 
ness of  a  firm  is  done  through  its  trav- 
eling men,  the  men  it  sends  out  to 
come  in  personal  contact  with  the 
buyer. 

So  it  is  with  winning  souls.  There 
are  many  ways  of  soul-winning.  The 
pulpit  is  not  the  least  of  them.  Nor 
is  the  consecrated  life  without  its  un- 
measured value  in  the  kingdom  of 
God.  But  never  yet  has  any  method 
been  found  that  is  more  effective  than 
the  personal  touch.  The  human  mind 
responds  to  the  human  mind.  So  also 
does  the  human  heart  respond  to  the 
human  heart.  And  the  sinner  who 
realizes  his  sin,  who  knows  what  he 
should  do,  but  lacks  the  inclination  or 
courage  or  the  energy  to  do  it,  who 
knows  that  he  can  be  eternally  lost, 
but  makes  no  effort  to  be  saved,  may 
not  want  to  listen  to  a  sermon.  What 
he  needs  is  for  some  self-sacrificing, 
devoted,  consecrated  human  being 
whose  life  has  been  touched  by  the 
hand  of  God,  and  whose  heart  is  filled 
with  love  for  God  and  man,  to  give 
him  the  helping  hand,  and  point  out 
to  him  the  true  and  only  way. 

THE  LITTLE  FRENCH  GIRL 

Some  years  ago  a  very  pretty  little 
French  girl,  about  nine  years  old,  was 


brought  by  a  young  English  friend  to 
call  upon  me.  She  was  stylishly 
dressed,  and  her  large,  dark,  laughing 
eyes  and  long  brown  curls  gave  her 
a  very  attractive  appearance. 

A  little  broken  English  had  been 
learned,  of  which  she  seemed  very 
proud,  saying  the  words  she  had 
learned  with  a  smile,  and  with  a  toss 
of  the  head  that  showed  her  satis- 
faction. 

Jennie,  whom  I  had  known  for  some 
time,  acted  as  her  guide,  and  we 
chatted  freely  about  the  sights  she  had 
seen  in  the  great  city,  and  the  friends 
she  had  met. 

I  then  asked  Cora  if  she  ever  read 
God's  Word. 

Assuming  quite  a  serious  air,  she 
soon  gave  me  to  understand  she  had 
not.  Taking  my  pocket  Testament,  I 
opened  at  Galatians  2:20  and  pointed 
to  the  words,  "The  Son  of  God  who 
loved  me  and  gave  Himself  for  me." 

I  then  repeated  them  slowly  and  dis- 
tinctly, asking  Cora  to  say  them  after 
me.  "Jesus  Christ  is  the  Son  of  God," 
I  said,  "He  loved  Cora,  and  gave  Him- 
self that  Cora  might  go  to  heaven." 
She  looked  at  me  wistfully. 

"Will  you  put  your  name  into  the 
verse  instead  of  the  word  'me'?  Will 
you  learn  it  so,  and  try  never  to  for- 
get it?"  The  words,  having  been  re- 
peated several  times,  were  thus 
learned,  "The  Son  of  God,  who  loved 
Cora,  and  gave  Himself  for  Cora." 

The  child  gave  me  her  promise,  and 
we  parted.  My  heart  was  lifted  up  in 
prayer  that  she  might  know  Jesus  as 
her  personal  Savior. 

I  did  not  see  Cora  again,  and  when 
I  asked  Jennie  about  her,  she  said  she 
had  returned  to  France.  One  day, 
seven  or  eight  years  after,  I  was  told 


AN  EXTRACT  FROM  A  LETTER 
RECEIVED  FROM  TALMADGE 
McNABB 
A  train  or  bus  station?  Yes,  and 
I  have  two  hours  to  wait.  What  shal! 
I  do  during  the  long  wait?  Oh  yes,  I 
shall  go  over  to  the  tract  box  and 
read  some  of  the  literature  placed 
there.  Perhaps  there  is  something 
good  to  read  that  would  help  pa;s 
the  long  v/ait  and  make  it  seem  short- 
er. But  no,  what  do  I  find?  Another 
false  cult  has  been  on  the  alert  and 
seized  the  opportunity  to  scatter  their 
bloodless  literature.  There  is  not  one 
piece  of  sound  Christian  literature  in 
the  box.  I  go  away  disappointed.  .  .  . 
"Some  Christians  and  young  people 
in  this  community  have  not  been  on 
the  alert  and  have  let  the  opportunity 
pass  to  scatter  gospel  literature,"  I  go 
away  thinking.  In  the  meantime  the 
false  cults  have  seized  the  opportunity 
and  placed  their  bloodless  literature 
in  the  boxes. 


that  a  young  lady  wished  to  see  me, 
and  that  she  declined  to  send  in  her 
name. 

As  the  visitor  entered  the  room  I  did 
not  recognize  her.  With  beaming  face 
and  flashing  eyes  she  said,  "You  do 
not  know  me;  you  have  forgotten.  I 
am  Cora.  Do  you  not  remember  teach- 
ing me,  when  I  was  a  child,  that  'the 
Son  of  God  loved  Cora,  and  gave  Him- 
self for  Cora'?" 

"Why,  yes,"  said  I,  as  I  took  her 
extended  hand.  "But  are  you  really  the 
(Continued  on  page  33) 


Note 

We  are  very  sorry  that  we  failed  to 
tell  the  church  where  our  first  grad- 
uation class  came  from.  Griffin,  Ga., 
is  the  honored  church.  The  pastor  is 
Rev.  C.  H.  Chambley.  Congratulations, 
Brother  Chambley. 
**************************** 

|      IT'S   THE  TRUTH      | 

$       1|  By    W.  R.  C.  $ 

**************************** 

There  he  lay — my  insurance  agent — 
in  a  casket.  It  is  hard  to  express  in 
words  how  I  felt  as  I  looked  down  at 
him. 

Three  days  before,  he  came  to  my 
home  to  collect.  I  was  reading  my 
Bible.  Previous  to  this  time  we  had 
played  cards  and  drank  beer  together, 
but  God  had  had  mercy  on  my  poor 
soul  and  saved  me.  I  told  my  friend 
I  didn't  want  to  play  cards  and  drink 
any  more.  He  laughed  good-natured- 
ly, and  why  I  did  it  I  don't  know,  but 
I  said  to  him,  "Roy,  do  you  realize  that 
the  next  death  benefit  your  company 
pays  in  this  town  could  be  your  own?" 

He  said,  "Yes,  I  have  had  a  funny 
feeling  here  of  late  that  something 
is  going  to  happen  to  me." 

Inexperienced  as  I  was,  I  tried  to 
tell  him  about  Jesus,  but  it  didn't  seem 
to  do  any  good.  Little  did  I  know  I 
would  never  see  him  alive  again. 

Three  days  later,  after  midnight, 
Roy  and  his  wife  were  drinking  beer 
in  a  joint  near  their  home,  when  their 
two  boys,  one  fifteen  and  the  other 
seventeen,  came  into  the  place  about 
drunk.  The  father  put  the  boys  out 
of  the  beer  joint,  and  told  them  to 
go  home  and  go  to  bed.  This  made 
the  youngest  boy  angry,  and  he  shot 
his  father  with  a  sawed-off  .22  rifle, 
the  bullet  piercing  his  intestines  seven 
times. 

There  he  lay- — my  insurance  agent — 
cold  in  death.  A  few  feet  away — be- 
tween two  Michigan  state  policemen — 
sat  the  fifteen-year-old  boy  who  mur- 
dered his  father,  not  a  tear  in  his  eyes, 
not  a  sign  of  regret  on  his  face. 

Just  a  picture  of  what  happened  in 
one  home  where  Christ  was  left  out. 


Motto:  "He  That  Winneth  Souls  Is  Wise,"  Prov.  11:3  5. 


[Page  18] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


THE    FALLEN    SOLDIER 

(Composed  by  James  B.  Atkins,  and  respectfully  dedicated  to  those  who  fell 

in  battle  and  lie  beneath  the  crosses  that  mark  their  graves  on  the 

distant  isles  of  the  Southwest  Pacific.) 


Beneath   the   palms  on   foreign   soil 

Our  bodies  lie  in   rest. 
The  tois'j  of  war  to  us  are  o'er. 

And  we  have  done  our  best. 

We  gave  our  lives  that  you,  and  you 

Might  have  a  better  land. 
Free   from   toil,   and    strife   of   war. 

Free  from  the  tyrant's  hand. 

So  comrades,  lift  the  torch  up,  high. 
Where  we   have   staked   our   claim. 

So  we  may  know  that  victory's  won, 
Our  death  was  not  in  vain. 

And  when  at  la;t  you're  headed  home 
As  upon  the  waves  you  toss, 

Don't  forget  your  comrades  who  fell 
And  lie  beneath  a  cross. 

We  won't  be  going  back,  you  know. 
To  that  fair  and  happy  land. 

Our  loved  ones  never  more  we'll  see 
Within    the    realm   of   man. 

But  when  the  trump  of  God  shall  sound 
The  dead  in  Christ  shall  rise, 


Loved  ones  then  will  meet  in  Glory, 
In   that   City   in   the  sky. 

Won't  that  be  a  glad  reunion 

To  meet  our  loved  ones  in  the  air. 

Singing,  shouting  God's  praLe  forever; 
I'll  look  for  you,  will  you  be  there? 

So  don't  weep  for  us,  tho'  we  have  fallen 

'Tis  gain   for  us,   not  loss! 
Jesus  al:o  suffered  pain,  and  fell 

Beneath    the    burdens    of    the    cross. 

We  freely  gave  our  lives  for  you 

To  keep  our  country  free, 
To   serve   the   God   of   peace   and   love 

Who's  done  so  much  for  thee. 

In  closing  now,  I'd  like  to  say 

God's  calling   you   again. 
If   you   fail   to   heed   this   call, 
Our  death  was  all  in  vain. 

So  heed  the  call  of  God  today,  my  friend. 

And   in   His   love   increase. 
Then   we   that   lie   beneath   the   palms 

May  rest,  and  sleep  in  peace. 


Thank  God  for  the  boys  who  gave  their  lives  for  our  country.    God  bless 
those  who  are  bereaved  at  this  time. — Editor. 


Dear  Mrs.  Harrison: 

In  response  to  your  good  letter  of 
September  14,  be  assured  it  is  a  pleas- 
ure to  inform  you  that  your  most  help- 
ful publication,  The  Lighted  Pathway, 
has  been  received  regularly  for  a  long 
period  of  time  and  they  have  been 
carefully  distributed  to  worthy  and 
appreciative  patients  of  this  hospital. 

Of  all  the  various  papers,  Protestant, 
Catholic  and  Jewish,  that  come  to  my 
desk  for  distribution,  I  can  truthfully 
say  that  the  Lighted  Pathway,  in  my 
humble  judgment,  ranks  among  the 
very  best  from  the  standpoint  of  devo- 
tional inspiration.  Your  paper  has 
been  a  blessing  and  a  real  help  to  me, 
and  many  patients  have  said  the  same 
thing  to  me. 

We  will  be  very  happy  to  continue 
our  cooperation  by  faithfully  dis- 
tributing the  Lighted  Pathway,  and 
when  relieved  from  this  post  I  will 
promptly  inform  you.  Another  chap- 
lain coming  here  might  fail  to  dis- 
tribute your  good  literature,  and  I 
would  not  want  to  think  of  the  labor 
and  good  material  being  wasted. — 
Harry  T.  Stong,  Chaplain,  Army  and 
Navy  General  Hospital,  Hot  Springs 
National  Park,  Ark. 

NOTE:  This  encourages  us  very 
much  to  know  that  our  paper  is  being 
appreciated  and  is  being  a  blessing 
among  the  afflicted  boys.  Anyone  de- 
siring to  send  money  for  this  fund, 
please  send  it  in,  as  our  fund  is  getting 
low. — Ed. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  has  been  several  months  since  I 
last  wrote  you  a  letter.  Much  has  hap- 
pened in  the  spiritual  and  the  physical 
sides  of  life  in  the  last  few  months. 
The  Lord  has  been  very  good  to  me. 
He  has  healed  me  again  and  provided 
the  things  I  have  needed  in  life. 

The  last  time  I  wrote  you  I  was 
very  blue  and  lonesome,  but  before  I 
finished  the  blues  were  gone  and  the 
Lord  was  with  me.  Tonight  finds  me 
very  happy,  but  I  may  be  very  sad 
before  I  finish  this  letter,  as  we  never 
know  in  the  army  just  what  will  hap- 
pen next. 

I  am  now  attached  to  the  Regional 
Hospital  in  Camp  Swift,  Tex.  I  drive 
an  ambulance  quite  a  bit  and  get  to 
meet  quite  a  few  of  the  boys  from 
overseas  who  have  been  wounded  or 
their  health  has  been  harmed  in  some 
way.  I  also  receive  mail  from  several 
of  my  buddies  in  the  theatre  of  oper- 
ations. 

I  promised  these  boys  before  they 
went  overseas  that  I  would  pray  for 
them  and  would  request  prayer  from 
our  churches  and  all  the  churches 
that  I  attend,  and  I  have  tried  to  keep 
that  promise;  that  is  why  I  am  writ- 
ing you  tonight. 

I  feel  we  shouldn't  let  up  on  our 
prayers  now  that  the  battle  is  about 
over,  but  we  should  pray  more  than 
ever  before,  for  there  will  be  many 
yet  that  will  lose  their  lives  or  limbs 
before  this  war  has  ended. 


These  boys  write  me  that  they 
couldn't  be  alive  today  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  the  help  of  the  Lord  and 
their  faith  in  Him,  so  the  prayers  of 
the  righteous  are  not  in  vain.  We 
never  know  today  just  how  much  help 
the  prayer  we  pray  is  going  to  help 
someone  tomorrow. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  just  want  to  live 
a  life  so  close  to  my  Savior  that  there 
will  be  no  chance  of  missing  heaven, 
for  I  have  so  many  friends  there. 

"When  thou  passeth  through  the 
waters,  I  will  be  with  thee;  and 
through  the  rivers  they  shall  not  over- 
flow thee:  .  .  .  For  I  the  Lord  thy 
God  will  hold  thy  right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not;  I  will  help  thee," 
Isa.  43:2;   41:13. 

Let  us  please  keep  praying  and  hold- 
ing on  to  the  Lord  for  the  boys  and 
girls  who  are  yet  in  uniform  and  oth- 
ers, too,  for  they  are  depending  on 
our  prayers.  Pray  for  me. — Pfc.  Ray- 
mond Cecil  Dalton. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  a  Christian  for  nearly 
ten  years  now  and  a  reader  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  ever  since  then. 
Truly,  Sister  Harrison,  you  are  do- 
ing one  of  the  greatest  works  in  all 
the  world.  It  is  just  wonderful  how 
the  Lord  has  blessed  you  and  helped 
you  in  this  great  work.  I  have  been 
inspired  to  greater  work  for  the  Mas- 
ter by  your  faithful  efforts. 

I  was  uplifted  last  Sunday  morning 
by  the  wonderful  service  at  the  chapel. 
There  were  over  three  hundred  men  in 
service  and  a  wonderful  message  was 
given  us  by  the  chaplain. 

I  hope  I  will  be  privileged  to  return 
home  soon.  Pray  for  me. — Pvt.  James 
F.  Culpepper. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Since  my  last  letter  to  you,  I  have 
been  home  and  am  now  over  here  in 
the  Philippines.  We  have  no  church 
here  and  I  am  very  lonely.  We  holi- 
ness boys  are  not  very  much  thought 
of  by  many  so-called  Christians.  The 
Lord  has  been  wonderful  to  me  since 
I  have  been  overseas,  but  this  is  a 
persecuted  way  as  we  try  to  hold  up 
the  name  of  Jesus  to  a  lost  and  dy- 
ing world. 

There  have  been  times  when  we 
have  been  refused  the  privilege  to 
worship  God  according  to  the  dictates 
of  our  conscience,  but  with  much 
prayer  and  fasting  the  Lord  opened 
up  a  way  for  us  to  worship. 

People  who  let  other  things  hinder 
them  from  attending  church  would 
learn  very  much  how  to  appreciate 
the  opportunity  to  go  to  the  house  of 
God  if  they  were  placed  in  a  lonely 
place  like  this.  May  God  help  us  all 
to  realize  the  value  of  serving  God 
and  attending  His  services.  Pray  for 
me  that  I  will  get  to  return  to  my 
family  soon. — Pvt.  Adrian  L.  Black- 
man. 


November,  1945 
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"Yes,"  said  the  deacon,  "there's 
many  a  man  that  calls  himself  honest 
that's  never  so  much  as  inquired  what 
amount  of  debts  heaven's  books  are 
going  to  show  against  him.  I've 
learned  that.  There  were  years  in  my 
life  when  I  hardly  gave  a  cent  to  the 
Lord  without  begrudging  it,  and  I've 
wondered  since  what  I'd  ever  have 
talked  about  if  I'd  gone  to  heaven  in 
those  days,  for  I  couldn't  talk  about 
anything  but  bargains,  and  money- 
getting  here,  and  those  wouldn't  have 
been  suitable  subjects  up  yonder. 

"I  know  I  read  once  about  one  of 
the  kings  of  England,  Edward  I,  who 
had  an  officer  called  the  Lord  High 
Almoner,  and  one  of  the  things  that 
man  had  to  do  was  to  'remind  the 
king  of  the  duty  of  almsgiving.'  I've 
thought  to  myself  many  a  time  that 
it  would  be  well  for  a  good  many 
folks  nowadays  if  they  had  King  Ed- 
ward's Almoner  to  stir  them  up  to  give. 
Not  to  the  poor  only,  I  mean,  but  to 
all  the  needs  of  the  cause  of  Christ. 
There  are  lots  of  people  besides  the 
children  of  Israel  that  need  a  Moses 
to  say  to  them,  'It  is  He  that  giveth 
thee  power  to  get  wealth.'  I've  allers 
thought  that  that  was  a  grand  thing 
in  David,  when  he'd  done  such  a  job, 
getting  together  that  pile  of  gold  and 
silver  for  the  temple  and  he  just 
turned  to  the  Lord  and  said,  'All  these 
things  come  from  Thee,  and  of  Thine 
own  have  we  given  Thee.'  Most  men 
would  have  wanted  a  little  credit  for 
the  pains  they'd  taken  themselves. 

"Well,  in  those  years  I  was  telling 
you  about,  it  was  dreadful  how  I 
cheated  the  Lord  out  of  His  due.  Once 
in  a  long  while  I  paid  a  little  to  our 
church,  but  I  didn't  give  a  cent  to 
anything  else. 

"Foreign  Mission  Sunday  was  my 
rheumatiz  day,  reg'lar,  and  I  didn't  go 
to  church.  Home  Mission  Day  was 
headache  day  with  me  allers,  and  I 
stayed  away  from  meetin'.  Bible  So- 
ciety Day  I'd  gen'rally  a  tech  of  neu- 
ralgy  so't  I  didn't  feel  like  goin'  out, 
and  I  stayed  at  home.  Tract  Society 
Day  I'd  begin  to  be  afraid  I  was 
going  deaf,  and  I  oughtn't  to  be  out  in 
the  wind,  so  I  stayed  indoors;  and  on 
Sunday  for  helping  the  Publication 
Society,  like  as  not  my  corns  were  un- 
usual troublesome,  and  I  didn't  feel 
able  to  get  out. 

"Wife  wanted  to  take  a  religious 
paper  once,  but  I  wouldn't  hear  to't. 
Told  her  that  was  nonsense,  I  didn't 
believe  any  of  the  apostles  ever  took 
religious  papers.  The  Bible  was  enough 
for  them,  and  it  ought  to  be  for  other 
folks. 

"And  yet,  I  never  even  thought  I 
wasn't  doin'  right.  I'd  come  into  it 
sort  of  gradual,  and  didn't  think  much 
about  giving,  anyhow,  except  as  a 
sort  of  losing  business. 

"Well,  my  little  girl,  Nannie,  was 
about  eight  years  old  then,  and  I  was 
dreadfully  proud  of  her,  for  she  was 
a  smart  little  thing.  One  Sunday 
night  we  were  sitting  by  the  fire,  and 


Nannie'd  been  saying  her  catechism 
and  by-and-by  she  got  kind  of  quiet 
and  sober,  and  all  of  a  sudden  she 
turned  to  me,  and  says  she,  'Pa,  will 
we  have  to  pay  rent  in  heaven?' 

"  'What?'  say  I,  lookin'  down  at  her, 
kind  of  astonished  like. 

"  'Will  we  have  to  pay  rent  in 
heaven?'  says  she  again. 

"  'Why,  no,'  says  I.  'What  made  you 
think  that?' 

"Well,  I  couldn't  get  out  of  her  for 
a  time  what  she  did  mean.  Nannie 
didn't  know  much  about  rent,  any- 
way, for  we'd  never  had  to  pay  any, 
livin'  in  our  own  house.  But  at  last 
I  found  out  that  she'd  heard  some 
men  talking  about  me,  and  one  of 
them  said,  'Well,  he's  bound  to  be  aw- 
ful poor  in  the  next  world,  I  reckon. 
There  ain't  much  of  his  riches  laid 
up  in  heaven.'  And  as  the  only  real 
poor  folks  that  Nannie'd  ever  known 
were  some  folks  down  at  the  village 
that  had  been  turned  out  of  doors  be- 
cause they  couldn't  pay  their  rent, 
that's  what  put  into  Nannie's  head 
that  maybe  I'd  have  to  pay  rent  in 
heaven. 

"Well,  wife  went  on  and  talked  to 
Nannie,  and  explained  to  her  about 
the  'many  mansions'  in  our  Father's 
house,  you  know,  but  I  didn't  listen 
much.  I  was  mad  to  think  that  Seth 
Brown  dared  to  talk  about  me  in 
that  way;  right  before  Nannie,  too. 

"I  fixed  up  some  pretty  bitter  things 
to  say  to  Seth  the  next  time  I  met  him, 
and  I  wasn't  very  sorry  to  see  him  the 
next  day  in  his  cart.  I  began  right  off. 
He  listened  to  everything  that  I  sput- 
tered out,  and  then  he  said,  'Well, 
deacon,  if  you  think  the  bank  of 
heaven's  got  anything  in  it  for  you, 
I'm  glad  of  it;  but  I've  never  seen 
you  makin'  any  deposits,'  and  then  he 
drove  off. 

"Well,  I  walked  over  to  my  black- 
berry patch,  and  sat  down  and 
thought  and  the  more  I  thought  the 
worse  I  felt.  I  was  angry  at  first,  but 
I  got  cooler,  and  I  thought  of  Foreign 
Mission  Sunday  and  the  rheumatiz, 
and  Home  Mission  Sunday  and  the 
headache,  and  the  Bible  Society  Day 
and  the  neuralgia,  and  Tract  Day  and 
the  corns,  till  it  just  seemed  to  me  I 
couldn't  stand  it  any  longer;  and  I 
knelt  down  there  in  the  blackberry 
patch,  and  said,  'O  Lord,  I've  been  a 
stingy  man  if  ever  there  was  one,  and 
if  ever  I  do  get  to  heaven,  I  deserve 
to  have  to  pay  rent.  Help  me  to  give 
myself,  and  whatever  I've  got,  back  to 
Thee.' 

"And  I  believe  He's  helped  me  ever 
since.  'Twas  pretty  hard  at  first,  get- 
ting and  giving.  I  did  feel  pretty  sore 
over  that  first  dollar  I  slipped  int.)  the 
collection  plate,  but  I've  learned  bet- 
ter now;  and  I  mean  to  keep  on  giv- 
ing 'as  unto  the  Lord'  till  I  go  to 
Jesus." — Publisher   Unknown. 


When  angry  count  ten  before  speak- 
ing. When  very  angry,  count  one  hun- 
dred and  then  don't  speak. 


THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE 

John  Thomas 

"No,"  said  the  lawyer,  "I  shan't  press 
your  claim  against  that  man.  You  get 
someone  else  to  take  the  case,  or  you 
can  withdraw  it,  just  as  you  please." 

"You  think,  then,  there  isn't  any 
money  in  it?" 

"There  would  probably  be  money  in 
it;  but  it  would  come  from  the  sale 
of  the  little  house  the  man  occu- 
pies and  calls  his  'home.'  But  I  don't 
want  to  meddle  with  the  matter,  any- 
how." 

"Got  frightened  out  of  it,  eh?" 

"Not  at  all." 

"I  suppose  the  old  fellow  begged 
hard  to  be  let  off?" 

"Well,  yes,  he  did." 

"And  you  caved  in,  likely?" 

"Yes." 

"What  in  creation  did  you  do?" 

"I  believe  I  shed  a  few  tears." 

"The  old  fellow  begged  you  hard,  you 
say?" 

"No,  I  didn't  say  so — he  didn't  speak 
a  word  to  me." 

"Well,  may  I  ask,  whom  did  he  ad- 
dress in  your  hearing?" 

"God." 

"He  took  to  praying,  did  he?" 

"Not  for  my  benefit  in  the  least. 
You  see  I  found  the  little  home  easy 
enough,  and  knocked  on  the  outer 
door,  which  stood  ajar,  but  nobody 
heard  me;  so  I  stepped  into  the  hall, 
and  saw  through  the  crack  of  the  door 
a  cozy  sitting  room,  and  there  on  the 
bed,  with  her  silver  head  high  on  the 
pillows,  was  an  old  lady,  who  looked 
for  all  the  world  just  like  my  mother 
did  the  last  time  I  saw  her  on  the 
earth. 

"Well,  I  was  on  the  point  of  knock- 
ing again  when  she  said,  'Come,  Fa- 
ther, now  begin,  I  am  ready.'  Down 
on  his  knees  by  her  side  went  the  old 
white-haired  man — and  I  couldn't 
have  knocked  then  for  the  life  of  me. 

"Well,  he  began — and  what  a  prayer 
he  made — it  took  hold  of  me.  He  quot- 
ed a  number  of  promises  concerning 
the  safety  of  those  who  put  their  trust 
in  the  Lord.  In  fact,  it  was  the  most 
thrilling  plea  to  which  I  ever  listened. 
At  last  he  prayed  for  God's  blessing 
on   those   about  to   demand   justice." 

Then  the  lawyer  continued  more 
slowly  than  ever: 

"And — I — believe  I  had  rather  go 
to  the  poorhouse  myself  tonight  than 
stain  my  hands  and  heart  with  the 
blood  of  such  a  prosecution  as  that." 

"Little  afraid  to  defeat  the  old 
man's  prayer,  eh?" 

"Bless  your  soul,  my  man,  you 
couldn't  defeat  that  prayer.  I  tell  you 
he  left  it  all  subject  to  the  will  of 
God.  But  of  all  the  pleading  I  ever 
heard,  that  moved  me  most. 

"You  see,  I  was  taught  that  kind  of 
thing  myself  in  my  childhood,  and 
why  I  was  sent  to  hear  that  prayer  I 
don't  know — but  I  hand  the  case 
over." 

"I  wish,"  said  the  client,  "that  you 
hadn't  told  me  about  the  old  man's 
prayer." 

"Why  so?" 

(Continued  on  page  33) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Christ  the  Qood  Shepherd 


Mae  Vess 


"I  am  the  good  shepherd:  the  good 
shepherd  giveth  his  life  for  the 
sheep,"  John  10:11. 

We  find  here  that  Jesus  was  mak- 
ing reference  to  Himself  as  the  Good 
Shepherd,  and  a  shepherd  is  one  who 
watches  over  a  flock  of  sheep.  A  shep- 
herd will  stay  with  his  sheep  through 
the  darkest  hours  of  night.  He  will 
go  out  in  the  mountains  in  the  cold, 
rain,  or  snow  to  look  for  the  lost  sheep 
gone  astray. 

That  is  just  the  thing  Jesus  did 
when  He  went  to  the  cross.  He  gave 
His  life  for  the  lost  sheep.  He  noticed 
the  sad  look  upon  His  Father's  face, 
looking  down  on  a  world  lost  in  dark- 
ness. Jesus  came  all  the  way  from  the 
glory  world  to  look  for  the  lost  sheep 
gone  astray  out  on  the  cold  moun- 
tains of  sin.  That  is  where  He  found 
me  and  many  others  who  are  now 
safe  in  the  fold. 

Dear  sinner  friend,  that  is  where 
you  are  this  moment,  if  you  are  away 
from  the  fold.  You  are  lost,  but  listen 
to  the  voice  of  the  Good  Shepherd  as 
He  calls  you  to  come  home.  I  know  you 
have  heard  people  say  they  found  Je- 
sus. Yes,  they  did  find  Him  precious 
to  their  souls  when  they  came  to  the 
fold.  But  look  at  it  this  way  and  see 
your  lost  condition.  Jesus  never  was 
lost,  but  you  are  lost  in  sin,  and  He  is 
looking  for  you.  He  is  calling  for  you 
to  come  home.  Yes,  Jesus  paid  it  all. 
John  said,  "Behold  the  Lamb  of  God 
that  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the 
world."  John,  being  the  forerunner  of 
Jesus,  knew  He  was  coming,  and  made 
reference  to  Him  as  the  Lamb  of  God. 
Yes,  He  was  the  Lamb  of  God,  but 
God  gave  Him  to  the  lost  world. 

Jesus  said  in  John  10:18,  "I  lay  it 
down  of  myself."  Yes,  He  laid  his  life 
down,  paid  the  price  for  the  lost 
sheep,  went  to  the  "Old  Rugged 
Cross,"  and  shed  His  blood  for  you.  It 
is  through  Him  you  have  the  promise 
of  life.  How  can  you  reject  Him  as 
your  Savior?  It's  true  He  is  rejected 
today. 

Let  us  view  some  of  the  53rd  chap- 
ter of  Isaiah.  In  the  3rd  verse  we  find 
He  was  despised  and  rejected  of  men, 
a  man  of  sorrows,  acquainted  with 
grief.  He  carried  the  burden  to  the 
cross  for  you.  There  He  laid  His  life 
down.  In  the  4th  verse  we  find  where 
He  bore  our  griefs,  carried  our  sorrows. 
Yes,  He  is  just  that  kind  of  a  shep- 
herd. He  does  care  for  His  own.  When 
we  are  heavy-hearted  all  we  need  to 
do  is  just  come  to  Him  and  put  our 
burden  over  on  Him  for  He  will  lift 
the  burden.  He  was  wounded  for  our 
transgressions  and  with  His  stripes 
we  are  healed.  Oh,  think  how  He  suf- 
fered for  you,  and  when  you  come  to 
Him  He  will  heal  your  sin-sick  soul. 

All  we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray. 
Yes,  we  who  are  saved  now  were  once 
out  in  sin,  and  on  the  cold,  bleak 
mountains  away  from  the  fold,  we 
heard  Him  calling  us  to  come  home. 


We  know  His  voice,  no  other  voice  like 
His.  We  came  to  Him  and  He  led  us 
gently  into  the  fold. 

Dear  friend,  He  didn't  only  die  for 
one  race  of  people,  He  died  for  all.  He 
died  for  the  white,  the  black,  the 
yellow,  and  the  brown.  He  died  for  all 
classes  of  people;  the  high,  the  low; 
yes,  He  loves  you  wherever  you  may  be, 
even  in  the  islands  of  the  sea.  His  love 
reaches  everywhere.  You  may  be  be- 
hind the  prison  bars.  Your  life  may  be 
filled  with  sin  and  disgrace,  but  He 
loves  you  just  the  same. 

To  you  who  are  in  our  country's 
service:  Can  you  not  see  the  love  He 
has  had  for  you?  Think  how  He  has 
cared  for  you  in  the  darkest  hours  of 
life.  It  was  His  love  and  goodness 
that  helped  you  to  be  living  now. 
Someone  prayed  and  He  answered 
prayer  for  you.  Why  go  on  in  sin  as 
you  are?  Why  not  give  Him  your  life 
now?  You  may  be  roaming  the  deep 
blue  sea,  but  His  love  will  follow  you 
there;  you  may  be  in  Japan  or  Ger- 
many, but  He  will  save  you  there.  If 
you  are  in  the  hospital  suffering, 
wounded  or  diseased  stricken,  He  is 
able  to  save  your  soul  and  heal  your 
body. 

Dear  friend,  whoever  you  may  be, 
get  your  Bible  and  read  the  53rd 
chapter  of  Isaiah.  Read  it  like  this: 

"He  was  wounded  for  Jim's  trans- 
gressions, He  was  bruised  for  Jim's 
iniquities,  the  chastisement  of  Jim's 
peace  was  upon  Him,  and  with  His 
stripes,  Jim  is  healed." 

Put  your  name  in  every  place  while 
reading  the  chapter.  Let  it  be  Jim, 
Jane,  Bill,  or  Joe,  and  think  for  a 
moment  what  He  suffered  for  you. 
"Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet  they 
shall  be  as  white  as  snow;  though 
they  be  red  like  crimson,  they  shall 
be  as  wool,"  Isa.  1:18. 


THE  MINISTRY  OF  WOMEN 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
en  mentioned  above  and  He  will  use 
you.  He  has  a  plan  for  your  life.  He 
not  only  has  a  place  for  you  in  the 
working  out  of  His  plan,  but  He  has 
a  particular  work  for  you  to  do.  For 
that  particular  work  and  purpose  He 
has  brought  you  "to  such  a  time,  to 
such  a  place,  to  such  an  opportunity." 
Paul  said  that  God  called  us  all  to 
glory  and  honor  and  immortality.  Have 
you  found  your  place  in  Him? 


MY  ROOMMATE 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

and  taking  part  in  prayer  meetings! 
The  idea  of  accusing  me  like  that! 
Strange,  isn't  it,  how  you  can  lose  out 
with  a  friend  in  a  few  short  weeks! 

Finally,  I  had  it  out  with  my  room- 
mate. I  had  come  to  myself  and 
wanted  his  company  again.  Yes,  I  had 
it  out  with  him.  Now  I  feel  better. 
My  roommate  is  God! — The  Youth's 
Christian  Companion. 


ROBERT  SINCLAIR  MEETS 
RESPONSIBILITY 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

That  night  as  Robert  knelt  at  his 
bedside  he  thanked  the  Lord  for  the 
opportunity  and  pleaded  for  divine 
help  to  make  it  tell  for  the  kingdom. 

Thoughts  came  crowding  in  the 
days  that  followed.  What  with  select- 
ing, rejecting,  jotting  down  notes, 
arranging  and  rearranging,  he  felt 
again  the  joy  he  had  experienced  in 
the  brief  series  of  meetings  he  had 
held  in  the  summer.  If  only  Faye 
Martin  was  here.  Lynngrove  College 
was  too  far  away!  But  the  Lord  was 
here,  and  His  promises  were  still  true. 
He  sang, 

"All  that  I  need  without,  within, 
All  that  I  need  to  conquer  all  sin, 
All  that  I  need  to  victory  ivin, 
God  will  give  all  that — need." 

He  believed  exactly  that,  and  the  Lord 
did  not  fail  him. 

Thanksgiving  Day  was  all  that  could 
be  desired.  The  people  of  the  com- 
munity came  to  the  Lawton  home  as 
one  happy  family.  There  was  the 
usual  chatter,  clatter,  emptying  of 
baskets,  buckets,  roasters,  and  what- 
not. The  tables  fairly  groaned.  "Who'd 
think  of  food  rationing  with  all  of 
this?"  asked  Mrs.  Sinclair.  She  was 
as  busy  and  happy  as  any. 

The  doxology  was  sung  for  grace. 
When  the  heavy  viands  had  lost  their 
appeal,  Sidney  Lawton,  as  host,  stood 
up.  In  a  few  words  he  welcomed  his 
friends  and  neighbors  to  his  home  for 
this  community  Thanksgiving  dinner. 
"Our  Lord  combined  food  for  the  body 
with  food  for  the  soul.  I  trust  you 
will  all  keep  your  places  while  Robert 
Sinclair  brings  us  this  second  course 
of  the  menu.  Afterward  you  will  have 
a  better  appetite  for  the  pumpkin  pie. 
Robert." 

Bob  led  them  first  in  singing  the 
old  hymns  that  had  voiced  the  faith, 
the  courage,  and  the  longing  of  hearts 
down  through  the  ages.  In  the  prayer 
and  message  that  followed  he  led  them 
into  the  very  presence  of  God.  His 
words  were  tender,  melting,  uplifting, 
appealing  to  their  best — their  spiritual 
selves. 

At  the  close  Robert  said,  "I  feel  that 
we  must  once  more  sing  the  dox- 
ology. It  voices  the  sentiments  of  my 
own  heart  as  nothing  else  can."  They 
sang  as  if  they  meant  it. 

Then  once  more  Sidney  arose. 
"Neighbors,  Robert  here  has  shoul- 
dered his  responsibility  in  bringing  up 
this  message,  now  I'd  like  to  sug- 
gest that  we  have  a  verse  of  'Blest  Be 
the  Tie  That  Binds.'  And  I'm  promis- 
ing that  I  and  my  house  will  do  a 
little  better  in  our  share  of  this  re- 
sponsibility by  being  in  church  and 
Sunday  School  oftener  hereafter. 
What  do  you  say?"  Emphatic  nods 
responded,  and  the  hymn  was  sung 
feelingly. — Sunday  School  Banner. 


A  man  never  gets  too  busy  to  attend 
his  own  funeral. 
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PROBLEM        V  A  O  W. 


We  are  glad  to  announce  this  new  department  and  we  feel  sure  it  will  be  very  helpful.  While  we  are  helping  one 
we  will  be  helping  many.  We  will  answer  any  question  through  this  department  that  we  think  advisable;  others  we 
will  answer  by  mail.  Here  is  Miss  Boe  :m's  letter: 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

With  all  your  troubles  and  with  so 
many  letters  from  our  boys  in  the 
Service,  I  don't  know  why  I  should  be 
writing  you  about  my  problems,  but 
I  trust  you  will  find  time  to  read  this. 

Sister  Harrison,  at  the  age  of  nine 
I  became  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God.  Even  though  I'm  but  nineteen 
now,  I've  had  a  desire  throughout 
these  years  to  work  for  God.  I  took 
great  interest  in  church  work,  espe- 
cially the  Y.P.E.  I  have  felt,  and 
still  do,  that  God  has  a  work  for  me 
to  do.  All  through  my  last  year  of 
high  school  I  prayed  and  meditated 
with  God  as  to  my  future. 

I  had  longed  for  years  to  become 
a  nurse.  I  begged  God  to  show  me 
what  to  do,  as  I  also  tried  hard  to 
decide  between  Bible  School  and  a 
career  as  a  nurse.  Well,  I  decided  and 
my  decision  has  led  me  into  nursing, 
which  I  have  been  in  for  almost  one 
year  and  a  half.  I  have  seen  more 
sin  and  have  been  tried  more  that 
time  than  in  all  the  years  before.  Even 
though  I've  enjoyed  my  work  and  re- 
sponsibilities, I  wonder  if  I  have  done 
right.  I  have  suffered  persecutions 
which  I  never  thought  existed.  But  I 
have  been  willing  for  that  as  I  know 
how  our  Savior  was  persecuted. 

I  have  a  wonderful  mother  who  does 
everything  in  her  power  for  me.  She 
asked  if  I  didn't  feel  I  should  go  to 
Bible  School  this  term,  but  because  I 
am  against  someone  starting  some- 
thing that  is  never  finished,  I'm  leav- 
ing it  all  to  God.  But,  Sister  Harrison, 
with  so  much  sin  around  it  is  so  hard 
to  find  God. 

I  never  knew  there  was  so  much 
unbelief  until  I  came  to  Charleston. 
Out  of  nearly  two  hundred  students, 
I  have  my  first  believer  of  the  Church 
of  God  to  find  yet.  I  never  get  the 
long  desired  chance  to  attend  church 
as  I  did  at  home.  And  when  church 
is  mentioned  there  is  laughter  behind 
a  cloud  of  cigarette  smoke  around  you 
and  the  radio  is  immediately  turned 
off  when  a  hymn  is  being  sung. 

0  Sister  Harrison,  does  God  require 
you  to  be  with  such  sin?  It  does  seem 
He  could  touch  their  hearts  in  some 
way.  Please  pray  for  me,  Sister  Har- 
rison, that  in  every  way  I  can  prove 
myself  to  them. 

1  hope  someday  I  will  be  able  to 
attend  Bible  School  and  my  prayers 
are  still  that  God  will  undertake,  as  I 
feel  a  calling  to  be  a  missionary. 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the 
September  issue  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  it  helps  more  than  I  can 
say. 

In  closing,  Sister  Harrison,  my 
prayers  are,  too,  for  you  in  your  every 
efforts. — Lucille  Boehm. 


My  dear  Lucille: 

I'm  glad  to  hear  from  you  in  regard 
to  your  work.  It  seems  good  to  find 
someone  who  really  wants  to  be  in  the 
will  of  God. 

If  you  are  called  to  be  a  missionary, 
it  would  be  a  wonderful  thing  to  be  a 
nurse  when  you  go  to  the  mission 
field.  Nurses  are  much  needed.  It  is 
a  good  calling.  If  you  could  brave  the 
storm  of  temptation  and  throw  off 
every  dart  of  the  enemy  and  get  your 
training  there  and  then  go  to  Bible 
School,  it  would  be  wonderful.  Some 
would  say,  That  would  take  too  long. 
Jesus  was  thirty  years  in  preparation 
and  worked  only  three  years. 

Remember,  my  dear,  the  more  you 
study  the  more  you  will  be  able  to 
do  if  you  want  your  life  to  count.  How- 
ever, I  am  not  telling  you  just  what 
to  do,  as  you  must  pray  and  decide 
that  for  yourself.  If  you  have  the 
pluck  to  see  it  through  and  be  true 
to  God,  I  would  advise  you  to  finish 
your  nursing  course  and  then  go  on 
to  B.  T.  S.  I  am  wondering  how  much 
education  you  have. 

If  I  were  young  I  would  surely  train 
well  for  service. 

May  God  bless  you,  dear,  and  lead 
you  in  plain  paths.  Prov.  3:6;  Psa. 
27:11. 

May  I  add  to  this  letter  the  thought 
that  God  may  have  sent  you  there 
to  be  a  light  to  those  around  you.  How 
can  one  go  as  a  missionary  out  in 
the  heathen  lands  if  he  cannot  stand 
in  a  hard  place  in  the  home  land? 
You  are  now  in  God's  training  school. 
One  must  not  expect  to  have  it  easy 
in  a  foreign  land.  As  you  are  training 
to  be  a  nurse,  so  you  are  training;  to 
stand   difficult   surroundings. — Editor. 


Here  is  the  second  letter  from  this 
young  lady: 

Your  letter  which  I  received  a  few 
days  ago  was  indeed  a  great  help.  I 
have  been  trying  to  find  words  to 
thank  you,  but  I  just  can't  think  of 
enoueh.  Isn't  it  wonderful,  Sister 
Harrison,  how,  when  you  feel  you 
have  no  one  else  to  cast  your  troubles 
to,  God  finds  someone? 

I  have  been  praying  very  much  for 
help  from  God,  Sister  Harrison,  and 
I  do  feel  much  better.  I  have  also 
had  a  chance  to  talk  with  a  girl  who 
has  for  ten  years  prepared  for  the 
same  work.  She  left  for  India  in  such 
high  hopes  and  in  a  wonderful  spirit. 
It  seemed  to  me  so  wonderful  how 
both  you  and  she  pointed  out  to  me 
the  ereat  need  God's  work  had  to  be 
carried  out  rieiht.  She  also  said  when 
I  left,  "Miss  Boehm.  remember  always 
how  great  Jesus  suffered  that  His  work 
might  be  carried  out.  Can  we,  being 
so  much  smaller,  ask  God  for  more?" 

You  asked  how  much  education  I 


have  now.  Well,  it  isn't  much,  only 
my  year  and  a  half  of  a  nursing  school. 
I  entered  training  the  month  after  my 
graduation  from  high  school.  I  have 
another  year  and  a  half  of  training 
and  then  I  intend  to  go  on  to  B.  T.  S., 
which  has  been  my  one  great  ambi- 
tion since  a  very  small  child. 

Again  I  say,  I'm  so  very  thankful 
for  your  kind  letter  and  may  God 
ever  bless  in  your  work. — Lucille 
Boehm. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  don't  want  to  take  up  your  time, 
as  I  know  you  are  very  busy,  but  I 
need  some  advice  from  some  good 
Christian  person.  I  was  once  saved, 
sanctified,  and  had  the  Holy  Ghost. 
The  Lord  blessed  my  soul  every  day. 
I  lived  humble  before  the  Lord  and 
had  His  calling  to  work  with  young 
people.  I  have  put  on  programs  at 
different  churches  and  have  seen  the 
young  and  old  under  conviction  and 
fall  in  the  altar  for  prayer  after  the 
program,  but  somewhere  along  the 
road  I  have  failed  God.  My  husband 
was  against  holiness  and  discouraged 
me  in  every  way  he  could,  but  I  lived 
a  good  Christian  life  for  over  four 
years,  but  I  am  lost  today  and  of  all 
people  I  am  the  most  miserable.  I 
can't  sleep  at  nights.  I  feel  sometimes 
that  the  Lord  is  calling  me  back  and 
several  times  I  have  gone  to  the  altar 
for  prayer  and  the  Lord  surely  would 
bless  my  soul  while  I  was  there,  but 
when  I  would  get  home  it  seemed  my 
victory  was  gone.  Then  I  would  read 
Heb.  6:4-7  and  think  there  was  no 
chance  of  my  ever  getting  back  to 
the  Lord.  Could  you  please  explain 
that  scripture  to  me?  Do  you  think 
there  is  any  chance  to  get  back  to 
the  Lord  after  you  have  had  the  Holy 
Ghost?  If  I  could  only  get  the  victory 
like  I  had  one  time  I  believe  I  could 
live  it  if  the  whole  world  was  against 
me. 

I  have  recently  moved  from  another 
state  to  Tennessee  and  there  is  a 
Church  of  God  about  a  mile  from 
where  I  live,  but  these  people  are  all 
strangers  to  me.  You  will  never  know 
how  much  I  will  appreciate  your  ad- 
vice and  I  hope  the  Lord  will  continue 
to  bless  you  in  your  good  work. — Name 
withheld. 

My  dear  Friend: 

I  think  you  are  permitting  the  en- 
emy of  your  soul  to  discourage  you. 
You  say  you  go  to  the  altar  and  the 
Lord  blesses  your  soul.  That  doesn't 
look  like  you  have  sinned  against  the 
Holy  Ghost.  Then  you  say  you  go 
home  and  all  your  victory  is  gone. 
God  may  be  teaching  you  to  walk  by 
faith.  It  is  easy  to  believe  when  your 
soul  is  running  over  with  joy. 

Do  your  very  best  to  make  every- 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


THE    OLD    MAN'S  STORY 


'Twas  Saturday  night,  and  the  gay  saloon 

Just  sparkled  with  rosy  light; 
It's  free  lunch  table  was  set  with  care ; 

The  stove  looked  cheery  and  bright. 
Its  plate-glass  mirrors  resplendently  shone, 

The  bottles  were  placed  with  art — 
The  one  black  spot  on  that  brilliant  scene 

Was  the  sleek  proprietor's  heart. 

"Ha,  ha,"  he  laughed,  as  he  eyed  the  trap 

He  had  set  for  his  fellow  men, 
"Whoever  walks  into  my  spider  nest 

Will  never  be  free  again — 
And  why  should  I  work,"  he  exclaimed  with  glee, 

"When  all  of  the  slaves  I  own 
Are  bringing  their  earned  money  to  me, 

And  toiling  for  me  alone?" 

At  the  polished  bar  where  the  devil  leered — 

Unseen  by  the  drinking  crowd, 
An  old  man  stood ;  he  had  once  been  rich 

And  good  and  great  and  proud ; 
But  now,  enslaved  by  the  demon  of  drink, 

He  was  a  most  pitiful  sight, 
In  needy  clothes,  with  bloodshot  eyes, 

And  features  haggard  and  white. 

"Give  me,"  he  gasped  while  the  noisy  throng 

Around  him  laughed  and  swore, 
"Give  me  some  rum;  and  oh,  be  quick!" 

With  a  tremulous  hand  he  bore 
The  death-filled  glass  to  his  eager  lips. 

"Give  me  more  rum,"  he  cried, 
"Here's  money !   I  can't  quench  the  thirst 

That's  burning  me  inside." 

And  while  he  drank,  a  fair  young  man — 

Some  mother's  boy  astray — 
Called  out,  "It  is  my  turn  to  treat! 

Come  boys!  join  in  I  say." 
"Alas,  young  man,"  the  drunkard  spoke, 

"I  started  out  like  you — 
For  fear  of  seeming  mean  I  used 

To  treat  the  fellows  too. 

"And  they  felt  bound  to  treat  in  turn, 

So  in  thoughtless  fun 
We  forced  ourselves  to  drink  the  stuff 

We  otherwise  would  shun, 
And  thus  I  learned  to  love  it — 

0  young  man !  avoid  my  snare. 
Give  up  this  treating  habit; 

It  will  ruin  you  fore'er." 

The  tears  ran  down  the  drunkard's  face. 

The  big  bartender  laughed. 
"Don't  mind  him,  boys,"  he  gaily  winked, 

"The  poor  old  fool  is  daft — 


And  now,  old  man !  you  spoil  our  trade, 

Git  out !   I'll  help  you !   Quick !" 
And  through  the  door  he  flung  him 

With  a  brutal  parting  kick. 

The  old  man  fell  upon  the  walk, 

And  feebly  tried  to  rise; 
"My  God !"  he  groaned,  "I've  spent  my  wealth 

Upon  a  wretch  who  tries 
To  kill  me  for  the  words  I  spoke 

To  save  a  youth  so  fair 
As  I  when  mother  for  me 

Offered  nightly  up  her  prayer." 

Out  from  the  gaudy  gay  saloon 

There  came  the  young  man  who 
Had  said  it  was  his  turn  to  treat — 

Like  foolish  others  do — 
And  when  he  saw  his  fallen  friend 

He  stopped.   "Old  man !"  said  he, 
"I  hope  they  haven't  hurt  you 

For  your  good  advice  to  me." 

"God  bless  you,  boy!"  the  drunkard  cried, 

"I'm  used  to  that — and  worse, 
But  I  would  save  you  if  I  can 

From  what  has  been  my  curse." 
"You  may,"  the  saddened  youth  replied — 

"There!  lean  upon  my  arm; 
I'll  see  you  to  your  home  and  wife 

And  children  safe  from  harm." 

"My  home!  My  wife!  My  children! 

Home!  wife!  children!    Oh,  how  sweet 
Those  dear  words  sound  to  me 

Whose  home  is  on  the  street. 
But,  boy!    I'll  tell  my  story 

While  we  walk  along  to — No ! ! 
Stop  here !    I  cannot  take  you 

Where  a  drunkard  has  to  go. 

"You  spoke  of  home,  wife,  children. 

0  young  man !  they  all  were  mine, 
Joy,  wealth,  refinement,  beauty 

Made  my  happy  home  a  shrine; 
And  love  and  faith  and  purity 

And  sweetness  made  my  wife 
The  angel  whom  I  worshipped — 

Yes,  and  blasted,  too,  her  life. 

"My  children,  one  a  darling  girl 

With  all  her  mother's  grace; 
The  other,  but  a  baby  boy — 

Like  me,  they  said,  in  face — 
Were  cherubs  sent  from  Heaven 

To  reform  a  father  who 
Had  every  inspiration 

To  be  noble,  good  and  true. 

(Continued  on  page  25) 
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National  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  News 


AN    URGENT  APPEAL  TO  THE 
STATE  OVERSEERS 

We  are  sure  you  are  having  a  hectic 
time  in  many  states  getting  acquaint- 
ed with  and  adapted  to  your  new  sur- 
roundings, but  we're  going  to  ask  a 
little  favor  of  you,  which  will  be  a  big- 
help  to  us.  This  is  IT:  Please  send 
us  the  name  and  address  of  your 
state  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  super- 
intendent at  once.  It  is  necessary  that 
we  have  this  information.  If  you  will 
assist  him  in  reporting  regularly  for 
the  Sunday  School  Big  Ten  and  Na- 
tional Winners  in  Y.P.E.  attendance 
this  year,  we  will  assist  you  in  every 
way  possible  by  showing  what  is  be- 
ing accomplished  in  your  state  this 
year.  We  just  feel  that  every  one  of 
you  is  going  to  work  with  us,  so  we 
will  expect  the  information  requested 
within  the  next  two  weeks.  If  you 
will  get  the  news  to  us,  we'll  get  it  on 
out  to  the  crowd. 


Keep  your  eye  on  this  page.  We 
hope  to  have  ready  for  you  in  the 
next  issue  a  Y.P.E.  "Big  Ten,"  as  well 
as  one  for  the  Sunday  School.  You 
will  remember  that  the  Y.P.E.  had 
built  up  to  a  Big  Ten  in  the  last  issue 
of  this  paper  before  our  Assembly,  and 
we  must  keep  it  going.  We're  on  the 
lookout  for  bigger  and  better  reports 
this  year.  All  the  news  coming  in  here 
is  GOOD  news,  and  the  prospects  are 
wonderful. 

Ralph  Williams  came  into  service 
at  the  North  Cleveland  church  last 
Sunday  night.  He  is  very  carefully 
inspecting  the  city  of  Cleveland  in  the 
hope  that  a  house  may  be  available 
somewhere.  He  had  a  pleasant  smile 
for  everyone,  and  directed  a  couple  of 
songs  in  a  manner  that  called  for  all 
the  ability  the  singers  had.  After 
watching  him  for  a  few  minutes,  you 
get  the  impression  that  he  is  about 
235  pounds  of  "Let's  do  something  for 
the  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E."  There 
is  no  doubt  that  his  heart  is  in  the 
work,  and  Tennessee  is  fortunate  to 
get  him  for  the  ensuing  year.  Ralph 
isn't  the  only  one,  however.  Several  of 
our  young  ministers  are  coming  on  out 
to  the  front,  because  they're  applying 
themselves  to  their  work.  They  are  all 
fair  indications  that  this  department 
can  double  itself  in  the  next  twelve 
months. 

Regardless  of  the  ability  of  the 
state  superintendent,  his  efforts  will 
accomplish  little  unless  the  local  Sun- 
day Schools  and  Y.P.E. 's  join  hands 
with  him.  How  well  they  have  done 
that  in  the  past  year  is  recorded  by 
the  gains  which  have  been  mutually 
made;  and  we  believe  there  will  be 
a  greater  fellowship  and  understand- 
ing between  them  in  the  year  ahead. 
The  secret  of  our  success  lies  in  our 
being    "workers    together   with    Him" 


By  C.  M.  Truesdell 

who  knew  no  sin,  that  we  might  be 
made  the  righteousness  of  God  in  Him. 


DO  YOUR  PART 

We  all  are  here  to  see  things  go. 
And  this  department  spread  and  grow; 
But   we   must   lend   a   hand,  you   know. 

And  daily  pull  together: 
We  mustn't  kick  against  the  goad; 
Let's  work  to  share  our  neighbor's  load. 
For  rough  sometimes  will   be  the  road, 

And   rougher  still   the  weather. 

Our   part    is    not   to    lag   and    drift, 
There   is  a   load   for  each   to   lift; 
It  will  not  pay  to  shirk  and  shift 

Our  job  onto  another: 
But  each  must  fit  into  his  place. 
Must  share  the  yoke,  and  calmly  face 
The   real    privations   of   this   race. 

Alongside    of    our    brother. 

The    overseer    cannot    do — 

And  that  goes  for  the  super,  too — 

Some  of  the  things  as  well  as  you; 

And   neither  can  the  pastor: 
In   Sunday   School   or  Y.P.E., 
Wherever    we    may    chance    to    be. 
Let's  do  our  best,  and  we'll  agree: 

The    Church    WILL    travel    faster. 


A  FRIENDLY  SUGGESTION 

Now  is  the  time  to  get  the  teacher- 
training  course  in  full  swing  in  the 
local  churches  of  your  state.  If  the 
churches  have  teachers  who  don't 
need  to  study  any  more,  just  think 
what  a  blessing  they  can  be  to  the 
others.  Let's  get  them  together.  In 
a  regular  meeting,  all  the  little  opin- 
ions which  may  conflict  can  be  com- 
pared and  harmonized,  and  the  re- 
sult will  be  a  balanced,  well-organized 
staff  of  teachers.  The  greatest  doctors, 
teachers,  and  leaders  in  the  outstand- 
ing professions  of  this  life  continue 
to  be  students  to  the  end  of  their 
career.  We  are  dealing  with  things 
eternal.  We  are  trying  to  get  the 
message  of  everlasting  salvation  to 
others.  Are  we  going  to  be  content 
to  study  the  lesson  casually  for  thirty 
minutes  each  week?  God  help  us  to 
awaken  to  the  dangers  that  lie  ahead 
for  young  America  and  the  world! 
The  twilight  is  beginning  to  cast  its 
shadow  over  the  universe.  There  is 
such  little  time  in  which  to  work. 
May  we  be  better  Christians  and  bet- 
ter teachers  in  the  future,  and  the 
best  time  to  begin  is  today. 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

Question  No.  1.  How  many  Hebrew 
tribes  settled  east  of  the  Jordan  River 
in  Palestine? 

Answer:  Two  and  one-half  tribes. 
They  were:  Reuben,  Gad,  and  half 
the  tribe  of  Manasseh,  Joseph's  eldest 
son.  They  settled  the  territory  from 
south  to  north  in  the  order  named. 
See  Num.  32:33;  Josh.  13:7.  The  other 
half  tribe  of  Manasseh  settled  west 
of  the  river  in  central  Palestine.  Josh. 
17:5-11. 

Question  No.  2.  What  happened  to 
Joseph's  bones  after  his  death? 

Answer:  His  body  was  first  em- 
balmed, and  put  in  a  coffin  in  Egypt, 
Gen.  50:26;  but  before  his  death,  he 
had  required  an  oath  that  his  bones 
would  be  carried  back  to  Palestine,  and 
buried  in  the  land  of  promise,  Gen. 
50:25.  This  oath  was  kept,  and  his 
bones  accompanied  the  children  of 
Israel  during  their  forty  years  of 
wandering,  Exod.  13:18-19.  At  last 
they  were  placed  at  Shechem,  central 
Palestine,  in  the  territory  of  the  tribes 
of  his  sons,  Ephraim  and  Manasseh. 
Josh.  24:32. 

Question  No.  3.  Name  and  describe 
the  cities  of  refuge  among  the  Hebrew 
tribes. 

Answer:  There  were  six  cities  of 
refuge,  three  on  the  west  side  of  the 
River  Jordan,  and  three  on  the  east. 
Those  on  the  west  side,  from  south  to 
north,  were:  Hebron,  Caleb's  city,  ter- 
ritory of  Judah;  Shechem,  at  the  foot 
of  Mt.  Gerizim,  territory  of  Ephraim; 
and  Kedesh,  territory  of  Naphtali.  On 
the  east  side  of  the  river,  from  south 
to  north,  they  were:  Bezer,  in  the 
highlands,  territory  of  Reuben;  Ra- 
moth  Gilead,  territory  of  Gad;  and 
Golan,  of  Bashan,  territory  of  Manas- 
seh. A  code  among  the  Hebrews  was 
that,  when  a  person  was  killed,  the 
nearest  relative  of  that  person  must 
look  up  the  killer,  whether  he  was 
guilty  of  murder,  or  had  killed  acci- 
dentally or  in  self-defense,  and  slay 
him  in  return.  God  certainly  did  not 
inspire  this  law,  but  it  was  so  deeply 
rooted  into  the  tradition  of  the  Israel- 
ites, who  interpreted  Genesis  9:5,6  to 
require  this,  that  the  establishment  of 
these  cities  seemed  to  be  Moses'  only 
remedy  for  the  protection  of  innocent 
lives.  If  the  killer  was  innocent,  he 
could  flee  to  the  nearest  of  these  cities, 
and  once  inside  their  boundaries, 
where  he  might  farm,  etc.,  for  a  liv- 
ing, he  was  safe.  At  the  death  of 
the  high  priest,  he  was  free  to  return 
to  his  people.  Numbers  35;  Joshua  20. 

Question  No.  4.  Until  the  temple 
was  built,  where  was  the  tabernacle 
located  in  Palestine? 

Answer:  During  the  settlement,  it 
was  established  at  Shiloh,  where  it 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


THE    OLD    MAN'S  STORY 

(Continued  from  page  23) 


"But  ah!   that  thirst  for  drink  that  came 

From  treating  long  before 
Kept  growing,  growing,  growing, 

'Til  in  spite  of  struggles  sore, 
In  spite  of  wife  and  children, 

Home,  kind  friends  and  all,  I  fell 
Each  day  a  little  lower 

Toward  a  drunkard's  living  hell. 

"My  home   became   an  attic. 

My  poor  wife — brave  always,  tried 
To  win  me  from  the  tempter, 

And  her  suffering  to  hide; 
My  little  girl  would  seek  me, 

And  with  loving  hands  essay 
To  draw  me  gently  homeward, 

And  protect  me  on  the  way. 

"The  end  soon  came — my  darling  girl, 

Brave  as  her  mother  blest, 
Caught  cold  one  stormy  evening 

When  for  me  she  was  in  quest. 
And — while  I  wept  beside  her  crib 

And  held  her  hand  so  thin, 
She  passed  away  to  paradise, 

And  left  me  sunk  in  sin. 

"My  wife,  starved  and  neglected, 
And  brokenhearted  like  my  child, 

Soon  followed.    Then  my  baby  boy— 
The  only  one  who  smiled 


Was  by  strangers  taken  from 
Its  drink-besotted  father 

Who  had  sold  his  soul  for  rum. 

"I've  never  seen  my  baby  boy 

Since  then;  but  if  I  should 
I  feel  that  for  his  sake  I  might 

Stop  drinking  and  be  good. 
And  now  you've  heard  my  story, 

0  young  man!  Beware  my  fate. 
List  to  your  mother's  prayers, 

Give  up  treating  ere  too  late." 

The  young  man  brushed  a  tear  away 

And  tenderly  replied, 
"I've  never  known  a  mother — 

In  my  infancy  she  died; 
But  in  this  treasured  locket 

Is  her  picture  you  can  see, 
I  know  her  name's  in  heaven — 

In  the  promised  land  she'll  be." 

The  old  man  scanned  the  portrait, 
Then  he  knelt  upon  the  ground, 

And  with  his  face  uplifted, 

And  with  newborn  manhood  crowned, 

He  prayed,  "0  God!    Forgive  me — 
In  my  sorrow  and  my  joy, 

I  am  not  lost  forever; 

1  have  found — and  saved — my  boy !" 


With  gladness  at  my  presence —  — Selected. 


WHEN  HAL  LOST  HIS  CASE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

Harper  home. 

In  response  to  his  knock,  a  maid 
answered  the  door  and,  upon  being 
informed  that  it  was  Judge  White, 
asked  him  into  the  parlor  and  an- 
nounced his  arrival  to  her  mistress. 

With  mingled  emotions  Mrs.  Harper 
prepared  to  face  the  judge.  She  had 
been  at  her  son's  trial  and  had  felt 
that  the  judge  dealt  fairly  according 
to  the  evidence  which  she  had  heard 
presented.  But,  she  felt,  with  all  her 
mother's  heart  and  love,  that  the 
evidence  was  framed.  She  had  told 
others  repeatedly,  and  she  seemed  to 
believe  it,  that  her  son  was  as  inno- 
cent as  the  angels.  But  he  had  been 
sentenced  to  the  prison,  and  was  now 
there. 

In  a  gentlemanly  manner  the  judge 
soon  introduced  the  purpose  of  his 
visit.  He  was  seeking  out  the  facts 
as  to  why  young  men  became  crim- 
inals, and  whether  or  not  there  were 
any  extenuating  circumstances  which 
might  alter  the  opinion  that  they 
were  criminals.  Mrs.  Harper  now  had 
opportunity  to  declare  to  the  judge 
herself  what  she  had  told  others, 
that  her  son  was  as  innocent  as  the 
angels  in  heaven.  However,  the  jurist 
told  Hal's  mother  that  he  had  called 
the  boy  into  his  chambers  after  the 


verdict  was  rendered  and  sentence 
was  passed,  and  Hal  had  confessed 
the  whole  story  to  him.  This  oc- 
casioned a  fresh  burst  of  tears,  as  the 
mother  sobbed:  "I'm  at  a  loss  to 
know  why  Hal  ever  did  such  a  thing 
after  we  trained  him  as  we  did." 

Offering  consolation  to  the  widowed 
mother  and  assuring  her  of  continued 
interest  in  the  case,  the  judge  with- 
drew to  continue  investigation  of  the 
case  in  the  little  village  where  Hal 
had  been  reared. 

First,  he  sought  out  the  policeman 
and  made  inquiry  of  him  concerning 
Hal's  days  in  the  village.  From  him 
he  learned  that  Hal  was  never  con- 
sidered "a  bad  boy."  But  one  state- 
ment of  the  officer  impressed  the 
judge.  It  was  his  observation:  "But  I 
always  did  figure  that  Hal  would  be 
better  off  if  his  parents  had  seen  that 
he  had  a  job,  or  something  to  do  be- 
sides play  around  with  the  sons  of  the 
few  rich  men  in  town.  He  never  was 
taught  to  work,  nor  to  do  anything 
he  did  not  want  to  do.  He  was  allowed 
to  idle  away  all  his  time,  doing  as  he 
pleased." 

As  Judge  White  turned  from  Offi- 
cer Kelly  he  mused:  "An  idle  brain  is 
the  devil's  workshop.  And  idleness  is 
truly  the  mother  of  crime." 

Inasmuch  as  the  principal  of  the 
high  school  was  in  the  village  for  the 
summer  season,  the  judge  decided  to 


interview  him  regarding  the  boy's 
school-day  activities.  Professor  Black 
was  a  true  man.  His  morals  were  high 
and  his  mind  was  keenly  alert  to  the 
modern  perils  facing  youth.  He,  like 
others,  had  been  saddened  by  Hal's 
escapades;  but  he  confided  to  the 
judge  that  he  had  always  felt  that  Hal 
would  face  something  sooner  or  later 
that  would  be  difficult,  because  he  had 
never  had  a  proper  respect  for  the 
rules  of  the  high  school. 

On  the  playground,  things  were  all 
right  so  long  as  they  went  Hal's  way. 
He  was  a  good  winner,  but  a  poor 
loser.  However,  there  had  been  some 
whisperings  that  Hal  knew  how,  when 
the  backs  of  others  were  turned,  to 
make  things  go  his  way.  He  had  been 
given  the  benefit  of  some  doubts  be- 
cause the  circumstances  were  such 
that  his  statements  could  not  be  posi- 
tively refuted.  But  there  had  been 
times  when  indications  were  that  Hal 
had  not  truly  represented  the  facts 
in  the  case. 

"One  of  the  worst  faults  I  saw  in 
Hal,  next  to  the  things  mentioned  be- 
fore," said  Professor  Black,  "was  his 
carelessness  regarding  the  property  of 
another.  If  he  needed  a  pencil,  or 
some  paper,  or  anything  larger  or 
smaller,  and  saw  such  lying  about,  he 
would  not  stop  to  inquire  as  to  who 
owned  it  or  whether  he  might  borrow 
it.     He    appropriated    it    and    left    it 


November,  1945 


[Page  25] 


Where  he  finished  with  it.  We  tried  to 
show  him  the  evil  in  this,  but  he 
scoffed  at  us  for  being  so  scrupulous 
about  these  'little  things.'  " 

And  as  the  judge  was  about  to  bid 
the  teacher  gooa-bye,  he  was  told 
that  since  all  of  tnis  trouble  about 
Hal  had  been  reported,  one  of  his 
•  teachers  in  the  grades,  who  had  taken 
a  special  interest  in  him,  might  be 
able  to  further  assist  with  tne  case. 

As  Judge  White  was  being  driven 
to  the  cottage  where  Hal's  former 
teacher  hvea,  he  spoke  aloud:  "Idle- 
ness, and  disregard  for  that  which  be- 
longs to  others.  These  are  two  steps 
to  crime." 

But  there  was  no  time  for  further 
musings,  for  the  car  had  stopped  in 
front  of  the  teacher's  cottage,  and 
she  had  looked  up  from  her  flower- 
bed. The  judge  introduced  himself 
and  was  asked  to  be  seated  on  the  cool 
porch. 

The  teacher  talked  of  her  love  for 
flowers,  and  of  her  interest  in  training 
them,  and  of  her  success  with  them. 
But  when  she  spoke  of  their  response 
to  her  efforts  at  cultivation,  she  be- 
came very  sober  and  said:  "I  wish  all 
my  pupils  had  been  as  responsive  to 
the  moral  lessons  I  tried  to  impart 
to  them  as  my  flowers  have  been  to 
the  training  I  have  given  in  their 
sphere." 

And  from  this  the  conversation 
naturally  turned  to  Hal.  Miss  Jones, 
the  teacher,  was  a  middle-aged  wom- 
an who  had  spent  many  years  in  grade 
work.  She  had  watched  many  of  the 
children  come  and  go,  and  had  thrilled 
at  their  successes  and  mourned  at 
their  defeats.  Hal  had  been  a  special 
source  of  grief  to  her.  Since  his  fa- 
ther had  died,  she  was  doubly  inter- 
ested in  him.  Knowing  that  his 
mother  was  trying  to  carry  on  as  best 
she  could,  Miss  Jones  thought  to  do 
Hal  and  his  mother  a  favor  by  calling 
some  of  Hal's  real  weaknesses  to  his 
mother's  attention  in  a  kindly  way. 
But  the  mother  had  resented  her  ef- 
forts, had  taken  sides  with  Hal,  and 
had  firmly  informed  the  teacher  that 
if  she  desired  help  with  Hal  she  would 
seek  it  from  her  in  due  time. 

Just  before  the  judge  arose  to  de- 
part, Miss  Jones  recited  the  instance 
of  the  time  Hal  and  a  playmate  had 
a  quarrel  on  the  playground,  and  Hal 
drew  a  knife  on  the  lad  and  would 
have  inflicted  damages,  if  he  had  not 
been  restrained  by  older  boys.  On 
this  occasion  his  mother  had  also 
sided  with  him,  and  denied  the 
charges  of  his  guilt. 

As  the  noon  hour  approached,  the 
jurist  sought  out  the  little  village  ho- 
tel, the  center  of  the  civic  life  of  the 
community.  And  as  he  rested  in  the 
lobby  he  mused  on  his  discoveries  in 
Hal's  steps  to  crime.  Already  there 
were  several  of  them:  idleness,  dis- 
regard for  the  rights  of  others,  and 
being  defended  in  every  instance 
where  his  faults  were  revealed. 
*     *     * 

Being  a  native  of  the  deep  South, 
where  his  investigation  was  under  way, 
Judge  White  understood  the  customs 
and  habits  of  the  Negro  race,  and  he 


felt  that  if  he  could  find  the  colored 
woman  who  worked  in  the  Harper 
home  when  Hal  was  a  youngster  that 
he  might  discover  some  real  clues  as 
to  how  he  started  his  early  life.  This 
seemed  to  be  the  missing  link  in  the 
investigation,  for  the  rest  of  the  pic- 
ture was  quite  fully  constructed.  He 
was  now  vitally  interested  in  Hal's 
earlier  years,  those  pre-school  years. 
And  the  judge  knew  that  he  was  in 
need  of  this  information,  and  that 
Hal's  mother,  blinded  as  she  was  to 
his  faults,  could  not  furnish  him  an 
unprejudiced  account  of  these  days 
as  he  wished  to  know  it.  In  fact,  he 
wished  not  to  discuss  matters  with 
her  any  more  than  he  was  compelled 
to  do,  because  she  was  so  disturbed  in 
knowing  that  Hal  had  confessed  the 
sordid  details  of  his  crime,  that  she 
was  on  the  verge  of  a  nervous  collapse. 

Knowing  that  if  he  could  contact 
one  of  the  Negroes  of  the  town  who 
was  acquainted  with  the  life  and  do- 
ings of  the  village  that  he  could  dis- 
cover this  domestic,  if  she  were  alive, 
the  judge  set  out  in  quest  of  such  a 
person.  Nor  was  his  search  to  last 
long.  Old  Uncle  Moses  Green  was 
working  in  Squire  Brown's  garden;  he 
raised  up  to  pass  the  time  of  day  with 
the  jurist,  as  he  familiarly  said: 
"Uncle,  it's  pretty  warm  out  here 
this  afternoon,  isn't  it?" 

"Yas,  suh!  It  sho  is  hot.  But  the 
good  Massa  sends  the  hot  sun  to 
make  the  garden  truck  grow,"  re- 
turned the  old  colored  man. 

"Fine  garden  you  have  here,"  com- 
mented the  judge. 

"Thank  you,  boss!  This  here  gar- 
den is  my  pride  and  joy.  I've  been 
working  it  for  Squire  Brown  for  nigh 
on  to  ten  years,"  said  Moses. 

And  from  this  to  other  items  the 
judge  led  Uncle  Moses  until  he  had 
learned  from  him  that  Aunt  Moriah 
McKelley  had  been  the  domestic  in 
the  Harper  home  for  many  years.  Now 
that  she  was  too  old  to  do  such  work, 
Mrs.  Harper  saw  that  she  did  not  lack 
for  creature  comforts  as  she  lived  in 
her  little  house  at  the  edge  of  the 
village.  And  thither  went  the  judge. 

The  arrival  of  the  car  with  its  oc- 
cupant stirred  somewhat  of  a  com- 
motion in  the  quarter,  especially 
among  the  younger  children,  and  the 
curious  who  wondered  if  it  was  "the 
law"  in  quest  of  some  culprit.  But 
when  they  saw  the  judge  seated  on 
Aunt  Moriah's  porch,  talking  earnest- 
ly with  her,  and  saw  her  composure, 
the  fears  soon  subsided,  for  they  felt 
that  it  was  another  "one  of  them  rich 
folkses  what  comes  to  pass  the  time 
of  day  with  Auntie." 

At  first  Aunt  Moriah  was  somewhat 
reticent  until  she  found  that  Judge 
White  was  truly  anxious  to  know  the 
facts  in  the  case  about  Hal,  and  see 
if  there  was  something  he  could  do 
to  redeem  the  boy  to  society.  And  when 
she  found  that  the  judge  was  motivat- 
ed by  a  true  father's  heart,  Aunt  Mori- 
ah became  more  and  more  helpful. 

"Now,  Jedge,  lets  me  tell  de  whole 
story  in  my  own  words,  please,  suh. 
And  ifen  they's  any  place  you  want 
to  ask  me  'bout  when  I  gets  through, 


den  I'll  tell  you  more  'bout  it,"  cau- 
tioned Moriah. 

And  to  this  the  knowing  judge  smil- 
ingly agreed. 

"Back  yonder  when  Marse  Harper 
and  his  bride  was  fust  married  I  went 
to  work  for  dem.  Dat  wuz  a  long  time 
ago.  I  stayed  wid  dem  through  de 
years,  until  after  Marse  Harper  done 
gone  and  died.  So,  I  lows  as  how  I 
knows  whut  Mister  Hal  done  and 
what  he  ain't  done.  I  wuz  right  dar 
and  seed  and  heard  it  myself,  I  wuz. 

"Yas,  suh!  Jedge,  I  wuz  dar  when 
Mister  Hal  wuz  borned.  And  he  sho 
wuz  a  lovely  baby.  Bless  his  heart! 
But,  Jedge,  dey  says  he  done  gone 
and  departed  from  much  of  his  rais- 
in' and  I  sho  hates  dat.  But,  dey  wuz 
a  leetle  thing  or  two  dat  crept  out 
back  yonder  when  he  wuz  a  little  chap 
dat  I  felt  would  fetch  trouble  later  on. 

"When  he  would  stumble  over  a  root 
or  a  chair,  or  anything,  his  mamma 
would  give  him  a  stick  and  laugh  while 
he  beat  it,  and  acted  mad  toward  hit. 
When  him  and  his  playmates  would 
have  a  fight,  and  his  mamma  would 
hear  about  hit,  she  alius  took  his 
part,  and  accused  de  others  fer  im- 
posing on  him.  And  once  or  twice 
I  tried  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Harper  about 
dis,  but  she  seemed  to  git  mad  and 
told  me  to  'tend  to  my  own  bizness,  so 
hereafter  I  done  dat.  But  when  Mis- 
ter Hal  was  where  I  wuz  I'd  always  tell 
him  whut  I  felt  he  orter  do,  but  hit 
didn't  do  a  lot  ob  good,  fer  he  jist 
laughed  at  me,  and  his  mamma  would 
say  dat  he'd  maybe  outgrow  dat  kind 
of  habits.  But,  Jedge,  dat's  one  child 
whut  ain't  never  bin  conquered  in  de 
home,"  said  old  Aunt  Moriah,  as  the 
judge  arose  to  leave  for  his  return 
home. 

*     *     * 

The  car  rolled  along  the  concrete 
ribbon  of  a  highway,  with  the  judge 
lost  in  thought.  Ahead  of  him,  at  the 
end  of  his  vacation  period,  stood  the 
old,  old  mill.  Before  him  would  pass 
a  large  army  of  young  men  and  women 
with  almost  every  nameable  crime. 
Among  them  would  be  others  like  Hal! 

And  at  the  thought  of  Hal,  he 
imagined  himself  again  in  chambers. 
But  before  him  stood  Hal  and  his 
mother.  The  investigation  was  made, 
he  had  the  facts  which  he  felt  were 
true  and  right.  He  had  gone  as  a 
friend,  and  he  had  gleaned  them  from 
friends,  in  confidence.  Hal  was  guilty 
of  stealing  an  automobile.  But  why? 

"Sir?"  called  the  chauffeur,  as  he 
slowed  down  the  car. 

"Pardon  me,"  said  the  judge,  "I  was 
talking  to  myself." 

And  as  he  soliloquized,  here's  what 
he  said:  "Hal,  you  won  every  case 
except  the  one  in  the  old,  old  mill 
house.  That's  where  I  work.  Your 
mother  never  turned  judge  on  you,  to 
reveal  your  faults.  You  lost  that  case, 
in  the  old  mill  house  where  I  work. 
I  trust  that  you  will  learn  that  'crime 
doesn't  pay.'  I  wish  that  you  and 
thousands  of  others  could  know  that 
godliness  does  pay  big  dividends,  for 
you've  never  seen  a  satisfied  and 
happy  criminal,  and  you  never  will." 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


THE  DOXOLOGY 

Grace  W.  Haight 

"Praise   God   from   whom   all    blessings   flow; 
Praise   Him   all   creatures   here   below; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host, 
Praise    Father,    Son,    and    Holy   Ghost." 

These  four  lines  by  Bishop  Thomas 
Ken  have  probably  been  sung  oftener 
than  any  other  four  lines  ever  writ- 
ten. Whenever  gratitude  for  blessing 
wells  up  in  the  hearts  of  a  group  of 
people,  it  finds  spontaneous  expres- 
sion in  this  praise  to  the  Trinity. 

The  word  "doxology"  comes  from 
two  Greek  words,  one  meaning  opin- 
ion, praise,  glory;  and  the  other,  to 
speak.  Ken's  doxology  has  been  called 
the  Protestant  "Te  Deum  Laudamus," 
not  only  because  it  was  written  by  a 
staunch  Protestant,  but  also  because 
of  its  originality  and  its  supersedure 
of  translations  of  the  Ambrosian  and 
Latin  doxologies.  Ken  intended  his 
doxology  to  be  the  closing  stanza  of 
each  of  his  three  hymns,  written  for 
the  students  of  Winchester  College, 
which  he  called  his  "Evening,"  "Morn- 
ing," and  "Midnight"  hymns;  but 
Christians  have  given  it  a  far  wider 
use.  It  is,  however,  often  sung  at  the 
close  of  his  "Evening  Hymn": 

"Glory    to    Thee,    my   God,    this    night, 
For  all   the  blessings  of  the  light; 
Keep  me,  0  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Beneath    the   shadow   of   Thy   wings." 

This  "Evening  Hymn"  is  sometimes 
called  "Tallis's  Evening  Hymn,"  be- 
cause the  words  were  set  to  a  melody 
written  by  Thomas  Tallis,  who  was  the 
organist  of  the  Chapel  Royal  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  But  the  tune 
to  which  the  doxology  is  invariably 
sung  is  "Old  Hundred,"  which  was 
composed  by  Wilhelm  Franc,  a  Ger- 
man. It  was  set  to  the  134th  Psalm 
and  first  appeared  in  the  Genevan 
Psalter  in  1551. 

Thomas  Ken  was  born  in  1637.  His 
mother  died  when  he  was  five  years 
old,  and  his  sister  Ann  took  care  of 
him.  She  was  the  second  wife  of  Isaac 
Walton,  whose  book,  "The  Compleat 
Angler,"  has  charmed  so  many  fish- 
ermen. At  the  age  of  thirteen  Ken  was 
sent  to  Winchester  to  school.  In  later 
years  when  he  was  bishop  of  the 
cathedral  there,  Charles  II  visited  the 
town  and  desired  his  residence  for  the 
use  of  Nell  Gwynne  and  some  of  his 
favorites.  Ken's  reply,  which  has  be- 
come historic,  was  "Not  for  the  king's 
kingdom."  The  dissolute  monarch  re- 
spected Ken's  virtue,  and  not  only 
spared  his  head,  but  also  when  the 
sees  of  Bath  and  Wells  became  vacant 
bestowed  them  upon  him.  Charles  sur- 
prised people  by  inquiring,  "Where  is 
the  good  little  man  who  refused  a 
lodging  to  poor  Nell?"    For  a  time  Ken 


was  his  chaplain,  and  often  after  his 
revels  the  king  would  say,  "Now  I 
must  go  and  hear  good  Bishop  Ken 
tell  me  my  faults."  Ken  tried  to  awak- 
en his  conscience  and,  when  he  was 
dying,  dealt  faithfully  with  him. 

Upon  the  death  of  Charles,  Ken  fell 
upon  evil  times.  For  the  sake  of  con- 
science he  refused  to  publish  the  "Dec- 
laration of  Indulgences"  issued  by 
James  II,  and  with  six  other  bishops 
was  sent  to  the  Tower.  He  was  neither 
elated  by  high  position,  nor  cast  down 
when  it  was  taken  away.  After  his  re- 
lease he  spent  fourteen  years  of  depri- 
vation until  Queen  Anne  gave  him  an 
annuity  of  two  hundred  pounds  a 
year.  His  few  remaining  years  were 
lived  in  peace  and  comfort.  He  died  in 
1711  and  was  carried  to  an  humble 
grave  in  Frome-Selwood  by  twelve 
poor  men.  In  accordance  with  his 
wish  he  was  buried  at  sunrise  and  his 
"Morning  Hymn"  was  sung.  The  love- 
ly second  stanza  must  have  been  dear 
to  him: 

"Wake,   and   lift  up  thyself,   my  heart, 
And   with   the  angels   bear  thy   part, 
Who   all    night    long   unwearied   sing 
High  praises  to  the  eternal   King." 

So  passed  the  "seraphic  doctor"  of 
the  English  Church;  but  his  glorious, 
immortal  doxology  lives  on.  It  has 
been  on  the  lips  of  Christians  for  over 
two  hundred  years,  and  will  continue 
to  be  until  time  shall  be  no  more.  The 
Lord  God  has  said,  'Them  that  honor 
me,  I  will  honor." 

"SUN  OF  MY  SOUL,  THOU 
SAVIOR  DEAR" 

(By  John  Keble) 
Grace  W.  Haight 

"Sun   of   my   soul,   Thou   Savior   dear, 
It   is  not   night   if  Thou   be   near; 
Oh  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

"Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  even, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live; 
Abide   with   me   when    night   is   nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die,"  etc. 

John  Keble,  the  author  of  this  beau- 
tiful evening  hymn,  was  the  son  of  the 
Rev.  John  Keble  of  Fairford.  He  was 
born  on  April  25,  1792.  His  father  was 
a  good  scholar  and  educated  John  and 
his  younger  brother  so  well  at  home 
that  both  obtained  scholarships  at 
Corpus  Christi  College,  Oxford.  Here 
Keble  gained  the  university  prize  not 
only  for  his  English  essay  but  also  for 
his  Latin  one.  At  college  he  was 
noted  for  his  lovable,  unworldly  char- 
acter, as  well  as  for  his  poetic  gifts. 
He  was  ordained  a  priest  in  the 
Church  of  England  in  1816,  but  re- 
mained at  Oxford  as  a  tutor  until 
1823,  when  he  returned  to  Fairford  to 


assist  his  father  as  curate. 

In  1827  he  published  "The  Christian 
Year,"  mainly  to  please  his  father  who 
was  desirous  of  seeing  some  of  his 
son's  poems  in  print  before  he  died. 
The  religious  world  warmly  welcomed 
the  book  and  it  ran  through  ninety- 
six  editions  before  its  author's  death 
on  March  29,  1866.  To  the  success  of 
"The  Christian  Year"  Keble  owed  his 
appointment  as  Professor  of  Poetry  at 
Oxford  in  1831,  which  position  he  held 
for  ten  years — eventful  years  for  Ox- 
ford. On  July  14,  1833,  he  preached  a 
sermon  in  the  University  pulpit  on 
"National  Apostasy,"  which  so  caught 
the  fancy  of  John  Henry  Newman  that 
the  latter  said  he  "ever  afterwards 
observed  that  day  as  the  start  of  the 
religious  movement  of  1833." 

According  to  Newman,  Keble  was 
the  primary  author  of  the  Tractarian 
Movement,  so  called  from  "The  Tracts 
for  the  Times."  Although  Keble  him- 
self wrote  only  six  of  the  tracts,  he 
suggested  subjects,  reviewed  those  of 
others,  and  circulated  them  to  the  best 
of  his  ability.  In  1841,  Tract  No.  90 
by  Newman  was  the  last  one  that 
English  Protestantism  could  swallow. 

Keble  left  Oxford  and  spent  most  of 
the  remainder  of  his  life  as  a  rector  of 
a  village  church  at  Hursley.  Newman, 
author  of  "Lead,  Kindly  Light,"  went 
over  to  the  Church  of  Rome  in  1845, 
and  won  a  cardinal's  hat  in  1879. 
Frederick  William  Faber,  author  of 
"There's  a  Wideness  in  God's  Mercy" 
and  "Faith  of  Our  Fathers,"  followed 
Newman's  lead  in  the  same  year.  Ed- 
ward Caswall,  the  incomparable 
translator  of  Greek  and  Latin  hymns 
such  as  "When  Morning  Gilds  the 
Skies"  and  "Oh  Come,  All  Ye  Faith- 
ful," went  in  1846.  Whether  Keble 
hadn't  the  courage  to  get  out,  or 
thought  he  could  do  better  work  for 
Catholicism  by  boring  from  within,  he 
himself  alone  knew.  He  stayed  in.  His 
biographers  depict  him  as  the  most 
sincere  and  saintly  of  men;  but  there 
are  always  those  who  consider  it  an 
impossibility  to  be  sincere  and  insin- 
cere at  the  same  time.  His  book,  "The 
Christian  Year,"  which  is  considered 
one  of  the  greatest  religious  classics 
in  the  English  language,  has  placed  an 
enduring  halo  on  his  brow.  Much  ob- 
jectionable Romish  matter  in  it  has 
been  deleted  in  order  to  make  it  ac- 
ceptable to  Protestants.  However,  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church,  whatever  its 
blemishes,  has  always  stood  pat  on 
the  authority  of  the  Bible  and  the 
deity  of  our  Lord;  while  the  Modern- 
istic element  in  the  Protestant  Church 
of  today,  having  gulped  down  the  evo- 
lution theory,  has  spewed  these  foun- 
dations of  Christianity  out  of  its 
mouth  and  is  skillfully  playing  out 
sufficient  line  to  keep  the  careless  or 
hoodwinked  orthodox  element  on  the 
hook  until  the  latter  flop  over  to  its 
apostate  position.  Then  it  will  be  in 
complete  control  of  a  church  that  "has 
a  name  to  live  and  is  dead." 

Keble  assisted  John  Henry  Newman 
and  Edward  B.  Pusey  in  editing  the 
"Library  of  the  Fathers."  He  was  the 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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BIBLE    LESSONS 


Program  Outline 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  someone  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  interperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear    this    in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topics.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians   who    can    always    be    depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar    of    prayer    and    accept    Jesus. 

GIVING  WHAT  WE  HAVE 

Mildred   Austin 

Scripture  lesson:    Acts  3:6. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Many  say  if  they  had  what  So  and 
So  had  they  would  give;  but  God  wants 
what  we  have,  not  what  we  have  not. 
If  we  could  only  think  of  the  great 
price  the  Son  of  God  paid,  then  I'm 
sure  we'd  be  willing  to  give  our  all. 
Of  course,  there  are  some  who  are 
more  financially  able  than  others,  but 
where  we  haven't  the  money  to  back 
the  church  up  we  can  use  our  prayers, 
our  talents,  and  our  time.  There  are 
many  more  ways  of  giving  to  Jesus 
than  by  money.  If  we  devote  our 
entire  time  and  finance  to  God's  great 
cause,  it  still  wouldn't  be  compared  to 
what  God  gave  for  us.  So,  dear  friend, 
let  us  just  pray  that  God  will  help  us 
to  give  and  do  more  for  Him  in  pay- 
ment of  His  great  goodness  to  us. 
FIRST  GIVE  SELF 
2  Cor.  8:1-5 

When  Paul  exhorted  the  Corinth- 
ians, we  find  in  2  Cor.  8:5,  "And  this 
they  did,  not  as  we  had  hoped,  but 
first  gave  themselves  to  the  Lord,  and 
unto  us  by  the  will  of  God."  So  we 
see  we  have  to  first  submit  ourselves, 
then  God  will  make  us  able  to  give 
our  prayers  and  our  offerings  to  Him 
who  is  our  Keeper.  Nothing  we  can 
give  will  help  us  in  the  end,  unless 
we  have  first  given  our  hearts  to 
Jesus.  Of  course,  offerings  and  go- 
ing to  church  will  not  save  our  souls, 


but  all  we  have  and  all  we  are  must 
be  given  unreservedly  to  Him. 

The  devil  seems  to  make  it  so  easy 
to  serve  him  through  the  things  of 
the  world,  and  as  surely  as  we  have 
the  world  to  cling  to,  we'll  never  find 
time  for  Jesus.  When  Paul  was  writ- 
ing to  the  Ephesians,  he  said,  "Neither 
give  place  to  the  devil."  The  devil  can 
find  so  many  things  to  hinder  us. 
Just  the  little  work  we  haven't  done 
will  pile  up  into  a  mountain,  seem- 
ingly, when  time  for  services  at 
church  begins.  And,  of  course,  we  al- 
ways have  that  for  an  excuse!  So 
many  say,  "Well,  I  just  don't  have  the 
time."  We'd  better  take  time,  because 
we'll  surely  have  to  take  time  to  die, 
but  is  Jesus  going  to  find  time  for  us 
when  we  haven't  found  time  for 
Him?  Our  time  used  in  serving  Jesus 
is  the  most  valuable  time  there  is. 
After  all,  our  time  is  going  to  be 
made  into  a  mansion  and  a  crown 
for  us  after  awhile. 

GIVE  YOUR  TALENT 
Matt.   25:14-30 

We've  all  heard  comments  such  as 
these:  "Oh,  if  I  could  only  sing  like 
she  can!"  "Oh,  I  do  wish  I  could  tes- 
tify like  some  people";  or  "I'd  be  so 
happy  if  I  could  play  the  piano!"  If 
everybody  were  like  that  we  wouldn't 
have  anybody  to  enjoy  testimonies  or 
preaching  or  singing,  would  we?  I'm 
sure  everyone  has  a  talent.  Maybe  it 
is  praying  or  perhaps  a  winning  way 
with  the  sinners,  or  just  brightening 
the  day  by  visiting  a  sick  person.  God 
surely  isn't  pleased  when  we  use  our 
talents  for  the  devil.  Many  people 
who  have  talents  are  always  uplifted 
and  improved  greatly  when  they  be- 
gin serving  God.  It  takes  great  and 
small  talents  to  put  over  this  great 
program  for  God.  If  we'll  only  pray  as 
we  should,  I  am  sure  God  will  in- 
crease our  talents  and  make  us  a 
greater  blessing. 

GIVE  YOUR  MEANS 
Prov.  3:9 

"Honor  the  Lord  with  thy  sub- 
stance." Now,  isn't  this  enough  to 
know  that  God  wants  us  to  give  of 
our  means  financially  and  spiritually? 
Some  people  remark:  "Oh,  I'll  get  to 
heaven  whether  I  pay  my  tithes  or 
not.  I'm  saved  and  that's  all  that 
really  matters."  How  could  we  get 
our  churches  built  and  how  can  we 
send  our  missionaries  to  foreign  fields 
if  everyone  should  feel  like  this? 
We're  surely  going  to  reap  just  like  we 
sow — and  if  we  give  nothing,  the  Lord 
will  give  us  nothing  in  return.  Can  we 
refuse  to  give  a  little  when  Jesus  gave 
His  all  for  us?  God  helps  us  to  have 
that  giving  spirit.  If  God's  people 
would  give  what  they  have,  God's 
work  would  grow  by  leaps  and  bounds. 
Let  us  give  and  give,  so  we'll  be  able 
to  see  and  enjoy  the  goodness  of  the 
Lord.  We'll  surely  have  to  send  up 
something  to  build  our  heavenly  man- 
sion with,  won't  we? 


WHAT  JESUS  TEACHES  ABOUT 
GOD  THE  FATHER 

Scripture   lesson:    John  4:23-26. 
REVELATION    AT    THE    WELL 

Jesus  believed  in  personal  evange- 
lism.    So  often  He  brought  the  truth 
to  light  to  a  single  individual  or  in 
speaking  to  a  small  group. 
John  4:20 

The  Samaritan  woman  at  the  well 
had  a  mistaken  idea  about  the  nature 
of  God.  Read  again  and  note  what 
her  conception  of  God  was.  Then  read 
the  next  verse  and  see  how  Jesus  was 
trying  to  lead  her  to  think  of  the 
nature  of  God  in  the  right  way. 

After  the  great  Teacher  had  told 
the  woman  that  where  she  worshipped 
did  not  matter,  He  gave  her  the  reason 
why.  "God  is  a  Spirit,"  He  said.  Or, 
God  is  spirit.  God,  the  Father,  does 
not  reside  in  any  particular  geograph- 
ical location,  but  He  is  always  every- 
where. 

Mark  10:17 

One  day  when  Jesus  was  traveling, 
a  man  ran  to  him  and  called  him 
"Good  Teacher."  The  Master  corrected 
him  by  telling  him  that  there  is  only 
One  who  is  good,  and  that  is  God. 
Luke,  15th  Chapter 

When  Jesus  was  criticized  by  the 
Pharisees  and  scribes  for  mingling 
with  publicans  and  sinners,  He  told 
three  parables:  the  Lost  Sheep,  the 
Lost  Piece  of  Silver,  and  the  Prodigal 
Son.  The  latter  parable  is  a  picture 
of  God,  with  the  tender,  loving  heart 
of  a  father,  welcoming  back  home 
a  son  who  had  been  a  waster.  The 
parable  shows  the  love  of  God  in 
action,  forgiving  a  wayward  but  pen- 
itent child  of  His.  The  Father  in 
heaven  is  able  and  willing  to  for- 
give, Mark  11:25. 

Matt.  25:14-30 

God  is  just.  He  endows  His  chil- 
dren with  abilities  and  capacities, 
some  with  more  and  some  with  less, 
but  He  holds  each  responsible  for 
what  has  been  intrusted  to  him.  Read 
scripture  and  note  that  faithfulness 
in  the  use  of  gifts  was  rewarded,  and 
that  unfaithfulnpss  was  punished. 
Luke  12:7 

In  our  study  of  the  universe,  which 
appears  so  infinitely  vast  and  com- 
plex, we  are  in  danger  of  losing  sight 
of  the  comforting  fact  that  no  one 
is  insignificant  in  the  sight  of  God. 
The  heavenly  Father  knows  and  cares 
for  each  individual.  Jesus  emphasized 
this  truth  when  He  declared,  "The 
very  hairs  of  your  head  are  all  num- 
bered." We  must  never  let  material- 
ism get  between  us  and  God,  so  that 
we  fail  to  see  that  He  is  mindful  of 
each  of  us. 

Luke  18:1-5 

We  should  never  become  weary  in 
praying  to  God  for  the  mercies  that 
we  need,  said  Jesus.  Even  an  ungodly, 
inhumane  judge  was  ready  to  grant 
a  widow  her  will  who  kept  coming  to 
him  again  and  again.  Those  who  trust 
the  heavenly  Father  and  seek  to  fol- 
low where  He  guides  are  sure  to  re- 
ceive blessings  from  Him  if  they  call 
upon  Him  continually.   He  will  be  in- 
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finitely  more  responsive  than  the  un- 
righteous judge. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

God  Loves.    John  3:16. 

God  Cares.  Matt.  6:25-34. 

God  Rewards.    Matt.  6:1-6. 

God  Is  Impartial.    Matt.  5:43-48. 

God  Seeks  Our  Love.  Matt.  22:34-40. 

God  Works  Through  Man.  John  3:21. 

LEARNING    FROM   THE   LIFE 
OF  ISAAC 

Scripture:    1  Sam.  15:22. 
OBEDIENCE 

Obedience  to  any  call  of  God  means 
sacrifice;  but  the  sacrifice  is  only 
momentary  and  in  the  seeming,  for 
once  it  is  gladly  made  the  loss  is 
changed  into  profit.  Livingstone  gave 
up  everything  for  Africa,  but  had  a 
life  radiantly  happy  and  became 
famous  in  the  annals  of  the  race.  So 
are  we  all  who  have  made  great  sac- 
rifices gladly  for  God.  Abraham  in  in- 
tention sacrificed  his  precious  only 
son;  but  instantly  received  him  back 
again  from  the  jaws  of  death,  and  was 
permitted  to  hear  the  lovely  voice  of 
His  God  besides. 

GOING  SLOW  WITH  GOD 

Isaac  remained  single  for  forty 
years,  Gen.  22:20,  waiting  patiently 
such  time  as  his  father  should  get  him 
a  wife.  He  could  have  had  one  long 
before,  as  his  son  Esau  later  did  do, 
but  Isaac's  wife,  chosen  in  the  will  of 
God,  brought  him  only  satisfaction 
and  greatly  helped  to  make  his  name 
great.  Young  people  who  marry  with- 
out first  getting  the  mind  of  the  Lord, 
and  without  the  advice  and  approval 
of  those  wise  in  the  ways  of  God  who 
love  them,  act  foolishly,  and  need  not 
be  surprised  if  a  life  of  misery  fol- 
lows. 

We  are  faithfully  warned  against 
leaning  to  our  own  understanding, 
Prov.  3:5,  and  yielding  one's  life  to 
the  control  of  the  flesh  is  most  per- 
nicious, Rom.  7:25.  To  choose  our 
course  by  our  natural  inclinations  or 
fleshly  desires,  is  the  way  of  the  world, 
the  way  of  unrighteousness;  but  to 
say  to  God,  "Not  my  will,  but  thine 
be  done,"  is  pleasing  to  God.  Most  of 
us  need  to  watch  ourselves  just  here. 
Isaac  did.  Jacob  was  the  son  of  God's 
choice;  but,  because  Esau  tickled 
Isaac's  palate — his  fleshly  appetite — 
Isaac  loved  Esau. 

The  Psalmist  promised  prosperity  to 
the  righteous.  Psa.  1:1-3.  Jesus  prom- 
ised that  if  we  seek  first  the  kingdom 
of  God  and  His  righteousness,  all 
needful  things  shall  be  given  us,  not 
all  we  want  but  our  needs.  "My  God 
shall  supply  all  your  need  according 
to  his  riches  in  glory  by  Christ  Jesus," 
!  Phil.  4:19.  The  Old  Testament  ends 
(Mai.  3:10-12)  and  the  New  Testament 
begins  with  such  promises,  Matt.  6:33. 
In  spite  of  some  failures,  Isaac's  heart 
clung  tenaciously  to  God,  and  God 
gave  him  abundant  prosperity,  Gen. 
26:12-14. 

"He  knoweth  our  frame;  he  remem- 
oereth  that  we  are  dust,"  Psa.  103:14. 
God  blessed  such  men  as  Joseph  and 


Daniel  and  Nehemiah  and  Job;  but 
lest  we  be  discouraged  and  fear  that 
unless  our  lives  are  blameless  like 
theirs  we  shall  have  no  right  to  expect 
His  blessings,  He  tells  of  how  He 
blessed  Isaac,  and  tells  of  Isaac's  mis- 
takes and  failures.  But  He  does  not 
expect  us  to  imitate  the  failures  of 
Isaac.  Christ  is  our  example.  We  are 
only  to  follow  Paul  insofar  as  he 
followed  Christ.  1  Cor.  11:1.  Follow 
Christ.     1  Peter  2:21. 

Nothing  happens  by  chance.  God 
knows  all  things — future  as  well  as 
past,  and  every  move  of  His  is  a  move 
toward  the  accomplishing  of  His  final 
goal.  If  we  but  keep  surrendered  to 
His  will,  we  shall  become  lively  tools 
in  His  hands.  He  said  to  Abraham, 
"In  Isaac  shall  thy  seed  be  called."  It 
was  the  far-off  fact  that  through 
Isaac  Abraham  would  become  the 
progenitor  of  Christ,  that  God  had  in 
mind.  Because  Isaac  was  the  father 
of  Jacob  he  was  a  part  of  the  line 
that  finally  produced  Christ.  It  is 
great  to  be  in  God's  will. 


A  GOOD   IDEA 

I  want  to  tell  you  about  our 
Y.P.E.  Not  all  churches  have  a 
Y.P.E.  like  oms,  yet  we  find  it 
to  be  very  successful.  We  all  meet 
for  service,  sing  songs,  pray,  and 
then  separate  for  classes.  The 
adult  class  has  Bible  study.  The 
young  people  have  Personal  Soul 
Winning,  then  we  have  a  class 
from  five  to  twelve,  which  is 
the  class  I  teach.  We  have  Bible 
stories  and  learn  verses  from  the 
Bible.  After  we  meet  in  our 
rooms  for  thirty  or  forty  minutes, 
we  then  come  together  again  for 
a  program.  The  adult  class  gives 
the  program  one  night,  then 
the  young  people,  and  then  it  is 
our  night. 

Will  you  please  send  me  some 
material  for  my  programs? — 
Mrs.  H.  B.  Trammell,  Rt.  2  (Do- 
cena),  Adamsville,  Ala. 


QUESTIONS  FOR  DISCUSSION 

What  does  Abraham  teach  about 
making   great  sacrifices?     Gen.   22:9. 

Is  there  any  lesson  for  us  in  Isaac's 
marriage?    Gen.  24:67. 

What  warning  is  there  to  be  had 
from  the  life  of  Isaac?    Gen.  25:28. 

May  those  who  cling  unchangeably 
to  Christ,  even  though  they  be  not 
perfect,  expect  to  prosper?  Gen.  26: 
12-14. 

Are  we  to  follow  in  everything  the 
example  of  the  great  men  in  the  Bi- 
ble?    Gen.  26:7. 

What  may  be  learned  from  Isaac 
about  patience  and  forbearance?  Gen. 
26:19-22. 

May  people  expect  the  blessing  of 
God  upon  them  when  they  are  going 
forward  by  faith,  even  though  there 
be  some  of  the  flesh  in  manifestation? 
Gen.  27:26-29;  Heb.  11:20. 


LIGHTED   PATHWAY   PROGRAM 

Appoint  your  leader  and  let  him 
or  her  choose  a  scripture  lesson  on 
Thanksgiving  and  prepare  his  own 
introduction.  Some  have  complained 
that  our  young  people  depend  too 
much  on  the  lesson  comments.  This 
will  give  them  a  chance  to  work  their 
minds  some  and  will  be  good  training. 

Select  the  best  articles  and  thoughts 
along  the  line  of  Thanksgiving  and 
prepare  your  talks.  There  is  always 
a  desire  to  testify  to  the  many  bless- 
ings throughout  the  year,  so  open  the 
meeting  for  a  real  Thanksgiving 
service. 


THANKSGIVING  DAY 

(Continued  from  page  9) 

been  appointed  by  the  civil  authori- 
ties to  be  observed  as  a  day  of  Thanks- 
giving to  Almighty  God  for  the  fruits 
of  the  earth  .  .  ." 

In  1863,  the  President  appointed  a 
legal  holiday  and  since  that  time  it 
has  been  observed  throughout  the 
country  on  the  last  Thursday  of  No- 
vember. The  date  is  a  tribute  to  the 
demands  of  home.  Earlier  in  the  fall 
the  housewives  and  farmers,  propor- 
tionately more  at  the  time  of  the 
proclamation  than  now,  were  busy 
getting  ready  for  winter.  In  the  part 
of  the  world  where  Thanksgiving  Day 
originated,  preparing  for  winter  was 
serious  and  extended  labor.  Foods  had 
to  be  cured  by  drying  and  salting,  the 
preservative  art  had  not  been  reliably 
developed,  and  housewives  used  resin 
for  sealing,  hoping  that  things  would 
keep  safely. 

The  men  in  the  colder  states  packed 
away  meats,  the  hardy  fruits,  and 
vegetables,  and  made  ready  to  stand 
the  siege  of  winter.  They  had  reason 
to  be  thankful  for  their  overflowing 
bins,  their  cheese,  and  all  the  dried 
fruits  that  had  been  fixed  with  long 
and  hard  labor.  They  shared  of  their 
abundance  with  those  who  had  less. 

From  the  beginning  of  time  there 
have  been  some  who  did  well  and  some 
who  did  poorly  under  much  the  same 
conditions.  Old  New  Englanders  were 
severe  on  "shiffless  critters"  but  were 
usually  generous  to  the  families  suf- 
fering from  the  witlessness  of  the  head 
of  the  family.  It  was  one  of  the  old 
Thanksgiving  duties  to  carry  a  basket 
of  provisions  to  any  family  which 
might  otherwise  go  without  a  festive 
meal  of  some  kind. 

The  original  turkey  was  one  of  the 
wild  birds  and  had  two  desirable 
characteristics.  It  supplied  food  when 
little  more  was  to  be  had  and  the  meat 
was  a  delicacy.  The  wild  bird  is  sel- 
dom seen  now,  but  the  cultivated  fowl 
has  outgrown  the  natural  one  in 
beauty,  size,  and  excellence  of  flesh. 
The  wild  turkey  now  is  smaller  than 
the  domestic  but  is  no  pigmy  as  it 
averages  eighteen  pounds. 

The  truly  New  England  dessert  is 
pumpkin  pie.  Mince  pie  and  plum 
pulding,  which  nowadays  are  univer- 
sally regarded  as  belonging  to  Thanks- 
giving, have  been  borrowed  from 
Christmas.  Originally  the  people  who 
observed  Thanksgiving  made  no  ac- 
( Continued  on  page  33) 
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IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN   EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

the  shoe.  The  knots  had  been  drawn 
very  tight;  but  she  was  very  deter- 
mined, and  presently  a  deep  sigh  of 
relief  broke  from  the  breathless, 
watching  congregation,  as,  taking  the 
shoe  from  the  man's  foot,  she  flung  it 
sharply  down,  twice,  upon  the  floor. 

She  rose  now  to  her  feet  to  com- 
plete the  ceremony.  The  law  of  spit- 
ting in  the  face  of  the  man  had  been 
modified  to  meet  the  views  of  a  day 
less  gross  than  when  it  was  carried 
out  in  full  coarseness. 

The  brother-in-law  took  a  couple  of 
paces  backwards,  and  the  beautiful 
widow  spat  on  the  place  he  had  stood 
a  moment  before. 

Then  she  faced  the  great  congrega- 
tion.   Her    eyes    travelled    straight    to 
the  face  of  the  man  she  loved,  whom 
she  was  shortly  to  marry.  Her 
eyes    danced    with    excitement, 
her  cheeks  were  rosy  with  color, 
her  whole  face  was  full  of  an 
indescribable    rapture,    as    she 
cried: 

"I  am  free!" 

"True,  sister,  you  are  free!" 
the  brother-in-law  responded. 

The  rabbi  moved  swiftly  to 
her  side,  and,  looking  into  her 
face,  said: 

"O  woman  of  Israel,  you  are 
free!" 

With  a  shout  that  reminded 
Tom  Hammond  of  the  shout, 
"He  is  risen!"  at  the  Easter 
service  in  the  Greek  churches 
of  Russia,  the  excited,  perspir- 
ing congregation  cried:  "Wom- 
an, you  are  free!" 

A  moment  or  two  later  the 
service  concluded,  and  the 
building  emptied.  Walking 
homeward  by  Hammond's  side, 
Cohen  said,  "Only  the  most 
orthodox  of  Jews  would  dream 
of  using  Chalitza  to  free  them- 
selves for  remarrying  This  is 
the  only  case  I  have  personally 
known.  By-the-by,  Mr.  Ham- 
mond, it  is  said  that  about  the 
middle  of  the  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury one  of  the  Rothschild  wi- 
dows sought  Chalitza,  but  failed 
to  untie  the  lace  of  the  shoe,  and  was 
disqualified  from  remarrying." 

Cohen's  wife  had  stopped  to  speak 
to  some  friends.  The  young  Jew 
joined  her.  Tom  Hammond  found 
himself  moving  forward  by  Zillah's 
side. 

"What  an  extraordinary  service 
that  was,  Miss  Robart!"  he  said. 

"It  was!"  she  glanced  almost  shyly 
away  from  him,  for,  unknown  to  him- 
self, his  eyes  were  full  of  the  warmest 
admiration. 

"Do  you  think,  Miss  Robart,"  he 
went  on,  "if  you  were  situated  as  was 
that  beautiful  woman  whom  we  have 
just  seen  freed  from  the  Mosaic  bond, 
that  you  would  have  braved  the  Chal- 
itza ceremony,  or  would  you  have  tak- 
en advantage  of  the  English  law 
and — " 
She  lifted  her  great,  black,  lustrous 


eyes  to  his  in  a  sudden  gaze  of  utter 
frankness,  as,  interrupting  him,  she 
cried: 

"I  would  certainly  not  marry  any 
man,  save  one  whom  I  could  wholly 
revere  and  love!" 

"Happy  the  man  whom  you  shall 
thus  honor,  Miss  Robart!" 

Tom  Hammond  barely  whispered 
the  words,  and  she  was  not  wholly 
sure  that  he  meant  them  for  her 
ears.  She  did  not  respond  in  any 
way,  but  she  was  conscious  that  his 
gaze  was  fixed  upon  her. 

Perhaps  it  was  to  give  her  a  chance 
of  recovering  herself,  that  his  next 
question  was  on  quite  a  different 
topic. 

"Are  you.  Miss  Robart,"  he  said, 
"wholly  wedded  to  the  Jewish  faith? 
Do  you  believe,  for  instance,  that 
Jesus,  the  Nazarene,  was  an  im- 
postor?" 


IF  CHRIST  SHOULD  COME  TONIGHT 

Pearl  Waggoner 


//  you  could  knoio  that  Jesus  woiild  appear 
Before  another  morn  should  give  its  light, 

Oh,  roould  your  heart  be  filled  with  joy  or  fear, 
If  you  could  know  that  He  would  come  tonight? 


siah  to  the  Jews,  but  He  will  come  in 
the  air,  and — " 

She  glanced  sharply  round.  Some 
instinct  told  her  her  friends  were 
coming. 

"No  more  now,"  she  whispered.  "I 
will  tell  you  more  another  time.  I 
shall  myself  know  more,  tonight.  I 
go  twice  a  week  to  a  mission-room  at 
Spitalfields — " 

"What  time?"  he  asked  eagerly. 

"Seven,"  she  replied,  not  realizing 
the  eagerness  of  his  tone. 

"Where  is  this  place?"  he  went  on. 

She  had  just  time  to  tell  him.  When 
Cohen  and  his  wife  came  up,  husband 
and  wife  began  talking  together.  Zillah 
appeared  to  listen,  but  in  reality  she 
heard  nothing  of  what  they  were  say- 
ing. 

They  had  reached  the  house  by 
this  time.  Hammond  would  not  go  in. 
He  shook  hands,  in  parting,  with  each, 
but  his  hold  upon  Zillah's  hand 
was  longer  than  on  the  others 
and  his  eyes  held  an  ardency 
that  gave  a  new  tumult  to  her 
heart. 

As  she  passed  into  the  house 
she  whispered  to  herself,  "Will 
he  be  at  Spitalfields  tonight?" 


The  thing  you'd  do,  the  words  that  you  loould  say, 
Perchance  the  letter  you  had  tho't  to  write, — 

How  many  plans  would  have  to  change  today, 
If  you  were  sure  that  Christ  ivould  come  to- 
night? 

How  many  acts  would  then  remain  undone! 

How  many  ivrongs  would  have  to  be  made  right, 
If  you  should  meet  Him  ere  another  sun, 

And  knew  for  sure  that  He  would  come  tonight? 

Hoio  many  things  ivould  you  find  time  for  then, 
Noiv  croioded  out  or  else  forgotten  quite — 

The  kindly  deed,  the  hour  of  prayer  again? 
Would    aught    be    different,    should    He    come 
tonight? 

Some  day  that  dawns  ivill  mark  all  time  as  past; 

Then  may  we  keep  our  lamps  all  trimmed  and 
bright. 
Oh,  may  we  live  each  day  as  'twere  the  last, 

And  ready  be,  if  Christ  should  come  tonight! 

— Selected. 


He  heard  the  catch  that  came  into 
her  throat.  Then,  with  a  half-fright- 
ened look  around,  she  lifted  her  melt- 
ing eyes  to  his,  as  she  said,  "I  can 
trust  you,  Mr.  Hammond,  I  know.  You 
will  keep  my  confidence,  if  I  give  it 
to  you?" 

His  eyes  answered  her,  and  she  went 
on. 

"I  have  not  dared  to  breathe  a 
word  of  it  to  anyone,  not  even  to  my 
good  brother-in-law  Abraham,  but  I 
am  learning  to  love  the  Christ." 

Her  face  was  filled  with  a  holy  light, 
her  cheeks  glowed  with  excitement,  as 
she  went  on: 

"I  see  how  the  prophecies  of  our 
forefathers — Isaiah  especially  —  were 
all  literally  fulfilled  in  the  life  and 
work  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth.  I  see,  too, 
that  when  next  He  comes,  it  will  not 
be  as  our  race  supposes,  as  the  Mes- 


A  quarter  of  an  hour  before 
the  time  Zillah  had  given  him, 
Tom  Hammond  was  waiting 
near  the  "Mission  Hall  for 
Jews,"  where  the  meeting  was 
to  be  held.  He  was  anxious  that 
she  should  not  know  of  his 
proximity,  so  kept  out  of  sight 
— there  were  many  possibilities 
of  this  among  the  various  stalls 
in  the  gutter  way. 

Presently  he  saw  her  coming, 
and  the  light  of  a  glad  admira- 
tion leaped  into  his  eyes.  "What 
a  superb  face  and  figure  she 
has!"  he  mused.  "What  a  per- 
fect queen  of  a  woman  she 
is!" 

From  behind  a  whelk-stall  he 
watched  her  cross  over  to  the 
door  of  the  Hall.  Here  she 
paused  a  moment,  and  glanced 
around. 

"I  believe  she  half  expected 

to  see  me  somewhere  near!"  he 

muttered  to  himself. 

She  entered  the  hall.  By  the  time 

her    head    was    bowed    in    prayer,    he 

had   entered,   and   had   taken   a  seat 

on  the  last  form,  the  fourth  behind 

hers.    When  she  first  raised  her  head 

from    her    silent    prayer,    she    looked 

around  and   backward.  In  her  heart 

she  was  hoping  he  would  be  there.  If 

he  had  not  been  bending  in  prayer, 

she  must  have  seen  him.    After  that 

she  turned  no  more,  the  service  soon 

occupied   all  her  thoughts. 

He,  too,  became  utterly  absorbed  by 
the  service,  of  which  the  address  was 
the  chief  feature.  It  was  largely  ex- 
pository, and  from  the  first  utterance 
of  the  speaker,  it  riveted  Tom  Ham- 
mond's attention. 

The    speaker,    himself    a    converted 

Jew,  took  as  his  text  Deut.  21:22,23. 

"If   a   man   have   committed   a   sin 

worthy  of  death,  and  is  sentenced  to 
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death,  and  thou  hang  him  on  a  tree, 
his  corpse  shall  not  remain  all  night 
upon  the  tree,  but,  burying,  thou  shalt 
bury  him  on  that  day  (because  he  who 
is  hanged  is  accursed  of  God) ." 

"Now,  brethren,"  the  speaker  went 
on,  "as  far  as  I  have  been  able  to  dis- 
cover, in  all  the  Hebrew  records  I 
have  been  able  to  consult,  and  in  all 
the  histories  of  our  race,  I  have  not 
found  a  single  reference  to  a  Hebrew 
official  hanging  of  a  criminal  on  a 
tree.  To  what,  then,  does  this  verse 
refer,  and  why  is  it  placed  on  Jeho- 
vah's statute  book?" 

For  a  few  moments  he  appealed  to 
his  Jewish  hearers  on  points  peculiar- 
ly Hebraic.  Then  presently  he  said, 

"Now  let  us  see  if  the  New  Testa- 
ment will  shed  any  light  upon  this." 

Turning  rapidly  the  leaves  of  his 
Bible,  he  went  on.  "There  is  a  book 
in  the  Christian  Scriptures  known  as 
the  Epistle  to  the  Galatians  which,  in 
the  tenth  verse  of  the  third  chapter, 
repeats  our  own  word  from  Deuter- 
onomy : 

"  'Cursed  is  every  one  that  con- 
tinueth  not  in  all  things  which  are 
written  in  the  book  of  the  law  to  do 
them,'  and  in  the  thirteenth  verse 
says,  'Christ  hath  redeemed  us  from 
the  curse  of  the  law,  being  made  a 
curse  for  us:  for  it  is  written,  Cursed 
is  every  one  that  hangeth  on  a  tree.' 

"We  all,  brethren,  as  the  sons  of 
Abraham,  believe  that  our  father 
David's  Psalm  beginning,  'My  God, 
my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me?' 
was  never  written  out  of  His  own  ex- 
perience, but  was  prophetic  of  some 
other  person.  Now,  let  me  quote  you 
some  of  the  words  of  that  psalm." 

In  clear,  succinct  language,  the 
speaker,  quoting  verse  after  verse  of 
the  psalm,  showed  how  literally  the 
descriptions  fitted  into  a  death  by 
crucifixion.  Referring  to  the  Gospel 
narratives  of  the  death  on  the  cross, 
he  showed  how  they  also  fitted  in  with 
the  description  of  Christ's  death,  and 
how  Christ  actually  took  upon  His 
dying  lips  the  cry  of  the  psalm,  "My 
God,  my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken 
me?" 

Then  with  wondrous  clearness  he 
referred  to  parts  of  Isaiah  53,  and, 
continuing  his  theme,  showed  that  it 
was  evident  that  only  one  particular 
type  of  death  could  have  atoned  for 
the  sin  of  the  human  race,  a  death 
that  would  render  the  dying  one  ac- 
cursed of  the  Almighty.  The  only 
death  that  would  fully  carry  out  that 
condition  was  crucifixion. 

"Our  race  waited  for  the  Messiah," 
he  cried,  "and  He  came.  Our  prophet 
Micah  said,  'Yet  thou,  O  Bethlehem- 
Ephratah,  little  as  thou  art  amidst 
the  thousands  of  Judah,  yet  out  of 
thee  shall  proceed  from  me,  one 
who  is  to  be  ruler  in  Israel!' 

"The  Christ  was  born  at  the  only 
time  in  the  world's  history  when  He 
could  have  been  executed  on  a  tree — 
crucified.  At  a  time  when  the  Roman 
— crucifixion  was  a  Roman  punish- 
ment— swayed  our  beloved  land  of 
Jewry.  So  that  Paul,  the  great  Jew, 
chosen  of  God  to  be  apostle  to  the 


Gentiles,  wrote  after  the  crucifixion 
of  Jesus,  the  Nazarene,  'According  to 
the  time,  Christ  died.'  " 

For  some  minutes  the  speaker  ap- 
pealed to  his  Jewish  hearers  with  a 
wonderful  power.  Then  finally  ad- 
dressing not  only  the  Jews,  but  any 
Gentiles  who  might  be  present,  he 
cried : 

"We  must  know  the  meaning  of  sin, 
brethren,  before  we  can  understand 
the  mystery  of  a  crucified  Christ.  A 
beheaded,  a  stoned  Christ,  could  not 
have  atoned  for  a  guilty  world,  but 
only  a  God-cursed  death,  a  tree- 
cursed  death  could  have  done  this. 

"And  Christ  was  cursed  for  us — He 
who  knew  no  curse  of  His  own.  Ah! 
beloved,  the  guilt  of  the  human  race 
is  the  key  to  the  cross. 

"Times  change,  customs  change,  but 
sin  remains,  sin  is  ever  the  same,  and 
only  a  living,  personal  trust  in  the 
crucified  Christ  can  ever  deliver  the 
unsaved  sinner  from  the  wrath  of 
God  which  abideth  on  him." 

The  address  closed.  Tom  Hammond 
awoke  from  his  intense  absorption  of 
soul.  He  had  long  since  utterly  for- 
gotten Zillah.  He  had  seen  only  him- 
self at  first,  his  own  sin,  and  that  his 
sin  had  nailed  Christ  to  the  cross. 
Then,  better  still,  he  saw  the  Christ. 

Only  a  few  nights  before  he  had 
paused  to  watch  a  Salvation  Army 
open-air  meeting.  The  girl-officer  in 
charge  of  the  corps  had  announced 
thirty-eight  as  the  number  of  the 
hymn  they  would  sing,  and  prefaced 
the  reading  of  the  first  verse  by  say- 
ing: 

"This  hymn  was  written  by  an  ex- 
drunkard  —  an  ex-blasphemer.  His 
name  was  Newton — drunken  Jack 
Newton  he  was  often  called  by  his 
mates,  and  by  others  who  knew  him. 
He  was  a  sailor,  on  a  ship  trading  to 
the  African  coast,  at  the  time  when  his 
soul  was  aroused  to  its  danger.  He  was 
in  agony,  not  knowing  what  to  do  to 
get  rest  and  peace. 

"One  night  he  was  keeping  anchor- 
watch.  He  was  alone  on  the  deck, 
the  night  was  dark  and  eerie.  His  sins 
troubled  him.  All  that  he  had  heard 
of  the  crucified  Christ — whom  he  had 
so  often  blasphemed — swept  into  his 
soul,  and  he  groaned  in  the  misery  of 
his  sin-convicted  state. 

"Suddenly  he  paused  in  his  deck- 
pacing,  and  looked  up.  To  his  fevered 
imagination,  the  yard  which  crossed 
the  mast  high  up  above  his  head  ap- 
peared like  a  mighty  cross,  and  it  was 
remembering  this,  with  all  the  soul- 
experience  of  that  night,  that  in  after 
years,  when  he  became  a  preacher  of 
the  gospel,  and  a  noted  divine,  Dr. 
John  Newton  wrote: 

"I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree 

In  agonies  and  blood, 
Who  fixed  His  dying  eyes  on  me, 

As  near  the  cross  I  stood. 
A  second  look  He  gave,  which  said, 

'I  freely  all  forgive, 
My  blood  was  for  thy  ransom  paid, 

I  die  that  thou  may'st  live.' " 

Recalling  these  words  now,  Tom 
Hammond's  soul  received  the  great 
revelation.    He  heard  no  word  of  the 


closing  hymn  and  prayer,  but  passed 
out  into  the  open  air  a  new  man  in 
Christ. 

The  mission  leader  had  given  an 
invitation  to  any  who  would  like  to 
be  helped  in  soul  matters  to  remain 
behind.  Tom  Hammond  noticed  that 
Zillah    lingered. 

It  was  half  an  hour  before  she  came 
out.  Tom  Hammond  had  lived  a  life- 
time of  wonder  in  the  thirty  minutes. 

Like  one  in  a  delicious  dream  Zil- 
lah walked  on  a  few  yards.  Suddenly 
she  became  aware  of  Tom  Hammond's 
presence  at  her  side. 

"Zillah!" 

He  gave  her  no  other  word  of  greet- 
ing. It  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever 
called  the  young  girl  by  her  first 
name.  She  barely  noticed  the  tender 
action,  for  her  soul  was  rioting  in  a 
new-found  joy,  and  she  poured  out,  in 
a  few  sentences,  all  the  story  of  her 
supreme  trust  in  Christ  the  Nazarene. 

His  voice  was  hoarse  with  many 
emotions,  as  he  said, 

"I,  too,  Zillah,  have  tonight  seen 
Jesus  Christ  dying  for  my  sin,  and 
have  taken  Him  for  my  own  personal 
Savior!" 

A  four-wheeled  cab  moved  slowly 
along  in  the  gutterway,  the  driver  ut- 
tered a  low  "Keb,  keb!" 

Tom  Hammond  seized  the  oppor- 
tune offer,  and  whispered, 

"Let  us  take  a  cab,  Zillah.  I  have 
something  to  say  to  you  which  I  must 
say  tonight." 

Before  scarcely  she  realized  it,  she 
was  seated  by  his  side  in  the  cab. 

There  is  a  moment  in  every  woman's 
life  when  her  heart  warns  her  of  the 
coming  of  the  great  event  in  that  life, 
when  love  is  to  be  offered  to  her  by 
the  only  man  who  has  ever  loomed 
large  enough  in  her  consciousness  to 
be  able  to  affect  her  existence. 

This  moment  had  suddenly  unex- 
pectedly come  to  Zillah  Robart. 

Her  heart  warned  her  that  the  crisis 
was  upon  her.  She  had  done  nothing 
to  precipitate  it.  It  had  met  her, 
drawn  her  aside,  and  had  shut  her  up 
in  the  semi-darkness  of  this  vehicle 
with  the  only  man  she  could  ever  love. 

The  cab  rattled  over  the  cobbles  of 
that  wide  East-end  thoroughfare,  past 
the  throngs  of  moving  pedestrians, 
though,  to  her  consciousness,  the 
whole  wide  world  consisted  of  but  one 
man — the  man  at  her  side. 

"Zillah!"  his  voice  was  hoarse  and 
deep. 

She  realized  the  meaning  of  the 
hoarseness.  She  knew  by  her  own 
feeling  that  the  depth  and  intensity 
of  his  voice  was  due  to  the  emotion 
that  filled  him.  She  knew  she  would 
have  found  herself  voiceless  at  that 
moment  had  she  tried  to  speak. 

"I  love  you,"  he  went  on.  "I  have 
loved  you  from  the  first  instant  I  met 
you.  You  have  felt  it,  known  it.  Have 
you  not?" 

She  tried  to  speak,  her  lips  moved, 
but  no  sound  came  from  them.  But 
she  looked  into  his  eyes,  and  he  read 
his  answer. 

"And  you  will  be  mine,  dear  Zillah — 
and  soon?" 

She  did  not  answer  him  for  a  mo- 


NOVEMBER,  1945 


[Page  31] 


ment.  Her  heart  beat  with  a  tumultu- 
ous gladness,  and  her  brain  throbbed 
with  the  wonder  of  what  she  con- 
ceived to  be  the  honor  that  had  come 
to  her. 

"But  you  are  so  great — so — "  She 
paused,  she  could  find  no  words  to 
express  all  that  prospective  wifedom 
to  him  appeared  to  her. 

He  smiled  down  into  her  eyes.  Her 
loveliness  seemed  to  him  greater  than 
ever  before. 

"You  seem  like  a  king  to  me!" 

"You,  Zillah,"  he  smiled,  "do  not 
seem,  you  are,  a  queen  to  me.  Say  the 
one  word  that  shall  fill  all  my  soul 
with  delight — say  that  you  will  be 
mine — and  soon,  very  soon!" 

"I  will." 

"Will  it  give  you  joy,  I  wonder,  to 
know  that  I  have  been  a  man  free 
of  all  woman's  love  before?  I  have 
seen  many  women,  in  many  lands,  the 
loveliest  of  the  earth — though  none  so 
lovely  as  you.  It  is  no  egotism  on  my 
part,  either,  to  say  that  many  women 
have  sought  my  love  by  their  smiles 
and  favor.  But  none  ever  won  a  word 
of  love  or  response  from  me. 

"But  you,  my  Zillah,  have  been  to 
me  all  that  the  heart  of  man  could 
ever  wish  for,  from  the  first  moment 
I  met  you.  May  God  give  us  a  long 
life  together,  dearest,  and  make  us 
(with  our  new-born  faith  in  Him)  to 
be  the  best,  the  holiest  helpmeets,  the 
one  to  the  other,  that  this  world  has 
ever  known." 

"If  the  Christ,  to  whom  we  have 
given  ourselves  tonight,  should  tar- 
ry," she  whispered,  "and  we  are 
spared  to  dwell  together  on  earth  as 
husband  and  wife,  may  God  answer 
all  that  prayer  of  yours  abundantly." 

The  cab  turned  a  corner  sharply  at 
that  moment.  He  looked  through  the 
window.  They  were  within  a  few 
hundred  yards  of  where  he  had  given 
the  driver  orders  to  stop.  Zillah  would 
have,  on  alighting,  only  the  length  of 
a  short  street  to  traverse  before  reach- 
ing home,  and  he  would  take  a  han- 
som and  drive  back  to  the  office. 
(To   be   continued) 


THE   YOUNG   PEOPLE   VISIT   OUR 
"MIRACLE  MISSION"  IN  HAITI 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
than  New  Hampshire,  since  the 
Kluzits  have  been  placed  in  charge 
of  the  work  in  Haiti,  some  30,000  have 
been  saved,  4,000  baptized  in  water, 
and  about  3,000  filled  with  the  Holy 
Spirit.  Some  eighty  churches  and 
one  hundred  sixty  missions  have  been 
organized,  two  Bible  Schools  estab- 
lished and  training  and  sending  out 
native  workers,  and  about  forty  gram- 
mar schools  are  teaching  the  people 
the  fundamentals  of  education  and 
preparing  an  enlightened  church  body 
and  future  preachers  of  the  gospel. 
A  beautiful  orphanage  that  is  well 
organized  cares  for  thirty-five  happy 
children,  who  likewise  are  trained  to 
become  future  workers. 

"Well,  we're  now  'airborne  folks'! 
As  soon  as  we  get  out  to  sea  over  the 
capital  there  below,  we  will  turn  west- 
ward and  follow  the  coastline.    I  am 


sure  you  have  all  looked  at  your  maps 
and  know  where  you  are.  You  have 
noted  that  the  three  main  islands  of 
the  West  Indies  group  are  called 
Puerto  Rico  of  the  east  of  us,  Cuba  to 
the  west  of  us,  and  this  Island  of 
Haiti  and  Santo  Domingo,  over  which 
we  are  now  flying.  Haiti  is  a  negro 
republic,  occupying  the  western  third 
of  the  Island  and  the  Dominican  Re- 
public, from  where  we  took  a  plane 
this  morning,  the  other  two-thirds  of 
the  Island,  or  eastern  portion.  Haiti 
is  small,  but  densely  populated,  esti- 
mated to  have  possibly  over  four  mil- 
lion people.  It  is  the  only  French- 
speaking  republic  in  Latin-America — 
all  the  others  speak  Spanish,  except 
Brazil  where  Portuguese  is  spoken. 
Actually  though,  the  most  of  the  poor 
people  of  Haiti  speak  a  Creole  lan- 
guage, which  is  a  corrupt  from  the 
French. 

"Look  down  there!  You  see  the 
coastline  now  turns  southward,  but 
we  are  continuing  due  west  through 
this  valley.  Port-au-Prince,  the  capi- 
tal, lies  at  the  other  end  of  this  valley 
on  a  beautiful  bay,  and  spreads  up  the 
sides  of  these  mountains  to  the  south 
of  us,  like  a  jeweled  fan.  It  is  a  beau- 
tiful city,  though  inhabited  by  tens  of 
thousands  of  poverty-stricken  people, 
who  tug  at  your  heartstrings  as  they 
flock  the  streets,  many  of  them  with 
ragged  clothes,  some  with  loaded  bur- 
ros, many  others  from  the  mountains 
carrying  heavy  baskets  of  farm  pro- 
duce on  their  heads,  and  others  with 
baskets  of  wares  for  sale,  which  if 
all  sold  would  not  bring  a  profit  of 
thirty  cents — all  seeking  a  meager 
morsel  for  one  more  day  of  a  dull  and 
drab  existence. 

"The  road,  crossing  the  border  be- 
tween the  two  countries,  winds 
through  those  mountains  you  see  to 
the  north  of  us.  We  reach  our  des- 
tination in  forty-five  minutes,  where- 
as by  car  this  trip  would  be  a  long, 
hard,  weary  day's  journey,  which 
chews  up  your  tires,  your  physical  re- 
sistance, and  your  disposition.  By 
plane  it  is  pleasant,  just  a  little  more 
expensive,  and  one  arrives  fresh,  and 
ready  to  plunge  into  the  wonderful, 
but  very  tiring  two  weeks  of  conven- 
tions. See  those  two  large  lakes,  one 
below  us  and  the  other  just  ahead. 
They  tell  me  that  they  are  full  of  al- 
ligators. But  what  interests  me  most 
is  the  fact  that  if  this  valley  had  not 
been  filled  in  with  alluvial  soil  from 
the  mountains  on  both  sides,  we  would 
be  flying  between  two  islands. 

"O-o-o-o-h!  we  are  dropping  like 
a  fast  elevator!  Now  we  have  bounced 
and  are  shooting  up  again — it's  the 
air  pockets!  Look  at  the  wings!  We 
are  tossing  like  a  skiff  on  a  rough  sea. 
Hold  your  spirits  up  and  your  stom- 
achs down,  young  folks,  or  you'll  get 
air-sick.  There — that's  over  with! 
Agnes,  you  look  kind  of  pale — but 
never  mind,  we  all  go  through  it.  Look! 
There's  Port-au-Prince  now,  just  be- 
low us.  See  that  high  Catholic 
church  a  little  ways  up  there  on  the 
mountain    side,    in    that    cluster    of 


houses  just  on  the  outskirts  of  Port- 
au-Prince?  That's  just  a  few  blocks 
from  Brother  Kluzit's  home.  The  air 
is  a  little  lighter  and  fresher  up  there. 
Americans  find  it  enervating  to  live 
constantly  down  at  sea  level  in  trop- 
ical countries.  It  is  all  right  in  winter, 
but  in  summer  the  heat  pressure  in- 
creases until  one  feels  as  if  he  were 
a  prisoner  in  a  huge  vacuum,  from 
which  some  fiend  is  slowly  withdraw- 
ing all  of  the  oxygen,  until  one  is 
almost  gasping  for  air,  and  the  lungs 
seem  to  be  only  half  functioning,  and 
the  blood  to  feel  as  if  it  were  begin- 
ning to  boil.  One  sleeps  in  a  wet  bed 
from  perspiring  at  night  and  wakens 
in  the  morning  feeling  nauseated.  Add 
to  this,  tropical  fevers,  when  all  ener- 
gy is  sapped  from  the  body,  or  an 
attack  of  the  dreaded  and  ever- 
present  malaria,  and  your  missionary 
is  ready  for  the  discard — -his  life  spent, 
having  become  old  before  his  time. 
That  is  why  our  missionaries  in  trop- 
ical countries  must  get  into  the  moun- 
tains whenever  possible — and  must 
have  such  essential  helps  as  mosquito 
nets,  cold  showers,  ice  boxes,  etc.  Add 
to  this,  the  thousand  problems  a  day, 
most  of  them  extremely  vital  to  the 
work,  which  one  must  handle,  judge, 
and  decide  alone — far  from  the  coun- 
sel of  godly  brethren,  such  as  are 
always  at  ready  call  in  the  States, 
and  you  have  just  a  little  idea  of 
what  those  of  you  face  who  dedicated, 
or  will  dedicate,  your  lives  to  foreign 
mission  service.  But  with  it  all,  there 
comes  a  presence  and  fellowship  of 
Jesus,  such  as  one  seldom  knows  at 
home,  and  besides  that,  a  contented 
feeling  of  a  job  well  done  in  the  face 
of  great  stress  and  responsibility.  Do 
you  wonder  that  God  definitely  calls 
certain  ones  to  certain  fields,  whereas 
at  home  you  seem  to  be  in  His  will 
most  anywhere  you  work? 

"Say — they  must  have  changed  their 
minds  about  stopping  here!  The  plane 
has  passed  the  air-field  and  the  city 
and  is  continuing  right  on  out  over 
the  harbor.  What  if  it  should  take 
us  straight  on  to  Cuba!  But,  no,  it  is 
banking  now — and  say,  Mr.  Pilot, 
please  keep  that  wing  up  a  little  more! 
We  don't  like  the  way  it's  pointing 
toward  that  water,  and  the  way  we 
seem  to  be  sidling  down  into  it. 
A-a-ah!  Thanks,  that's  better  now. 
But  then  I  guess  you've  been  landing 
a  few  of  these  flying  monsters  for 
some  time  without  my  help.  There 
now,  wasn't  that  expert  though!  You 
never  even  felt  a  jar  when  the  wheels 
touched  the  earth,  did  you?  It's  good 
to  get  back  on  Mother  Earth  again." 


THE   SPIRIT   OF   THANKSGIVING 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

midst  of  "hard  times"  he  said,  "I  will 
rejoice  in  the  Lord." 

The  test  of  genuine  thanksgiving  is 
hard  times.  But  very  few  of  us  in 
America  know  what  hard  times  really 
are.  We  grumble  over  the  first  little 
trial  that  crosses  our  pathway.  I  spoke 
to  a  man  some  time  ago  who  lived 
through  the  terrible  famine  in  Sweden 
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some  fifty  or  sixty  years  ago.  "We 
had  to  eat  bread  made  from  straw," 
he  said.  "Didn't  you  have  bread  made 
from  bark  of  the  trees  at  least?"  I 
asked.  "No,"  he  replied,  "that  re- 
quired a  little  grain  or  flour,  and  we 
had  none  whatever.  Our  neighbor 
brought  over  some  bark  bread  and 
that  was  a  real  treat."  Think  of  call- 
ing bread  made  from  bark  a  real 
treat! 

How  ashamed  of  ourselves  we  ought 
to  be  that  grumble  over  our  conditions. 
We  live  like  kings  compared  with  our 
forefathers.  My  old  grandmother,  who 
lived  through  many  of  the  storms  of 
her  generation,  used  to  tell  us  grand- 
children, 'Ni  har  det  alldeles  for  gott." 
(You  have  it  entirely  too  good.)  Years 
have  passed  since  she  spoke  those 
words  and  many  things  have  changed 
since  then,  but  the  truthfulness  of 
those  words  still  abides.  The  hardships 
and  trials  which  we  are  going  through 
are  nothing  compared  with  those  who 
trod  the  way  before  us.  Surely,  our 
hearts  should  be  filled  with  thanks- 
giving instead  of  grumbling.  Our  Pil- 
grim fathers  endured  great  privations, 
sickness,  and  cold,  which  caused  the 
death  of  many  of  that  stalwart  group. 
Says  Governor  Bradford,  "It  please 
God  to  vissite  us  with  death  dayly  and 
with  so  generall  a  disease  that  the 
living  were  scarcely  able  to  burie  the 
dead."  There  were  one  hundred  twen- 
ty-one Pilgrims  that  arrived  on  De- 
cember 21st,  1620,  but,  when  that  first 
winter  had  passed,  there  were  forty- 
seven  graves  on  the  hillside  wherein 
slept  the  men  and  women  who  never 
lived  to  see  a  glorious  spring  in  the 
new  land.  Sorrow  and  privation  faced 
the  remaining  sixty-four,  but  with  un- 
daunted courage  they  lived  and  la- 
bored. When  the  first  autumn  arrived, 
in  spite  of  sorrow  and  privation,  they 
gathered  for  the  first  Thanksgiving 
service  in  America.  To  be  able  to  give 
thanks  in  the  midst  of  trials  and 
tribulations  shows  forth  the  real  spirit 
of  Thanksgiving. 

Have  the  struggles  and  storms  of 
this  life  made  you  bitter  and  thank- 
less? Then  remember  the  trials  and 
struggles  of  tens  of  thousands  who 
suffered  and  labored,  but  who  have 
now  won  the  victor's  wreath!  Storms 
make  strong  the  sturdy  oak.  The 
storms  of  life  make  men  strong  too — 
if  they  bear  them  bravely.  Let  us 
learn  a  lesson  from  a  little  boy  who 
lived  with  his  widowed  mother.  The 
little  home  was  merely  a  shack 
through  which  the  wind  and  cold 
swept.  To  keep  the  boy  from  freezing, 
the  mother  put  small  boards  on  top 
of  the  insufficient  covering.  One  cold, 
wintry  night  the  little  lad  said  to  his 
mother,  "What  do  the  poor  children  do 
who  have  no  boards  to  sleep  under 
when  it  is  cold?"  The  mother  was 
silent — she  thought  of  her  own  little 
boy  who  was  none  too  warm.  Unbid- 
den tears  came  to  her  eyes.  The  little 
boy  folded  his  hands  and  thanked  God 
for  His  loving  care.  Then  he  added, 
"Dear  Father,  bless  the  poor  little 
children  and  keep  them  warm.  Amen!" 

This  is  the  true  spirit  of  thanksgiv- 
ing.— The  Evangelical  Beacon. 


WHEN   HAL  LOST  HIS  CASE 

(Continued  from  page  26) 
And  as  the  judge  retired  for  the 
night,  with  his  thoughts  still  indulg- 
ing the  trip  of  the  day,  he  mused: 
"If  only  I  could  stand  the  mother 
before  me,  and  tell  her  that  she  is 
guilty  of  larceny!  She  stole  from  her 
child,  blinded  by  a  mother's  love,  the 
chance  to  know  right  from  wrong, 
and  to  learn  that  one  must  adjust 
himself  to  the  rights  of  others  in  the 
light  of  his  own  wishes.  But  she  would 
not  listen,  nor  profit,  I  fear.  For  she 
has  shown  mercy  and  love  to  the 
exclusion  of  justice;  and  that  always 
starts  boys  on  the  road  to  the  old, 
old  mill  on  the  hill  where  I  work." 


prophet,  the  son  of  Beor? 

4.    What  crown  prince  was  offered 
as  a  sacrifice  to  an  idol  god? 


THANKSGIVING   DAY 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
count  whatever  of  Christmas  celebra- 
tion. 

In  the  days  of  our  great-grand- 
parents it  was  a  very  difficult  matter 
to  secure  food  as  it  is  to  be  had  to- 
day and  hard  to  prepare  after  get- 
ting. Only  the  fruits  growing  at  hand 
were  to  be  had.  Many  of  the  farmers 
made  their  sugar,  went  without  cof- 
fee, and  pretty  much  all  else  that  they 
did  not  grow.  Four  generations  ago 
there  were  no  bake  stoves  in  general 
use,  no  canned  goods,  no  refrigerator 
cars,  yet  what  Thanksgiving  dinners 
these  foremothers  could  provide: 
baked  ham,  chicken  pie,  roast  turkey, 
all  kinds  of  vegetables  that  could  be 
kept  over  until  November,  baked  In- 
dian pudding  that  stood  alone  in  a 
wheylike  jelly  and  was  dressed  with 
yellow  cream,  johnnycake  made  with 
cream  for  mixing,  and  every  sort  of 
pickle  and  jelly  that  could  be  pro- 
duced! 

Cooking    Thanksgiving    dinner    was 
the   work   of  weeks.    The   house   was 
open    to   all   the   family   from   great- 
grandfather   to    the    two-months-old 
baby,  and  to  all  who  came  uninvited 
10  visit  on  that  day. 
"Thanks,  grim  old  Puritans,  to  you 
Who  'builded  better  than  you  knew!' 
True,  ye  were  hard  and  stern,  'tis 

said, 
Intolerant  and  bigoted, 
But  one  sweet  gift  is  of  your  giving: 
Thanks,     sad     old     Pilgrims,     for 
Thanksgiving." 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

(Continued  from  page  24) 
remained  throughout  the  time  of  the 
Judges,  Josh.  18:1;  1  Sam.  1:3-9,  a 
period  of  over  350  years.  During  Saul's 
reign,  it  was  moved  to  Nob,  1  Sam. 
21:1;  Mark  2:26.  David  removed  it  to 
the  high  place  at  Gibeon,  1  Chron.  16: 
39;  21:26-29.  When  the  temple  was 
dedicated,  Solomon  laid  the  sections 
of  the  tabernacle  away  in  it.    1  Kings 

8:4.  

Questions   for    Next   Month 

1.  Did   God   ever  answer  David  by 
fire? 

2.  What  did  Moses'  grandson    (de- 
scendant) do  to  dishonor  his  descent? 

3.  What  was  the  fate  of  Baalam  the 


THE  LORD  WILL  PROVIDE 

(Continued  from  page  20) 

"Well,  because  I  want  the  money 
the  place  would  bring.  I  wish  you  had 
not  heard  a  word  about  it,  and  another 
time  I  would  not  listen  to  petitions 
not  intended  for  your  ears." 

The  lawyer  smiled — 

"My  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  "you  are 
wrong  again.  It  was  intended  for  my 
ears,  and  yours  too — God  intended  it. 
I  remember  my  old  mother  used  to 
sing: 

"  'God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 
His  wojiders  to  perform.' " 

"Well — my  mother  used  to  sing  that 
too,"  said  the  client. 

Then  after  a  pause  he  went  on: 
"You  can  call  in  the  morning — and 
— well — tell  them  that  the  claim  has 
been  met." 

"In  a  mysterious  way,"  added  the 
lawyer. — God's  Revivalist. 


PERSONAL  EVANGELISM 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
little  French  girl  of  long  ago?" 

"Yes,  I  am  in  the  city  again,  and 
I  came  to  see  you  as  soon  as  I  could, 
for  I  want  to  tell  you  about  the  verse." 

The  renewed  acquaintance  proved 
a  mutual  pleasure,  as  she  gave  me  de- 
tails of  her  home.  "Yes,  indeed,  I  know 
it  is  true  that  Jesus  loved  me — Cora — 
and  gave  Himself  for  me — Cora.  I 
learned  to  love  Him  as  my  Savior,  and 
my  mother,  and  brother  have  done  so 
too,  for  I  told  them,  when  I  went  back 
to  my  home  in  France,  just  to  put  their 
names  in  my  verse,  and  they  as  well 
as  I,  have  found  and  accepted  the  Lord 
Jesus." 

My  heart  was  filled  with  praise  and 
gratitude  to  God  that  His  "Word  had 
not  returned  unto  Him  void." 

Cora  added,  "Oh,  how  He  loves 
me  and  my  family!  There  is  nothing 
gives  us  so  much  pleasure,  when  the 
day's  work  is  done,  as  to  sit  down  to- 
gether and  read  God's  Holy  Book. 
And  we  tell  our  neighbors  in  our  little 
town  that  the  Son  of  God  loved  us 
and  gave  Himself  for  us." 

Once  more  I  said  good-bye  to  the 
French  girl,  praying  that  her  "own 
■  dear  Savior,"  as  she  called  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  would  use  her  to  bring 
many  more  besides  her  mother  and 
brother  to  Himself. 

Reader,  do  you  know  Cora's  Savior? 
He  says,  "Him  that  cometh  to  me,  I 
will  in  no  wise  cast  out."  Not  as  the 
Savior  of  the  world,  but  as  your  own 
Savior  must  you  trust  Him.  Put  your 
own  name  into  Cora's  text,  and  ask 
God  to  bring  home  the  message  to 
your  heart. — Sel. 

PROBLEM  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
thing  right  with  God  and  man  and 
then  keep  on  believing  and  praise  Him 
in  the  darkness  as  well  as  the  light. 

NOTE:  Friends,  don't  forget  to  pray 
about  these  problems.— Ed. 


November,  1945 
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SINNERS'  PAGE 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
penalty,  and  now  that  the  work  of 
salvation  is  finished  and  all  things 
are  ready,  He  delights  to  minister  it 
to  every  sinsick  soul — to  every  man 
who  is  weary  of  his  guilt  and  shame. 
You  need  not  fear  as  the  poor  sick 
boy's  heart  sank  within  him  when  his 
brother  did  not  recognize  him  at  the 
first  glance  and  turned  away  with  a 
shudder.  "Just  as  I  expected,"  he 
thought,  "William  doesn't  know  me, 
and  is  disgusted  with  me."  Jesus 
knows  where  to  find  you  and  is  not 
disgusted  with  your  condition.  No, 
no,  a  thousand  times  no! 

"Come  now,  and  let  reason  together, 
saith  the  Lord:  though  your  sins  be 
as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as 
snow;  though  they  be  red  like  crim- 
son, they  shall  be  as  wool"  (Isa  1:18). 

"Just  as  I  am,  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  re- 
lieve; 

Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!" 

HYMN  STORIES 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
author  of  "Sermons  Academical," 
"Eucharistic  Adoration,"  "A  Metrical 
Version  of  the  Psalter,"  "Lyra  Inno- 
centium,"  and  other  works.  One  of  his 
most  popular  hymns  is  "New  Every 
Morning."  The  fourth  stanza  which  is 
much  quoted  is  as  follows: 

"The   trivial    round,    the  common   task, 
Will    furnish    all    we    ought    to    ask — 
Room    to    deny   ourselves,    a    road 
To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God." 

THE  POWER  OF  SONG 

D.  B.  Rote 

In  an  open-air  meeting,  while  the 
hymn  "He  May  Never  Pass  Your  Way 
Again"  was  being  sung,  a  gentleman 
was  passing  by  and  like  the  "good 
seed"  that  falls  into  good  ground, 
those  words  kept  ringing  in  his  ears. 
This  man  said  that  wherever  he  went 
those  words  just  kept  ringing  in  his 
ears:  "He  may  never  pass  your  way 
again."  He  received  the  timely  warning 
and  accepted  Jesus  Christ  as  his 
Savior. 

The  following  is  told  of  the  power 
of  song:  "A  Grecian  mother  saw  her 
child  on  a  precipice.  To  shout  to  it 
might  only  quicken  its  vagrant  feet 
to  wander  closer  to  the  edge,  or 
startle  it  with  fear,  so  as  to  cause 
it  to  topple  over.  She  lifted  her 
melodious  voice  to  a  favorite  hymn 
and  lured  the  little  one  back  to  her 
side."  So  many  a  sinner  has  been  led 
to  Christ.  In  the  Moody  meetings  in 
Dublin,  a  gentleman  over  seventy 
years  of  age,  fell  on  his  knees  weeping 
like  a  child,  confessing  that  he  came 
there  utterly  indifferent  the  evening 
before,  but  that  he  heard  "Jesus  of 
Nazareth  Is  Passing  By."  "I  cannot 
sleep.  If  not  saved  now,  I  never  shall 
be." 

In  Philadelphia,  Dr.  Sheppard  said 
that  this  song  was  the  most  eloquent 
sermon  he  ever  heard.  A  prominent 
politician,  who  was  a  victim  of  drink, 


going  from  bad  to  worse,  chanced  to 
hear  this  hymn.  It  was  the  arrow 
chosen  of  God.  He  became  a  Christian. 
An  aged  sinner  in  Scotland  was  awak- 
ened by  the  same  hymn,  and  said, 
"It  went  through  me  like  an  arrow,  or 
an  electric  shock."  Another  white- 
haired  man  of  dissipated  habits  heard 
Sankey  sing,  "Too  late  will  be  the  cry, 
Jesus  of  Nazareth  has  passed  by,"  and 
was  prostrated  with  fear  and  trem- 
bling.   He  too  came  to  Jesus. 

It  in  indeed  necessary  that  those 
who  deliver  these  messages  in  song 
will  trust  the  Holy  Spirit  to  direct  in 
singing  the  right  hymn  at  the  right 
time  so  that  they  may  never  miss  any- 
one, but  save  some. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING  FOR 
SEPTEMBER 

Alabama    ...3,667 

Alaska    7 

Arizona    249 

Arkansas  730 

California   1,397 

Canada 290 

Colorado    47 

Delaware     116 

Florida    2 ,852 

Foreign    416 

Georgia    5,366 

Idaho    164 

Illinois    .....2,200 

Indiana   1,611 

Iowa    256 

Kansas  594 

Kentucky    2 ,644 

Louisiana    507 

Maine   489 

Massachusetts     27 

Maryland    1 ,092 

Michigan    1 ,263 

Minnesota     73 

Mississippi 884 

Missouri     1,720 

Montana   251 

Nebraska    — 19 

Nevada    4 

New  Hampshire   4 

New  Jersey  — ... 180 

New  Mexico  202 

New  York  159 

North  Carolina  6,309 

North  Dakota  236 

Ohio    2,286 

Oklahoma  429 

Oregon  151 

Pennsylvania  958 

South  Carolina  8,851 

South  Dakota  199 

Tennessee 2,678 

Texas    2,010 

Utah  1 

Virginia   1 ,782 

Washington    501 

Washington,  D.  C 75 

West  Virginia   1,587 

Wisconsin 76 

Wyoming  19 

57,628 

LIGHTED    PATHWAYS    FOR   MEN 
IN    SERVICE,    ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to 
the  Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund 
for  sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men 
in  service  for  August  and  to  Septem- 
ber 15: 


South  Carolina  $41.00 

Kentucky    40.80 

Illinois   _. 23 .53 

Maryland    13.00 

Missouri     11.10 

Florida 10.50 

Texas    9.40 

Georgia    7.50 

North  Carolina  5.00 

Ohio    _ 4.50 

Pennsylvania     4.35 

California   3.70 

Texas    . 3.00 

Mississippi 3.00 

West  Virginia  2.10 

New  York 2.00 

Montana   2.00 

Louisiana 2.00 

South  Dakota    1.00 

Tennessee   .70 

$190.18 
NOTE:  We  are  not  receiving  enough 
for  the  Army  Fund  to  keep  up  our 
regular  mailing  list.  It  is  true  that 
papers  will  not  continue  to  go  to  many 
on  the  list,  but  there  is  a  goodly  num- 
ber who  ask  that  the  papers  be  sent 
to  them  yet.  Letters  are  coming  to  us 
from  chaplains  and  soldiers,  too,  who 
ask  that  we  still  send  the  papers  to 
them.  You  know  that  many  of  our 
boys  are  overseas  yet  and  they  are 
expecting  us  to  do  our  part  for  them. 
Let  us  not  fail,  but  come  on  and  each 
do  his  part  to  put  the  good  work  over. 
We  are  depending  on  you,  coworkers. 
May  God  bless  each  of  you  and  we 
thank  you  from  the  bottom  of  our 
heart  for  what  you  have  done  in  the 
past. 


August  Prize  Winner 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

August  Honor  Roll 

Leonard  Price,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

R.  E.  Lovelle,  Louisville,  Ky. 

Lionel  Morgan,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

Margaret  Marner,  Baltimore,  Md. 

J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

Hazel  Crawford,  Metamora,  Ind. 

NOTE :  All  listed  on  the  Honor  Roll 
sold  five  hundred  and  up  to  fifteen 
hundred  papers. 

OUR  JUNIOR  JEWELS 

Order  "Our  Junior  Jewels"  today,  a 
paper  published  especially  for  Junior 
boys  and  girls.  No  Sunday  School 
should  be  without  this  little  paper. 

It  contains  good  character  stories, 
a  lesson  for  your  Junior  Y.P.E.  and  a 
short  Sunday  School  lesson,  poems, 
etc.  All  your  boys  and  girls  will  be 
delighted  to  have  one! 

Price  per  quarter,  of  thirteen  issues, 
10c.  Order  from  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


SILVER  LINING 

If  you  do  not  have  a  copy  of  our 
"Silver  Lining"  poem  book,  please  let 
us  have  your  order  today.  It  contains 
fifty-seven  beautiful  poems  that  any- 
one would  appreciate  having  in  his 
possession.  Price  per  copy  25c.  Order 
from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Parker 
St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


RULES    FOR    STUDENTS'    LOAN    FUND    CONTEST 


The  young  man  or  woman  who  desires  to  enter  the  contest  must  first  raise  $150  for  the  Loan  Fund.  This  is 
to  show  that  they  are  in  earnest  about  the  contest. 

They  must  send  in  a  good  written  recommendation  from  their  pastor  as  to  their  character  and  standing  in 
their  home  church  and  this  must  be  endorsed  by  the  President  of  the  school.  And  it  will  be  necessary  to 
carry  this  with  you  as  you  solicit  contributions. 

FIRST    PRIZE — A    scholarship    consisting   of   board,  room  and  tuition  for  nine  months  school. 

SECOND  PRIZE — Board  and  room  for  nine  months. 

THIRD  PRIZE — Entrance  fee  and  tuition  for  nine  months. 

To  whose  who  are  not  in  the  contest  we  are  submitting  this  pledge  card  for  your  use  in  sending  in  con- 
tributions. 


LOAN    FUND    PLEDGE 
Because  I  am  interested  in  the  education  and  training  of  our  youth,  I  pledge: 

Cash  gift  for  Loan  Fund. 

To  be  sent  in  monthly,   beginning   October 


15,   1945,  through  August   15,   1946. 

Name  Street 

City   State 


Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

I  feel  so  grateful  at  the  moment  for  so  many  things  that  I  scarcely  know  how  to  begin,  but  in  answer  to 
your  letter  I  would  be  very  pleased  to  continue  giving  out  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  the  amount  that  I  have 
been  receiving.     It  has  been  a  key  to  my  personal  contact   and    in   opening   subjects   to   individuals,    and 

certainly  I'm  carrying  the  true  gospel  message  when  de- 
livering it. 

There  are  two  subjects  that  I  would  like  to  mention  that 
impressed  me  very  much  in  the  last  issue:  The  "Student 
Loan  Fund"  and  one  of  the  Bible  lesson  subjects,  "Putting- 
God    in    the    Budget."     Certainly    we    would    be    putting 
God  in  the  budget  to  lay  aside  a  sum  for  the  Student  Loan 
Fund.     I  believe  we  can  go  beyond  the  $100,000  mark,  not 
you  nor  I,  but  WE,  by  the  help  of  God  and  a  little  self 
sacrifice,  and  denial  of  a  few  dollars.     I  say  let  us  make 
it  much  more.    The  church  alone  can  easily  reach  that  which 
is  100,000  strong  by  sending  in  one  dollar  each  to  this  worthy  cause  and  many  could  follow  this  practice 
for  a  solid  year,  while  others  could  give  twelve  dollars  now.  It  would  be  easy  all  working  together  in  harmony 
with  God. 

We  who  have  been  deprived  of  this  privilege  thus  far  feel  an  urge  and  the  need  of  a  way  whereby  the 
called  of  God  can  have  the  schooling  necessary  to  go  all  out  for  God  and  His  worthy  cause  with  a  clear  vision 
and  an  education  to  face  an  educated  world,  but  a  world  in  need  of  God.  I  say  with  all  the  rest,  yes!  we 
can  do  it,  and  we  will  by  trusting  and  obeying  God,  and  giving  what  He  says  give.  I  promise  twelve  dollars. 
May  God  continue  to  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison,  in  His  great  cause  and  give  you  added  strength.  Remem- 
ber me  in  your  prayers. — A.  C.  James,  S2[c. 


The  Landing  of  the  Pilgrims 


Let  us  thank  God  our  nation  is  at  peace  and  our 
boys  are  at  home.  Let  us  be  thankful,  too,  that  be- 
hind our  frank  American  smile,  bohind  our  whimsical 
wit,  behind  our  seeming  carefree  indifference,  there 
stands,  rekindled  in  the  American  character,  that 
power,  that  courage,  that  love  of  country  marked  in 
the  lives  of  the  Nation's  founders,  and  upon  which 
rest  the  safety  of  American  ideals. 

Thanksgiving  is  perhaps  the  most  beautiful  of 
American  holidays.  It  opens  the  floodgates  of  mem- 
ory, it  draws  from  the  heart  our  human  love  and 
links  anew  our  kinship  with  the  Christ. 

Yet,  what  say  we  of  those  among  us  who  are  lonely 
at  this  hour,  those  who  try,  bewildered,  to  fathom 
the  mystery  of  Almighty  reasoning,  those  who  in 
their  suffering  look  with  pleading  eyes  to  learn  what, 
in  their  time  of  sorrow,  they  have  at  hand  for  which 
to  offer  thanks. 

In  the  suffering  heart  to-day  let  there  be  thanks 
for  Jesus  and  His  ability  to  run  the  gamut  of  divine 
emotion  to  the  last  resonant  tone.  God  has  ruled 
that  only  from  out  the  melting  pot  of  the  agonies 
may  come  the  gold  refined  and  pure. 

All  is  well.  The  nation  lives;  angels  kiss  the 
cheeks  of  sleeping  childhood,  while  those  who  have 

Eone  to  rest  repose  in  the  arms  of  God — at  peace. 
_et  us  give  thanks. 
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The   breaking  xoaves  dashed  high 

On  a  stern  and  rock-bound  coast, 
And  the  woods  against  a  stormy  sky 

Their  giant  branches  tossed; 
And  the  heavy  night  hung  dark 

The  hills  and  water  o'er, 
When  a  band  of  exiles  moored  their  bark 

On  the  wild  Neiv  England  shore. 

Not  as  the  conqueror  comes, 

They  the  true-hearted  came; 
Not  with  the  roll  of  stirring  drums, 

And  the  trumpet  that  sings  of  fame; 
Not  as  the  flying  come, 

In  silence  and  in  fear; 
They  shook  the  depths  of  the  desert  gloom 

With  their  hymns  of  lofty  cheer. 

Amidst  the  storm  they  sang, 

And  the  stars  heard,  and  the  sea; 
And  the  sounding  aisles  of  the  dim  woods 
rang 

To  the  anthem  of  the  free. 
The  ocean  eagle  soared 

From  his  nest  by  the  white  wave's  foam, 
And  the  rocking  pines  of  the  forest  roared — 

This  was  their  ivelcome  home. 

What  sought  they  thus  afar? 

Bright  jetvels  from  the  mine? 
The  wealth  of  seas,  the  spoils  of  war? 

They  sought  a  faith's  pure  shrine. 
Aye,  call  it  holy  ground, 

The  soil  where  first  they  trod — 
They  have  left  unstained  what  there  they 
found — 

FREEDOM  TO  WORSHIP  GOD. 

— Mrs.  Hemans. 
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DEDICATED   TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUN&  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 
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DECEMBER. 


^Jhe    eJLord   toveth    a    cneerlul   aiver. 


1   Cor.  9:7 


Psalm  119:105 


t  EDITOR'S  CHRISTMAS  MESSAGE  I 

whole  lifetime  to  make  life 
worth-while  for  you  and 
not  even  a  thought  of  them. 

The  wise  men   were  the 
first  Christmas  givers.  The\' 
set     the     example.      They 
brought  their  gifts  to  the' 
Babe  of  Bethlehem. 

When  this  Christ's  birth- 
day comes,  will  you  be 
looking  for  ways  and  means 
to  be  a  blessing  to  hu- 
manity? which  is  one  of 
the  best  ways  we  can  give  to 

Him.  Then  giving  your  life  a  "living  sacrifice"  is  the  most 
wonderful  present  you  can  make  this  loving  Savior  of  ours 
on  His  birthday,  and  then  you  will  want  to  do  all  these 
beautiful  things  for  others. 


m 


A  CHRISTMAS  PRAYER 

By  Calvin  W.  Laufer 

As  in  the  days  of  old,  O  Christ,  Thou  wast  born  among 
the  humble;  so  be  Thou  born  in  us  this  Christmastide. 
May  we,  each  in  his  place,  give  Thee  room  and  receive 
Thee  ivith  grateful  hearts.  As  church  bells  ring  and  happy 
choirs  sing,  help  us  to  rejoice  arid  to 
be  exceeding  glad  that  Thou  art 
God's  gift  of  love.  May  Thy  coming 
to  us  move  our  hearts  to  proclaim 
good    tidings    and    to    offer    worthy 

tp  gifts  to  Thine  honor.  Be  Thou  within 
W  us  the  spring  of  holy  and  unselfish 
1  emotions,  and  the  inspiration  of  gen- 
erous and  timely  service.  Grant  us 
to  knoiv  that  Thou  art  God  come 
1  into  our  humanity  and  that  no  one 
needs  to  live  without  Thy  sustaining 
comradeship.  Help  us  to  see  that 
because  of  Thy  abiding  in  us  we 
need  not  enter  into  truce- with  sin  and  death,  for  Thou  art 
our  Deliverer.  May  little  children  and  the  aged,  groiuing 
youth  and  folk  in  their  prime,  magnify,  with  the  angels  of 
heaven,  Thy  name,  Thou  living  and  triumphant  Christ 
of  God!    Amen. 

Dear  Boys  and  Girls:    God  bless  you. 

Here  we  are  this  morning  asking  the  Holy  Spirit  to  direct 
a  little  Christmas  message  to  you.  I  want  to  talk  to  you 
from  my  heart  this  morning.  The  reason  God  gives  us 
so  many  different  kinds  of  experiences  is  that  we  shall 
be  able  to  talk  to  others  from  our  hearts  and  really  tell 
them  something  we  know  about.  It  is  said  that  experience 
is  the  best  teacher  and  I  am  sure  it  is  true.  So  we  want 
to  talk  to  you  about  the  joy  of  the  Lord  this  morning.  We 
will  use  this  beautiful  55th  chapter  of  Isaiah  and  we 
want  you  to  read  the  whole  chapter,  as  it  is  this  wonderful 
Christ  whose  birthday  we  celebrate  at 
this  Christmas  time.  What  a  beautiful 
invitation  He  gives  us  to  come  and  re- 
ceive of  this  wonderful  joy  without 
money  and  without  price.  The  12th  verse 
says  we  "shall  go  out  with  joy,  and  be 
led  forth  with  peace."  So  this  precious 
Christ  of  Calvary  has  promised  us  great 
things. 

We  want  our  minds  to  dwell  on  Him 
this  Christmas  time,  for  had  it  not  been 
for  him  we  should  not  have  had  a 
Christmas. 

Then  let  us  remember  that  this,  the 
25th  day  of  December,  is  His  birthday, 
and  let  us  do  the  things  that  please  Him 
on  this  day  instead  of  ourselves. 
Wouldn't  it  be  funny  if  on  your  father's 
or  mother's  birthday  you  should  be  ex- 
pecting all  the  presents  for  yourself  and 
none  for  them?  when  the  big  birthday 
cake  was  set  out  that  you  should  ex- 
pect to  claim  it  yourself?  Ah,  that  dear 
father  and  mother  who  have  labored  a 


So  many  motives  prompt  men  to  give.  We  find  that 
some  kinds  of  giving  do  not  count.  In  1  Cor.  13:3  we 
read  that  although  men  give  all  their  goods  to  feed  the 
poor,  and  though  they  give  their  bodies  to  be  burned, 
and  love  does  not  accompany  the  gift,  it  profiteth  the 
giver  nothing.  Oh,  of  course,  the  receiver  may  be  blest 
by  the  gift  but  this  great  joy  of  the  Lord  will  not  come 
to  the  giver  who  gives  only  for  show  or  to  ease  his  con- 
science. 

We  recently  read  of  a  very  wealthy  man  in  New  York 
City  who  was  known  never  to  give  anything  to  worthy 
causes.  A  friend  of  his,  in  charge  of  a  campaign  for  a 
worthy  object,  decided  to  go  a  roundabout  way  to  teach 
him  to  give.  Said  he,  "I  do  not  ask  you  to  give.  You  have 
a  right  to  your  convictions  about  giving  to  charities.  What 
I  ask  is  that  you  will  give  me  a  check  for  $10,000  which  I 
can  announce  at  the  opening  dinner  this  evening,  not  as 
a  gift,  but  merely  to  justify  my  saying  that  I  have  it. 
Inferentially,  of  course,  it  will  be  assumed  that  it  is  a 
donation.  This  will  make  such  an  im- 
pression that  I  can  secure  thousands 
based  upon  your  supposed  contribution. 
Then,  tomorrow  I  will  return  your  check 
to    you." 

After  some  persuasion,  the  millionaire 
yielded  to  his  friend's  proposal,  and  also 
accepted  his  invitation  to  the  dinner.  At 
the  dinner  more  than  $250,000  was  sub- 
scribed on  the  basis  of  his  supposed  con- 
tribution. Nothing  was  said  that  eve- 
ning about  returning  his  check,  but  the 
next  morning  his  friend,  according  to 
agreement,  returned  with  his  check.  To 
his  surprise,  the  wealthy  man  said,  "I 
wouldn't  take  it  for  the  world.  I  never 
realized  the  feeling  of  giving  until  last 
evening  when  man  after  man  came  and 
congratulated  and  thanked  me.  I've  never 
had  such  a  happy  evening;  never  had 
such  a  night's  sleep.  You've  opened  up 
a  new  world  to  me."  Now  that  same 
man  is  always  generous  in  his  donations 
(Continued  on  page  16) 
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In  the  Twinklin 
of  an  Eye 


By  Sidney  Watson 

(Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Revell   Company) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

It  was  the  morning  after  Tom  Ham- 
mond had  found  Christ,  and  had 
closed  with  the  great  offer  of  redemp- 
tion. He  had  scarcely  slept  for  the 
joy  of  the  two  loves  that  had  so  sud- 
denly come  into  his  life. 

During  the  sleepless  hours,  he  had 
learned,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
the  true  secret  of  prayer,  and  that 
even  greater  secret,  that  of  com- 
munion. 

With  real  prayer  there  is  always  a 
certain  degree  of  communion,  but 
real,  deep,  soul-filling  communion  is 
oftener  found  in  seasons  when  the 
communing  one  asks  for  nothing,  but, 
silent  before  his  or  her  God,  the  sense 
of  the  Divine  fills  all  the  being,  and 
if  the  lips  utter  any  sound  it  is  the 
cry,  "My  Lord  and  my  God!" 

Tom  Hammond,  reviewing  all  that 
God  had  revealed  to  him,  learned  in 
those  first  hours  of  his  new  birth  the 
secret  of  adoring  communion  with 
God. 

In  the  book  of  extracts  he  had  been 
reading  in  the  tube  train  at  the  mo- 
ment  when   he    had    first   heard    of 

Major  H 's  coming  address  on  the 

Second  Advent,  he  had  come  across 
one  headed,  "Frederick  William  Faber: 
The  Precious  Blood — chap,  iv."  He 
had  at  the  time  been  considerably  im- 
pressed with  the  extract,  though  there 
was  a  certain  note  about  it  which  he 
had  failed  to  understand.  In  the  flush 
of  the  great  revelation  that  had  come 
to  his  soul  (in  that  little  meeting  at 
Spitalfields) ,  he  now  found  the  book, 
and  re-read  the  extract: 

"I  was  upon  the  seashore;  and  my 
heart  filled  with  love  it  knew  not  why. 
Its  happiness  went  out  over  the  wide 
waters,  and  upon  the  unfettered  wind, 
and  swelled  up  into  the  free  dome  of 
blue  sky  until  it  filled  it.  The  dawn 
lighted  up  the  faces  of  the  ivory  cliffs, 
which  the  sun  and  sea  had  been 
blanching  for  centuries  of  God's  un- 
changing love.  The  miles  of  noise- 
less sands  seemed  vast,  as  if  they  were 
the  floors  of  eternity.    Somehow,  the 


daybreak  was  like  eternity.  The  idea 
came  over  me  of  that  feeling  of  ac- 
ceptance which  so  entrances  the  soul 
just  judged  and  just  admitted  into 
heaven. 

"  'To  be  saved!'  I  said  to  myself,  'to 
be  saved!' 

"Then  the  thoughts  of  all  the  things 
implied  in  salvation  came  in  one 
thought  upon  me;  and  I  said: 

"  'This  is  the  one  grand  joy  of 
life';  and  I  clapped  my  hands  like  a 
child,  and  spoke  to  God  aloud.  But 
then  there  came  many  thoughts,  all  in 
one  thought,  about  the  nature  and 
manner  of  our  salvation.  To  be  saved 
with  such  a  salvation! 

"This  was  a  grander  joy,  the  second 
grand  joy  of  life;  and  I  tried  to  say 
some  lines  of  a  hymn  but  the  words 
were  choked  in  my  throat.  The  ebb 
was  sucking  the  sea  down  over  the 
sand  quite  silently;  and  the  cliffs  were 
whiter,  and  more  day-like.  Then  there 
came  many  more  thoughts  all  in  one 
thought,  and  I  stood  still  without  in- 
tending it. 

"To  be  saved  by  such  a  Saviour! 
This  was  the  grandest  joy  of  all,  the 
third  grand  joy  of  life;  and  it  swal- 
lowed up  the  other  joys;  and  after 
it  there  could  be  on  earth  no  higher 
joy. 

"I  said  nothing;  but  I  looked  at  the 
sinking  sea  as  it  reddened  in  the 
morning.  Its  great  heart  was  throb- 
bing in  the  calm;  and  methought  I 
saw  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus  in 
heaven,  throbbing  that  hour  with  real 
human  love  of  me." 

"Yes,"  murmured  Tom  Hammond, 
"after  all,  to  be  saved  by  such  a 
Saviour  is  a  greater,  higher,  holier 
thought  than  the  mere  knowledge 
that  one  is  saved,  or  of  the  realiza- 
tion of  what  that  salvation  comprises." 

In  every  way  that  night  was  one 
never  to  be  forgotten  by  Tom  Ham- 
mond. He  needed,  too,  all  the  strength 
born  of  his  new  communion  with  God 
to  meet  what  awaited  him  with  the 
coming  of  the  new  day's  daily  papers. 

The  paper  from  whose  staff  he  had 
been  practically  dismissed  in  our  first 
chapter  (the  editor  of  which  was  his 
bitterest  enemy)  had  found  how  to  use 
"the  glass  stiletto." 

Some  of  the  most  scurrilous  para- 
graphs ever  penned  appeared  in  his 
enemy's  columns  that  morning.  It  is 
true  that  the  identity  of  the  man 
slandered  (Tom  Hammond)  was 
veiled,  but  so  thinly — so  devilishly — 
that  every  journalist,  and  a  myriad 
other    readers,    would    know    against 


whom  the  scurrilous  utterances  were 
hurled. 

Tom  Hammond  would  not  have  been 
human  if  the  reading  of  the  para- 
graphs had  not  hurt  him.  And  he 
would  not  have  been  "partaker  of  the 
divine  nature,"  as  he  now  was,  if  he 
had  not  found  a  balm  in  the  com- 
mittal of  his  soreness  to  God. 

"That  is  the  work  of  that  fellow 
Joyce,"  he  told  himself. 

Twenty-four  hours  before,  if  this 
utterance  had  had  to  be  made  by  him, 
he  would  have  said, 

"That  beast  Joyce!"  But  already,  as 
a  young  soldier  of  Christ,  the  prom- 
ised watch  was  set  upon  his  lips.  In 
the  strength  of  the  two  great  loves 
that  had  come  into  his  life — the  love 
of  Christ  and  the  love  of  Zillah  Robart 
— the  scurrilous  paragraphs  affected 
him  comparatively  little. 

When  he  had  skimmed  the  papers, 
attended  to  his  correspondence,  and 
to  one  or  two  other  special  items,  he 
took  pen  and  paper  and  began  to 
write  to  his  betrothed. 

His  pen  flew  over  the  smooth  sur- 
face of  the  paper,  but  his  thoughts 
were  even  quicker  than  his  pen.  His 
whole  being  palpitated  with  love.  It 
was  the  love  of  his  highest  idea.  The 
love  which  he  had  sometimes  dared  to 
hope  might  some  day  be  his,  but  which 
he  had  scarcely  dared  to  expect. 

The  memory  of  his  passing  fancy  for 
Madge  Finisterer  crossed  his  mind, 
once,  as  he  wrote.  He  paused  with  the 
pen  poised  in  his  fingers,  and  smiled 
that  he  should  ever  have  thought  it 
possible  that  he  was  beginning  to  love 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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"THERE  CAME  A  LITTLE  CHILD 
TO  EARTH" 

Emily   Elliott 

"There  came   a   little  Child   to  earth 
Long  ago! 
And  the  angels  of  God  proclaimed  His  birth 

High  and  low. 
Out  in  the  night,  so  calm  and  still, 

Their  song  was  heard; 
For   they   knew   that   the   Child   on    Bethle- 
hem's   hill 
Was   Christ    the    Lord. 

"Far  away  in  a  goodly  land, 
Fair  and  bright, 
Children   with  crowns  of  glory  stand 

Robed    in   white; 
In  white  more  pure  than  the  spotless  snow, 

And   their   tongues   unite 
In    the   psalm   which    the   angels   sang    long 
ago 
On     Christmas     night. 

"They   sing   how   the   Lord   of   that   world   so 
fair 
A  Child  was  born; 
And    that    they    might    a    crown    of    glory 
wear, 
Wore    a    crown    of    thorn; 
And  in  mortal  weakness,  in  want  and  pain, 

Came  forth  to  die; 
That   the   children   of   earth    might    forever 
reign 
With  Him  on  high. 

— Selected. 


CHRISTMAS  TREES 

Have  you  ever  visited  the 
where  Christmas  trees  are  un- 
loaded from  large  freight  cars 
at  the  Christmas  season?  This 
was  my  experience  a  few 
years  ago  when  I  stopped  at  a 
certain  large  vacant  lot  in  the 
wholesale  district,  just  outside 
the  city. 

What  a  sight  greeted  us 
there!  A  number  of  freight 
cars,  loaded  to  the  top  with 
Christmas  trees,  were  drawn 
up  at  the  edge  of  the  lot.  Men 
were  busy  unloading  the  trees. 
Other  workers  were  placing 
them  in  stands.  The  grass- 
covered  lot  was  being  trans 
formed  speedily  into  what 
looked  like  a  mountain  forest. 
There  were  Christmas  trees  of 
every  description  standing  be- 
fore us. 

But  as  I  looked  at  all  those 
lovely  trees,  a  lump  came  into 
my  throat.  It  seemed  a  great 
waste  to  cut  down  all  of  these 
trees  when  many  of  them 
would  be  used  for  only  a  day, 
and   at  the  most  for  only  a 
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week  or  two.  Many  of  the  trees  were 
so  young,  too.  I  thought  of  their 
mountain  home  and  of  the  breezes 
that  had  sung  through  their  branches 
at  night.  I  thought,  too,  of  the  places 
made  vacant  in  the  forest  by  the 
woodman's  ax.  Poor  little  trees!  I 
scarcely  wanted  to  buy  one. 

And  then  I  caught  a  bit  of  their 
fragrance!  How  lovely  it  was! 
Though  far  removed  from  their  native 
forest,  the  little  trees  were  shedding 
in  every  place  the  fragrance  of  their 
mountain  home. 

You  know,  boys  and  girls,  the  Lord 
Jesus  wants  us  to  be  fragrant  for  Him 
wherever  we  are,  at  home  or  at  school, 
and  when  the  days  are  cloudy  as  well 
as  when  they  are  sunny.  In  2  Corinth- 
ians 2:15  we  read,  "For  we  are  unto 
God  a  sweet  savor  (perfume  or  fra- 
grance) of  Christ."  How  careful  we 
should  be  in  all  we  say  and  do,  that 
others  might  find  the  fragrance  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  in  our  lives!  Do  you  re- 
member the  story  of  the  little  cap- 
tive maid  who,  though  far  away  from 
her  home  and  loved  ones,  remembered 
to  tell  them  about  the  "prophet"  of 
God  to  her  mistress  in  Captain 
Naaman's  home  (2  Kings  5:3)?    Yes, 
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the  fragrant  though  transplanted 
Christmas  trees  have  a  message  for 
each  of  us. 

And  then  I  thought  of  the  mission 
of  the  little  trees  standing  before  me. 
They  were  planted  and  grown,  many 
of  them,  for  the  very  purpose  of  being 
Christmas  trees.  They  were  ready  to 
bring  joy  and  gladness  to  the  homes 
of  boys  and  girls.  Perhaps  the  one  in 
front  of  me  would  bear  a  lovely  golden 
star  on  its  topmost  branch,  and  a 
star  reminds  us  of  that  star  which  God 
provided  to  guide  the  wise  men  to  the 
very  place  where  the  baby  Jesus  was. 
We,  too,  have  a  mission  to  perform, 
boys  and  girls.  God  has  a  plan  and 
purpose  for  the  life  of  each  Chris- 
tian. The  Christmas  tree  holds  high 
the  star  where  all  may  see  it.  But,  like 
the  star  that  led  the  wise  men  of  old 
to  the  Lord  Jesus,  we,  too,  may  guide 
others  to  find  Him!  "His  stars  are 
we!"  God's  Word  says:  "They  that  be 
wise  shall  shine  .  .  .;  and  they  that 
turn  many  to  righteousness,  as  the 
stars  for  ever  and  ever"  (Dan.  12:3) . 

The  outspreading  branches  of  the 
fir  tree  family  seem  made  to  bear 
gifts.  I  wonder  whether  that  is  not 
one  reason  why  they  are  chosen  to  be 
Christmas  trees.  And  what  lovely  gifts 
we  have  found  about  our  trees  on 
Christmas  morning!  Perhaps  a  doll, 
or  a  ball,  or  a  story  book  will  adorn 
your  Christmas  tree  this  year; 
and  what  joy  you  will  have  in 
receiving  gifts  marked  espe- 
cially for  you!  But  we  want 
to  be  giving  gifts  as  well  as 
receiving  them,  don't  we?  "It 
is  more  blessed  to  give  than  to 
receive,"  the  Lord  Jesus  said. 
Like  the  little  Christmas  trees, 
we,  too,  should  be  bearers  of 
gifts — presents  that  will  bring 
joy  to  those  who  receive  them. 

God  gave  His  best  Gift  to  us 
on  that  first  Christmas  Day, 
when  He  sent  the  Lord  Jesus 
into  the  world.  Since  that  day 
we  have  been  giving  because 
He  gave.  Not  only  at  Christ- 
mas time  should  we  give  gifts, 
but  let  us  be  "everyday  givers" 
also.  There  are  always  those 
in  need  about  us.  Even  boys 
and  girls  can  be  bearers  of 
portions  of  God's  Word  to  oth- 
er boys  and  girls  and  men  and 
women,  bringing  verses  that 
will  point  them  to  God's  great- 
est of  all  gifts,  the  Lord  Jesus. 
(Continued  on  page  26 v 
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THE  GIFT  I  CHOOSE 

Give  me  the  hearthstone  with  the  glow 

that  warms  the  soul  within. 
I  choose  the  gift  of  kindly  smiles,  that 

wealth  can  never  win; 
The  laugh  that  ripples  to  the  lips  from 

hearts  where  peace  sublime 
Reigns  in  the  fullness  of  content  to 

bless  the  Christmas  time. 

URGENT! 

A  Vital  Call  to  Christian  Parents 

James  A.  Bryant,  Chaplain 
(Lt.  Col.)   U.  S.  Army 

As  fathers  and  mothers  of  Service- 
men from  whom  you  are  separated, 
for  whom  you  pray  by  day  and  by 
night,  news  from  whom  you  anxious- 
ly and  fearfully  await  with  your  heart 
in  your  throat,  you  are  learning  from 
the  heavenly  Father  the  meaning  of 
parenthood. 

Some  of  your  men  and  sons  will 
return  crippled  in  body  and  perverted 
in  mind,  weakened  in  will,  and  worst 
of  all,  diseased  in  spirit.  Some  of  you 
will  have  only  memories. 

For  four  busy  and  heartbreaking 
years  as  a  chaplain  I  have  tried  to  be 
pastor,  parent,  and  brother  to  Amer- 
ican Service  men.  With  my  own  eyes 
I  have  seen  hundreds  become  children 
of  God  and  begin  living  for  Christ  in 
most  difficult  surroundings.  I  have 
seen  the  glorious  results  of  Christian 
training  as  hundreds  of  men  and  of- 
ficers, by  the  grace  of  God,  demon- 
strated the  Spirit  of  Christ  in  the 
camps.  These  things  keep  me  alive 
and  encouraged  in  service  for  my  Lord. 

On  the  other  hand,  I  have  seen 
hundreds  of  men  disintegrate  in  body, 
mind,  and  soul  on  the  very  brink  of 


hell.  We  stand  help- 
lessly by  and  watch 
with  horror  and 
amazement  as  men 
and  officers  sell 
themselves  to  hell 
and  drag  their  com- 
panions with  them.  I 
know  and  you  know 
the  cause  of  their 
moral  failure.  As  par- 
ents, many  are  guilty 
before  God  and  man. 
My  pity  goes  out  to  all 
such,  and  indeed,  any 
person  needs  pity  as 
he  faces  these  evil  days  without  God. 

There  are  no  more  tears  left  in  my 
heart  to  shed  for  these  men.  There 
is  only  a  dead  ache  which  grows 
steadily  more  intense  as  the  days  and 
men  pass  in  review.  The  faces  of 
men  without  spiritual  hope,  as  they 
tramp  on  and  on  and  out  to  eternity, 
make  me  speechless  with  amazement. 

Your  Gethsemane  and  mine  will  be 
useless  unless  we  "seek  of  Him  a  right 
way  for  us,  and  for  our  little  ones, 
and  for  all  our  substance,"  Ezra 
8:21. 

My  dear  friends,  place  no  value  on 
anything  you  have  or  on  anything 
anybody  else  has  unless  it  directly  or 
indirectly  contributes  to  the  Christian 
training  of  your  children  and  those 
of  your  neighbors.  It  is  too  late  to 
give  this  training  to  millions.  They 
will  have  to  blunder  their  confused 
way  through  this  hellish  age  without 
God  and  without  spiritual  equipment 
which  should  have  been  given  them 
around  a  family  altar. 

Regardless  of  what  it  may  bring 
you — ridicule,  social  ostracism,  perse- 
cution, or  death,  build  and  maintain 
a  family  altar  now.  You  have  no 
right  to  sleep  or  eat  with  children 
in  your  home  untaught  in  the  ways  of 
Christ,  until  you  obey  the  command  of 
God  to  teach  them  His  Word.  More 
than  we  need  food,  clothes,  money  or 
shelter;  more  than  armament,  even 
more  than  peace,  we  need  Christian 
homes! — Courtesy  of  Horace  F.  Dean. 

My  dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  have 
written  you,  but  I  have  been  so  busy 
I  have  neglected  to  write.      Although 


I  have  felt  like  writing  before,  when  I 
read  the  Lighted  Pathway,  which  came 
today,  I  couldn't  put  it  off  any  longer. 

You  asked  that  each  of  the  Happy 
Home  Circle  members  drop  you  a  card 
if  they  wished  their  membership  re- 
tained. I  am  eager  to  have  my  name 
remain  on  the  Circle  register,  although 
I  have  been  a  rather  slack  member; 
but  I  do  feel  that  I  have  made  some 
progress  in  our  own  home  since  I 
have  resolved  to  do  so.  I  also  read 
every  article,  story,  or  book  that  I  can 
find  on  home  life,  happiness,  build- 
ing character,  etc. 

I  want  to  learn  all  I  can  about  estab- 
lishing a  home  and  how  to  be  happy 
and  make  others  happy,  before  I  un- 
dertake the  responsibility  of  home- 
making. 

I  am  now  twenty  years  old.  I  have 
been  out  of  school  four  years,  but  I 
have  again  started  to  school  since  I 
realized  what  I  have  already  missed. 
Sister  Harrison,  I  believe  your  "Back 
to  School"  issue  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way is  responsible  more  than  any- 
thing else  for  my  returning  to  school. 
I  do  want  to  go  to  our  Bible  Training 
School  at  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  some  day. 
Since  I  could  not  go  at  the  present,  I 
am  taking  advantage  of  what  educa- 
tion I  can  get  from  my  local  high 
school.  I  am  now  in  the  tenth  grade. 
I  hope  I  can  go  to  Bible  School  after 
I  graduate  from  high  school,  if  not 
before.  Pray  that  God  will  make  a 
way  for  me  to  attend.  I  feel  that 
Jesus  has  work  for  me  to  do  and  I 
want  to  serve  Him  to  the  best  of  my 
ability,  for  no  one  can  fill  my  place 
in  life  but  myself. 

Some  young  people  may  get  the  idea 
that  you  can't  live  a  Christian  life  in 
school,  but  I  have  found  that  you 
can  live  right  anywhere  if  you  have 
Jesus  by  your  side.  I  have  stood  the 
test  when  others  were  talking  of 
dances,  movies,  parties,  etc.  When 
classmates  ask  me  to  such  places,  I 
tactfully  refuse.  I  don't  want  to  do 
anything  that  Jesus  would  not  do. 

The  principal  of  the  high  school 
which  I  attend,  and  also  the  teachers 
who  know  I  have  been  out  of  school 
so  long,  are  very  nice  to  me.  They 
have  told  me  they  admire  the  deci- 
sion I  have  made  to  get  an  education. 

I  want  to  let  my  light  shine  so  others 
may  see  there  is  a  reality  in  serving 
Jesus.  Pray  for  me  that  God  will  fill 
me  with  the  Holy  Ghost.— Nita  May- 
field,  Larkinsville,  Ala. 

NOTE:    We  may  have  thousands  of 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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When   our   soul   is   much   discouraged 

By  the   roughness   of  the  way, 
And    the    cross    we    have    to    carry 

Seemeth   heavier   every    day; 
When    some    cloud   that   overshadows 

Hides    our    Father's   face   from    view, 
Oh,   'tis   well  then   to  remember 

He  hath  helped  us  hitherto. 
Looking   back   the   long   years   over, 

What   a   varied   path!     And   yet, 
All  the  way  His  hand  hath  led  us, 

Past  each  hindrance  we  have  met; 
Given  us  the  "pleasant  places" — 

Cheered  us  all  the  journey  through, 
Passing   through   the   deepest   waters, 

He   has   blessed   us   hitherto. 


GIVE  HIM  ALL  THE  PIECES 

What  can  be  done  with  a 
broken  heart?  Much,  if  it  is 
placed  in  the  proper  hands. 
Everywhere  about  us  today 
there  are  hearts  shattered  by 
unkindness,  injustice,  marital 
unfaithfulness,  the  prolonged 
illness  of  loved  ones,  and  the 
mighty  evils  of  war.  It  is  not 
always  easy  to  detect  a  brok- 
en heart,  for  many  are  hid- 
den by  conventionality,  pride, 
natural  reserve,  shyness,  or  a 
brave  determination  to  carry 
on.  How  few  of  us  really  know 
what  agonizing  thoughts 
trouble  the  minds  of  our 
friends,  neighbors,  fellow 
workers,  and  even  our  own 
loved  ones  in  the  hours  of 
loneliness!  "The  heart  know- 
eth  his  own  bitterness"  (Prov. 
14:10),  and  there  are  times 
when  it  cannot  even  be  ex- 
plained to  another.  But  there 
is  One  who  understands,  for 
He  came  "to  heal  the  broken- 
hearted, ...  to  set  at  liberty 
them  that  are  bruised,"  and 
He  died  of  a  broken  heart. 
But  He  is  the  only  One  who 
can  heal  others,  and  in  His 
pierced  hands  a  broken  heart 
is  worth  much  more  than  a 
hard  heart. 

In  a  recent  book  from  Eng- 
land, The  Unknown  God,  by 
"One  Who  Loves  Him,"  is  this 
striking  sentence:  "God  can 
do  anything  with  a  broken 
heart,  provided  He  has  all  the 
pieces."  There  is  the  secret  of 
healing.  So  a  broken  heart 
need  not  be  the  end  of  all, 
but  the  fallow  ground  of  a 
blessed  new  beginning.  Yes, 
He    promises   to   give   a   new 


heart  to  those  who  believe  on  Him, 
but  He  cannot  do  that  until  He  has 
the  old  one.  When  a  man  comes  to 
the  end  of  himself,  sees  his  plans  and 
hopes  shattered,  and  squarely  faces 
the  awful  potentialities  of  sin  in  his 
own  heart,  and  turns  in  utter  helpless- 
ness to  God,  then  He  can  do  some- 
thing with  him.  For  He  has  said,  "I 
dwell  in  the  high  and  holy  place,  with 
him  also  that  is  of  a  contrite  and 
humble  spirit,  to  revive  the  spirit  of 


the  humble,  and  to  revive  the  heart 
of  the  contrite  ones"  (Isa.  57:15).  And 
when  the  Lord  Jesus  read  the  Scrip- 
ture in  the  synagogue  at  Nazareth, 
telling  the  people  that  He  had  come 
to  heal  the  brokenhearted,  He  read 
from  that  passage  in  Isaiah  where  He 
promises  to  give  unto  them  that  mourn 
"beauty  for  ashes,  the  oil  of  joy  for 
mourning,  the  garment  of  praise  for 
the  spirit  of  heaviness." — The  Sunday 
School  Times. 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
Bnd  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I.the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee.'* 
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NEVER-FAILING 

REV.    H.    V.    ANDREWS 

He  fainteth  not,  nor  even  groweth  weary, 

The  Mighty  One,  whose  arm  is  strong  to  save. 

He  giveth  strength  to  aid  the  fainting  pilgrim, 
And  to  the  weak  the  courage  to  be  brave. 

He  sleepeth  not;  His  eyelid  closeth  never; 

His  children  are  His  care  both  night  and  day; 
He  raiseth  up  the  poor,  the  needy  lifteth; 

The  wayward  feet  He  leadeth  in  the  way. 

He  faileth  not;  His  faithfulness  abideth; 

Our  friends  may  fail,  but  He  remaineth  true. 
His  "fear  nots"  gloiv  with  comfort  for  the  trou- 
bled; 
The    Faithful    Guide    will    lead    the    journey 
through. 

He  changeth  not;  our  High  Priest  liveth  ever 
Within  the  veil,  for  us  to  intercede; 

A  merciful  and  faithful  Mediator, 

Who  knoweth  all  our  frame  and  all  our  need. 


SUFFERING 

Pearl  Harbison  Walker 

As  we  go  to  and  fro  from 
day  to  day,  we  hear  a  great 
deal  said  about  suffering. 
Everybody  seems  to  have  his 
share.  The  cares  of  life,  sick- 
ness, and  heartaches  are  on 
every  hand;  but  how  few  per- 
sons are  suffering  for  the 
cause  of  Christ. 

"If  ye  be  reproached  for  the 
name  of  Christ,  happy  are 
ye"!  We  hear  people  rejoic- 
ing over  their  so-called  vic- 
tories, but  there  is  not  much 
rejoicing  over  being  re- 
proached for  the  cause  of 
Christ. 

The  Word  declares,  "Let 
none  of  you  suffer  as  a  mur- 
derer, or  as  a  thief,  or  as  an 
evildoer,  or  as  a  busybody  in 
other  men's  matters.  Yet  if 
any  man  suffer  as  a  Christian, 
let  him  not  be  ashamed;  but 
let  him  glorify  God  on  this 
behalf." 

A  great  deal  of  the  suffer- 
ing of  today  comes  from  the 
mistakes  people  make,  and 
therefore  God  does  not  receive 
any  glory  from  it.  It  is  very 
blessed  indeed  for  one  to  suf- 
fer in  the  will  of  God.  "Where- 
fore let  them  that  suffer  ac- 
cording to  the  will  of  God 
commit  the  keeping  of  their 
souls  to  Him  in  well  doing,  as 
unto  a  faithful  Creator." 

Many  suffer  because  they 
are  out  of  God's  will.  This  is 
intense  suffering,  but  God 
does  not  get  any  glory  from 
it.  When  one  is  conscious  of 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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Glory  to  Qod 


By  Faith  Freeborn  Turner 
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THE  HEAVY  SHUTTERS  of  Shane  Manor  were  closed 
tightly — bolted  from  within.  The  hearth  of  the  big 
stone  fireplace  that  nearly  filled  the  far  end  of  the  hand- 
some living  room  was  spotless.  For  many  months  now 
no  fire  had  crackled  there — no  smoke  rolled  from  the 
broad-mouthed  chimneys,  numerous  in  the  sprawling  mass 
of  stone  that  comprised  the  mansion. 

The  velvet  carpet  of  lawn  rolled  smoothly  under  the 
magnificent  canopy  of  majestic  oaks,  but  where  once 
laughter  and  song  had  mingled  with  the  tinkling  music 
of  the  beautiful  fountains,  now  only  the  mournful  cry 
of  the  whippoorwill  in  tuneless  dirge  echoed  about  the 
silent  grounds. 

*     *     * 

Many  long  miles  from  Shane  Manor,  surrounded  on  every 
hand  by  the  luxuries  of  an  expensive  hotel  suite,  sat  a 
man.  He  was  not  an  old  man  but  his  heavy  hair  was 
streaked  with  silver  and  sorrow  hung  like  a  wreath  of 
mourning  upon  his  brow.  On  a  little  stand  directly  across 
from  the  desk  where  the  man  sat  writing,  were  two  photo- 
graphs. The  smaller  one  of  the  two  was  the  likeness  of  a 
woman — a  beautiful  woman.  The  large  photo  was  that 
of  a  boy  in  uniform.  It  took  but  one  glance  to  identify 
the  two  for  the  resemblance  was  strong — from  both  the 
pictured  faces  the  same  dark  eyes  faced  any  who  might 
look  their  way,  with  just  the  hint  of  a  smile  in  their  soft 
depths.    Mother  and  son — there  could  be  no  mistake. 

With  his  own  characteristic  flourish,  the  man  at  the 
desk  signed  his  name  beneath  the  neatly-typed  lines  that 
marched  like  miniature  lines  of  soldiers  across  the  heavy 
white  sheet  of  paper.  With  a  sigh  he  placed  the  folded 
sheet  in  a  stamped  and  addressed  envelope  and  would 
have  sealed  it  had  not  the  soft  tap  of  the  little  fellow 
who  delivered  his  evening  paper  sounded  on  the  door. 
Terrance  O'Shane,  for  that  was  the  man's  name,  could 
have  purchased  his  paper  at  the  hotel's  own  well-supplied 
newsstand,  but  he  had  taken  a  fancy  to  the  crippled  lad 
who  so  bravely  cried  his  wares  on  the  cold,  wind-swept 
streets  in  all  kinds  of  weather,  and  it  pleased  his  lonely 
heart  to  hand  the  lad  a  generous  tip  each  night  for ,  a 
"special  delivery"  newspaper. 

Tonight  as  he  opened  the  door  Tim  greeted  him  as  usual 
with  his  cheery,  "Even'n,  Mister  O'Shane,"  but  his  blue 
eyes  were  wistful  as  he  glanced  into  the  softly-lighted 
rooms. 

"It  won't  be  long  till  ye'll  be  leavin'  now,  will  it,  Mister?" 
Tim's  voice  betrayed  just  how  much  this  "special"  route 
meant  to  him. 

"Leaving?  What  put  that  idea  into  your  head,  Tim?  As 
far  as  I  know  I'll  be  in  the  city — "  he  hesitated  for  a 
moment,    then    continued    brusquely,    "for    a    long,    long 
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time." 

"Do  you  mean  it,  Sir!"  A  note  of  joy  had  crept  un- 
noticed into  Tim's  voice.  "Me.  I  just  natur'ly  'sposed 
ye'd  be  after  goin'  home  to  that  place  ye  call  the  'Manor' 
to  spend  Christmas.  Seems  to  me  like  anybody  what  has 
a  home  likes  to  be  there  then."  For  a  moment  a  dream 
gleamed  in  the  big  blue  eyes.  "Maybe  some  day  if  I  can 
sell  'nough  papers  I  kin  have  a  room  of  me  own  and  I'll  be 
after  goin'  there  when  I'm  sold  out,  and  ye  know,  Sir, 
'twould  be  near  heaven  to  me  to  fix  up  a  little  tree  with 
silv'ry  tinsel  hangin'  on  its  branches  and  maybe  a  string 
of  popcorn,  too."  Tim's  voice  throbbed.  "Ye  know,  Mister 
O'Shane,  what  I'd  do  the  very  first  thing,  if  my  dream  ever 
come  true — I'd  be  after  gittin'  down  on  me  two  knees  and 
thankin'  God  fur  ever  sendin'  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem. 
Before  me  mither  went  to  heaven  she  told  me  all  about  it. 
I  ain't  heard  the  story  fur  a  long  time  now,  but  I  ain't 
(Continued  rn  page  31) 

The  Savior  Is  Come  •  ♦  ♦ 

/  cannot  tell  why  He  whom  angels  worship 

Should  set  His  love  upon  the  sons  of  men; 
Or  why  as  Shepherd  He  should  seek  the  wanderers 

And  bring  them  back,  I  know  not  how  or  when. 
But  this  I  know,  that  He  was  born  of  Mary, 

When  Bethlehem's  stable  was  His  only  home, 
And  that  at  Nazareth  He  lived  and  labored, 

And  so  the  Savior,  Savior  of  the  world  is  come. 

I  cannot  tell  how  patiently  He  suffered 

When  with  His  peace  He  graced  this  place  of 
tears, 
Or  how  upon  the  cross  His  heart  was  broken, 

The  crown  of  pain  to  three  and  thirty  years. 
But  this  I  know,  He  heals  the  brokenhearted, 

And  stays  their  sin  and  calms  their  lurking  fear, 
And  lifts  the  burden  from  the  heavy  laden, 

And  so  the  Savior,  Savior  of  the  world  is  here. 

I  cannot  tell  how  He  will  win  the  nations, 

How  He  will  claim  His  earthly  heritage, 
And  satisfy  the  needs  and  aspirations 

Of  East  and  West,  of  sinner  and  of  sage. 
But  this  I  know,  all  flesh  shall  see  His  glory, 

And  He  will  reap  the  harvest  He  has  sown. 
And  some  glad  day,  His  name  will  shine  with 
splendor, 

When  He,  the  Savior,  Savior  of  the  world  is 
known. 
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Mow  Raymond  ffohn 
kept  Christmas 


The  train  was  stalled;  snow  was 
piled  in  huge  drifts  around  and  before 
it.  The  car  windows  were  veiled  with 
ice  films.  The  low,  hardy  mountain 
shrubs  were  bent  beneath  it;  from 
the  dull  sky  overhead  it  was  still  fall- 
ing steadily. 

Things  were  pretty  gloomy  in  the 
tourist  car  Alaska — at  least,  Raymond 
John  Ellis  thought  they  were — and 
when  his  sunny  spirits  drooped,  things 
were  generally  desperate  indeed. 

"Won't  we  get  there?"  He  blocked 
the  aisle  as  Bleakley,  the  conductor, 
sauntered  through.  The  man  gazed 
down  the  empty  car.  "No,  my  boy, 
we  won't  get  there  or  anywhere  else, 
accordin'  to  the  outlook.  Sorry  for 
you.  One  kid  alone  in  a  tourist  car 
can't  expect  anything  but  to  be  short 
on  a  'Merry  Christmas.'  " 

The  conductor  passed  on,  banged 
the  door,  kicked  at  the  vestibule  parti- 
tion, and  dropped  muttering  off  the 
platform  to  see  how  deep  the  snow 
was  under  the  wheels. 

Raymond  John  considered  a  few 
minutes  and  opened  his  little  imita- 
tion leather  suitcase.  "There  isn't 
very  many  new  things!  But  then  there 
isn't  very  many  passengers  eithers; 
the  porter  said  so.   They  left  the  day 


coach  down  the  mountain,  and  in 
here  there's  only  me  and  that  ranch 
owner  that  took  a  whole  section; 
there's  the  conductor  and  porter  and 
cook  and  brakeman  and  engineer  and 
fireman  and  the  railway  mail  man  and 
maybe  two  or  three  more.  Not  more'n 
ten  anyway."  Raymond  John  stood  up 
and  glanced  about  thoughtfully. 
"There's  trees,  plenty  of  'em,  though 
they're  little  and  scrubby.  Maybe  the 
porter" — 

Reese  came  smiling  in  at  that  very 
minute.     "O  Reese" — 

The  big  man  and  the  little  boy 
bent  their  heads  over  the  suitcase  in 
deep  and  earnest  conference  for  sev- 
eral minutes.  Then,  smiling  broadly, 
Reese  took  a  hatchet  from  under  a 
car  seat  and  went  out  into  the  snow- 
drifts, muttering,  "Christmas  tree  for 
us  right  off  the  mountain,  and  pres- 
ents for  everybody!  It's  the  real  thing, 
and  no  mistake!" 

Left  alone,  Raymond  John  took  a 
little  piece  of  paper  from  about  one 
of  his  parcels  and,  pressing  it  against 
the  windowpane,  made  out  a  laborious 
list  of  guests  and  a  memorandum  of 
his  available  gifts. 

Reese  and  the  cook  conferred  in  the 
pantry.     Delicacies  were   short   there 


THERE  MY  KINGDOM  IS  .  .  . 


Whence  art  Thou,  Child  Jesus,  -whence  art  Thou? 
Whence  this  light  of  glory  on  Thy  brow? 
I  am  come  from  heaven,  bearing  peace  to  earth; 
God  His  Son  hath  given,  bringing  man  new  birth. 

Why  no  home,  Child  Jesus,  ivhy  no  home? 
Why  to  borrowed  stable  must  Thou  come? 
Homeless  I  and  lonely  in  a  world  of  sin; 
I  have  shelter  only  where  hearts  bid  me  in. 

Why  no  bed,  Child  Jesus,  ivhy  no  bed? 

Why  no  silken  pillow  for  Thy  head? 

I  may  only  rest  Me  in  the  souls  of  men, 

And  tvhen  hearts  have  blessed  Me  I  have  shelter  then. 

Why  no  crown,  Child  Jesus,  why  no  crown? 
Art  Thou  not  from  kingdom  high  come  down? 
Shining  angels  own  Me  King  of  realms  of  bliss, 
But  where  hearts  enthrone  Me,  there  My  kingdom  is. 

E.  Margaret  Clarkson 


also,  but  happily  the  cook  was  an 
optimist  and  believed. 

"Candles  for  the  tree!  Of  course! 
Where's  them  big  tallow  cylinders  that 
the  brakeman  lights  when  he  crawls 
under  the  wheels  to  oil  'em?  Just 
shave  a  few  of  them  down;  and  if 
you  can't  invent  something  to  stick 
'em  into  so's  they'll  hang  decent  on 
that  spruce,  you're  not  worthy  to 
travel  with  that  Christmas  kid.  I'm 
going  to  make  some  candy  and  a 
pink  cake,  too,  if  it  takes  the  last  egg 
in  the  dining-car  pantry." 

When  Raymond  John  had  finished 
his  preparations,  there  was  nothing 
but  absolute  necessities  left  in  the 
suitcase;  even  his  new  handkerchiefs 
and  his  Windsor  tie  had  gone  into  the 
gift  fund. 

Reese  fingered  the  Windsor  tie  with 
mischievous  touches  until  he  suddenly 
discovered  his  own  name  tucked  in  a 
fold  of  it;  then  he  grew  thoughtful. 
He  presently  made  a  hasty  excursion 
through  the  deserted  coaches,  telling 
of  the  events  taking  place  in  the  Alas- 
ka. "That  orphan  kid,  with  nothing 
ahead  but  a  home  in  an  orphan  asy- 
lum, not  a  cent,  and  just  a  charity 
pass  and  a  suitcase,  is  playin'  Santa 
Claus  in  there.  Here,  just  throw  in- 
to this  handkerchief,  won't  you?  and 
don't  be  afraid  to  take  a  good  aim." 

In  due  time  he  appeared  in  the  rear 
of  the  Christmas  tree  and  suspended 
the  old  bandanna,  with  the  collection 
in  it,  from  a  sturdy  limb.  Having  noth- 
ing else  to  do  and  being  endowed  with 
curiosity  after  the  manner  of  mankind, 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Jerry  Ranger  leaned  forward, 
pushed  hard  against  the  storm,  held 
his  mittened  hands  in  front  of  his 
face  to  keep  the  snow  from  blinding 
him.  Only  three  more  miles  and  he 
would  be  there — be  home — home  for 
Christmas. 

Today,  December  24,  after  two  years 
of  being  away,  he  was  going  back, 
memories  tugging  at  his  heart.  There 
was  something  about  the  Christmas 
season  that  made  even  world-hard- 
ened Jerry  Ranger  homesick. 

Last  year,  when  he  was  behind  the 
bars  at  the  State  Reformatory,  he  had 
felt  this  same  gnawing  in  his  breast; 
but  he  couldn't  have  gone  home  then, 
even  if  he  had  been  free  to — not  with 
memories  of  Father's  face,  livid  with 
wrath,  still  fresh  in  his  mind,  and 
Father's  searing  words  burning  into 
his  soul:  "Get  out,  Jerry  Ranger,  and 
stay  out!     You're  no  son  of  mine!" 

He  hadn't  done  anything — he  hadn't 
broken  into  Larson's  grocery  and 
taken  the  money  from  the  cash  regis- 
ter. The  gang  of  young  ruffians  with 
whom  he  had  been  associating  must 
have  done  it,  and  circumstantial  evi- 
dence had  been  enough  to  convict 
him. 

Jerry  Ranger  hadn't  reformed.  He 
hadn't  needed  to  reform;  but  had  had 
a  job  at  least  and  had  earned  his 
board  and  room,  such  as  it  was.  When 
the  year  was  up  and  he  had  walked 
out  a  free  man,  he  was  ashamed  to  go 
home,  afraid  to,  so  he  had  run  away — 
gone  into  the  north  woods  and  worked 
in  a  lumber  camp.  No,  he  wasn't  free, 
he  told  himself  this  morning;  he  never 
would  be  entirely  free  again.  There 
would  always  be  the  stigma  of  the 
past,  like  the  brand  made  by  the 
branding  iron  on  slaves  and  criminals 
in  days  long  ago.  The  world  would  al- 
ways think  of  him  as  being  a  black 
sheep,  he  reflected  grimly — every  one 
who  knew  or  heard  of  him,  except 
maybe,  his  mother. 

He  had  a  letter  from  Mother  in 
his  pocket  now.  It  was  dated  last  year 
and  addressed  to  him  at  the  Reforma- 
tory. "Remember,  Jerry,"  he  had 
read,  "we  are  counting  the  days  until 
you  can  come  home."  We!  That 
meant  mother  only.  No  letter  or  word 
of  sympathy  had  ever  come  from 
Father.  Always,  there  was  the  burning 
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memory:  "Get  out  and  stay  out! 
You're  no  son  of  mine!"  He'd  vowed 
he'd  never  go  back  until  Father  sent 
for  him.  And  he  had  kept  that  vow, 
too,  until  last  week  when  he  couldn't 
stay  away  any  longer.  And  now  he 
was  going  back,  humbled  and  broken — 
"I  will  arise  and  go  to  my  father!" 

He  strode  with  long,  quick  steps 
along  the  snow-swept  road.  The  bitter 
words  echoed  in  his  mind:  "Get  out 
.  .  .!"  It  wasn't  going  to  be  easy  to 
face  Father,  to  ask  forgiveness  for 
something  for  which  he  was  not  to 
blame.  There  wasn't  anything  in  the 
world  harder  to  bear  than  being  mis- 
understood, unless  it  was  being  home- 
less and  friendless  at  Christmas  time. 

And  he  had  lost  Faye  Bernard !  After 
all,  it  was  having  her  lose  confidence 
in  him,  never  writing  to  him  or  telling 
him  she  cared,  that  hurt  more  than 
anything  else.  But  then,  what  could 
he  expect  when  she  was  Larson's 
own  niece,  his  nearest  living  relative? 
*     *     * 

He  hadn't  intended  to  go  through 
Main  Street,  where  he  might  be  recog- 
nized, but  the  walking  was  better 
there,  he  decided.  He  passed  Larson's 
grocery  without  looking  up.  Why 
should  he  feel  so  ashamed  when  he 
wasn't  guilty?    Why  couldn't  he  walk 


right  in  with  head  erect,  eyes  alight 
with  confidence  and  self-respect,  and 
say  "Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Larson"? 
Why?  He  knew  why:  It  was  because 
Mr.  Larson  and  the  whole  community 
believed  he  was  a  thief,  a  ne'er-do- 
well.    Scum! 

From  a  store  window  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street,  two  clerks  saw  him 
go  hurrying  by.  One  turned  to  the 
other  and  said,  "There  he  goes  now. 
Speakin'  of  angels — ."  And  his  com- 
panion replied  laconically,  "Now 
that  the  old  man  is  dead,  he  isn't 
afraid  to  come  home,  eh?  Bad  pennies 
always  come  back,  they  say.  Better 
lock  everything  up  good  and  tight  to- 
night." Jerry,  oblivious  to  their 
thoughts,  pushed  on.  He  was  wonder- 
ing what  Faye  would  think  when  he 
passed  her  home.  He  did  not  care  now 
if  she  did  see  him.  What  right  had 
he  to  be  proud  any  more?  A  girl  like 
Faye  would  not  lack  for  suitors.  She 
probably  would  be  married  by  this 
time.  Every  window  of  the  big  house 
where  she  lived  was  like  an  accusing 
eye  glaring  at  him. 

Only  once  did  he  allow  himself  to 
look.  But  he  did  not  see  the  quick 
movement  of  the  curtain  at  an  up- 
stairs window. 

A  mile  out  in  the  country,  he  passed 
the  graveyard  and  the  Maple  Creek 
church  which  he  had  attended  as  a 
boy.  A  high  mound  at  a  newly  dug 
grave  was  covered  with  artificial  grass. 
Tom  Rill,  the  caretaker,  was  sweeping 
the  snow  off  and  filling  the  grave. 
There  had  been  a  funeral  today,  per- 
haps. Some  home  was  going  to  have 
a  sad  Christmas  this  year,  Jerry  re- 
flected. But  his  own  sorrow  and 
anxiety  gripped  his  heart. 

"O  God,  make  everything  all  right. 
Make  Father  forgive  me!" 

He  quickened  his  pace.  Perhaps  his 
trip  home  would  be  like  the  prodigal 
son's  return,  with  Father  eager  to 
welcome  him,  maybe  seeing  him  com- 
ing even  in  the  storm  and  running 
up  the  road  to  meet  him — or  out  to 
the  gate  like  he  used  to  do  when 
everything  was  all  right  between  them. 

Jerry  pressed  his  hand  against  a 
bulge  in  his  coat  pocket.  Yes,  it  was 
still  there — not  an  expensive  present, 
but  one  Mother  would  appreciate. 
There  was  another  present  in  his  in- 
side coat  pocket.  He  hoped  Father 
would  understand  the  sacrifice  he  had 
made  to  get  it  for  him.  Last  week 
Jerry  had  sent  home  a  doll  for  six- 
year-old  Louise,  and  the  same  pack- 
continued  on  page  17) 
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Zhe  Shepherd 

Who Did 'JSJot Qo 


THE  HOST  OF  HEAVEN  and  the 
angel  of  the  Lord  had  filled  the 
sky  with  radiance.  Now  the  glory  of 
God  was  gone,  and  the  sheep  and 
shepherds  stood  still  under  the  dim 
starlight.  The  men  were  shaken  by 
the  wonder  they  had  seen  and  heard, 
and  like  the  animals  they  were  hud- 
dled close. 

"Let's  now,"  said  the  eldest  of  the 
shepherds,  "go  even  unto  Bethlehem, 
and  see  this  thing  which  has  come  to 
pass,  which  the  Lord  has  made  known 
to  us." 

The  city  of  David  lay  beyond  a  far 
high  hill,  upon  the  crest  of  which  there 
danced  a  star.  The  men  made  haste 
to  be  away,  but  as  they  broke  out  of 
the  circle,  there  was  one  called  Amos, 
who  remained.  He  dug  his  crook  into 
the  turf  and  clung  to  it. 

"Come,"  said  the  eldest  of  the  shep- 
herds, but  Amos  shook  his  head.  They 
marvelled  and  one  called  out,  "It  is 
true.  You  heard  the  tidings.  A  Savior 
is  born." 

"I  heard,"  said  Amos,  "but  I  will 
abide." 

The  eldest  walked  back  to  the  little 
knoll  on  which  Amos  stood.  "You 
do  not  understand?"  the  old  man  told 
him.  "We  have  a  sign  from  God.  An 
angel  has  commanded  us.  We  go  to 
worship  the  Savior,  who  is  even  now 


born  in  Bethlehem.  God  has  made  His 
will  manifest." 

"It  is  now  in  my  heart,"  said  Amos. 

And  now  the  eldest  of  the  shepherd 
was  angry. 

"With  your  own  eyes,"  he  cried  out, 
"you  have  seen  the  host  of  heaven  in 
these  dark  hills.  And  you  heard,  for 
it  was  like  the  thunder,  when  'Glory 
to  God  in  the  highest!'  came  ringing 
to  us    out  of  the  night." 

And  again  Amos  said,  "For  me, 
something  else  is  in  the  heart." 

Another  shepherd  then  broke  in, 
"Because  the  hills  still  stand,  and  the 
sky  has  not  fallen,  it  is  not  enough  for 
Amos.  He  must  have  heard  some- 
thing louder  than  the  voice  of  God." 

Amos  held  more  tightly  his  crook, 
and  answered,  "I  have  need  of  only 
a  whisper." 

They  laughed  at  him  and  said, 
"What  should  this  whisper  say  to 
you?" 

He  was  silent,  and  they  pressed 
about  him  and  shouted  mockingly, 
"Tell  us  now.  What  says  the  God 
of  Amos,  the  little  shepherd  of  a 
hundred  sheep?" 

Meekness  fell  away  from  him.  He 
took  his  hands  from  off  the  crook  and 
raised  them  high. 

"I  am  needful  to  my  sheep.  To  my 
hundred  sheep  I  am  a  savior." 


When  the  din  of  angry  shepherds 
about  him  slackened,  Amos  pointed 
to  his  hundred. 

"See  my  flock,"  he  said.  "See  the 
fright  of  the  fear  of  the  bright  angel 
and  of  the  voices  is  still  upon  them. 
God  is  busy  in  Bethlehem.  They  are 
my  sheep.    I  will  abide." 

This  the  others  did  not  take  so  much 
amiss,  for  they  saw  that  there  was 
terror  in  all  the  flocks,  and  they,  too, 
knew  the  ways  of  sheep.  Therefore, 
before  they  departed  to  Bethlehem 
towards  the  bright  star,  each  talked  to 
Amos  and  told  him  what  he  should  do 
for  the  care  of  the  flocks.  And  yet 
one  or  two  turned  back  a  moment,  to 
taunt  Amos  before  they  reached  the 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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The  Shepherd  Who  Stayed  .  < 

My  master  bade  me  watch  the  flock  by  night; 

My  duty  was  to  stay.   I  do  not  know 
What  thing  my  comrades  saw  in  that  great  light, 

I  did  not  heed  the  words  that  bade  them  go, 
I  know  not  were  they  maddened  or  afraid; 

I  only  know  I  stayed. 

The  hillside  seemed  on  fire;  I  felt  the  sweep 
Of  wings  above  my  head;  I  ran  to  see 

If  any  danger  threatened  these  my  sheep. 
What  though  I  found  them  folded  quietly, 

What  though  my  brother  wept  and  plucked  my  sleeve, 

They  were  not  mine  to  leave. 


♦  Jjij   Csheododa  Ljarrhon 

Thieves  in  the  wood  and  wolves  upon  the  hill, 
My  duty  was  to  stay.  Strange  though  it  may  be, 

I  had  no  thought  to  hold  my  mates,  no  will 
To  bid  them  wait  and  keep  the  watch  with  me. 

I  had  not  heard  that  summons  they  obeyed; 

I  only  know  I  stayed. 

Perchance  they  will  return  upon  the  dawn 
With  word  of  Bethlehem  and  why  they  went. 

I  only  know  that  watching  here  alone, 
I  know  a  strange  content. 

I  have  not  failed  that  trust  upon  me  laid; 

I  ask  no  more — I  stayed. 
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ange  in  Courses 

(Another  "Bob"  Sinclair  Story) 
Nellie  L.  Harrington 


"Oh,  Faye,  it's  going  to  be  great 
having  you  down  there  at  Lynngrove 
with  me  in  September,"  gloated  Rob- 
ert Sinclair.  He  had  finished  his  sec- 
ond year  of  college  and  was  spending 
his  first  evening  at  home  with  his 
girl  friend. 

"Just  won't  it,  though,"  Faye  Mar- 
tin agreed  happily.  "I've  seen  so  little 
of  you  these  last  two  years.  I  wonder 
sometimes  if  we  are  growing  away 
from  each  other." 

"Not  a  chance,"  and  Bob's  assur- 
ances were  positive.  "Just  the  same 
I've  missed  some  pleasures  that  we'll 
share  next  year,"  confidently. 

The  wise  man  said,  "Boast  not  thy- 
self of  tomorrow;  for  thou  knowest  not 
what  a  day  may  bring  forth." 

Robert's  father  was  considered  a 
prosperous  business  man,  but  a  suc- 
cession of  unfortunate  circumstances 
had  combined  to  squeeze  his  purse.  A 
prolonged  drouth  had  injured  the 
crops.  A  blow  to  the  farmer  is  felt  in 
every  line.  All  business  feels  the  im- 
pact. An  investment  that  had  been 
recommended  by  his  best  friend  as 
"gilt-edged,"  proved  to  be  bordered 
with  glittering  tinsel  instead!  He  could 
ill  afford  the  loss  involved.  In  addi- 
tion the  son,  Robert,  had  been  a 
spender  in  his  two  years  at  college. 

Mr.  Sinclair  wanted  to  spare  the 
feelings  of  the  boy,  as  well  as  avoid 
humiliation  to  himself,  so  had  kept 
silent.  Could  he  meet  such  bills  an- 
other year,  though?  His  common 
sense  and  better  judgment  said  flat- 
ly, "No."  Should  he  tell  Robert?  How 
could  he  confess  failure,  he  who  had 
insisted  on  the  value  of  a  college  edu- 
cation and  had  scorned  the  idea  of 
petty  economies! 

Plainly  his  income  would  stand  the 
strain  no  longer.  Already  many  a 
sleepless  night  had  left  him  weary  and 
worn,  unfit  to  cope  with  the  problems 
of  the  day. 

Life  has  a  way  of  bringing  into  the 
open  the  very  facts  we  dread  to  have 
exposed.  While  the  elder  Sinclair  was 
endeavoring  to  shield  the  knowledge 
of  financial  reverses  from  his  son,  that 
young  man,  unwittingly  brought 
about  the  revelation.  Innocently  he 
asked,  "Well,  Dad,  what  is  the  pro- 
gram for  me  this  summer?    The  White 


Mountains?     The  Rockies?     A  fishing 
trip?    Or,  what  have  you?" 

The  carefree  manner  combined  with 
the  absolute  impossibility  of  the  vaca- 


tion suggestions  was,  to  his  father,  like 
a  slap  in  the  face.  Plainly,  the  truth 
must  be  told  and  that  immediately. 

As  is  often  the  case,  under  severe 
strain  the  words  come  more  bluntly 
than  ordinary  courtesy  warrants.  All 
the  agony  of  those  lonely  night 
watches,  all  the  torture  of  frustrated 
hopes  were  in  Sinclair's  words  as  he 
said  tersely,  "Do  whatever  you  have 
money  to  pay  for.    No  more." 


Robert's  jaw  dropped.  He  stared 
at  his  father  unbelievingly.  Had  he 
heard  aright?  Could  his  genial,  open- 
handed  father  have  said  that?  Surely 
there  must  be  a  mistake. 

Then  it  was  borne  in  on  his  con- 
sciousness that  there  was  silver  at  the 
temples  of  the  older  man.  And,  yes, 
there  were  wrinkles  on  that  brow  that 
he  had  never  noticed.  Could  it  be  that 
— something  had  gone  wrong  with  the 
business? 

Even  as  the  thought  crossed  his 
mind  a  flash  of  memory  brought  back 
the  dollars  he  had  wasted  at  the 
school!  Yes,  wasted.  Again  and 
again  he  had  insisted  that  money  is 
useful  only  for  what  you  can  buy  with 
it.  "Hoarded  dollars  are  useless  dol- 
lars," had  been  a  favorite  maxim.  But 
— maybe — maybe — t  hose  squandered 
dollars  had  been  draining  his  father's 
very  life  blood.  He  quailed  at  the 
thought. 

Robert's  attitude  recalled  the  father 
more  swiftly  than  any  words  could 
have  done.  "Sorry,  my  boy,  to  be  so 
abrupt,"  he  apologized.  "The  fact  is, 
things  have  been — well — going  a  bit 
wrong- — and — I — I"  he  floundered.  It 
was  difficult  to  put  it  into  words. 

"Oh,  Dad,  I  didn't  know.  Why  didn't 
you  tell  me,"  cried  the  boy  contritely. 
"I  never  dreamed  there  was  any 
trouble." 

"Robert,  I  keenly  regret  this  neces- 
sity," his  father  was  remorseful.  "I 
wanted  to  send  you  through  college 
without  a  care,  but — I  can't  do  it.  I 
didn't  want  to  spoil  your  life.  I  hoped 
we  could  keep  on  as  we  began.  But 
it  has  been  hard,  hard,"  he  sighed 
pitifully. 

"Now,  now,  Dad,"  comforted  Robert, 
"don't  worry  one  minute.  A  fellow 
needs  an  obstacle  once  in  a  while  to 
prove  his  mettle.  You've  given  me  a 
grand  start.  If  I  can't  make  good 
after  that  I'll  not  be  worthy  of  you. 
When  I  think  of  the  splendid  back- 
ground you've  provided;  a  home  where 
God  is  honored;  an  example  of  faith- 
ful service  in  church  and  Sunday 
School;  and  business  methods  that 
have  always  been  above  reproach,  I 
feel  like  shouting  to  high  heaven  that 
my  father  is  a  prince  among  men!" 

"Robert,  Robert,"  protested  the  elder 
man,  "you  are  saying  too  much.  I 
feel  anything  but  princely  over  this. 
My  failure  humiliates  me  much." 

"Tut,  tut!  This  is  my  Father's  Day 
tribute,  Dad,"  enthused  the  young 
man.  "I  hope  you  will  like  it  as  well 
as  if  it  were  inscribed  on  a  card.  It  is 
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genuine.  Straight  from  the  heart. 
Now,  just  you  forget  all  about  college. 
I'll  go  out  and  get  a  job.  That'll  be 
better  than  a  trip  anywhere.  You'll  see, 
I'll  earn  my  own  money  for  next  year." 

Mr.  Sinclair  opened  his  lips  to  say 
that  the  expenses  for  a  whole  year 
could  hardly  be  earned  in  the  two 
summer  months.  But  the  boy  would 
find  that  out.  The  lessons  learned  in 
the  school  of  experience  may  be  dear- 
ly bought  but  they  are  lasting.  So 
instead  the  father  expressed  relief 
that  at  last  his  worry  was  a  secret  no 
longer,  and  that  the  son  had  taken  it 
like  the  Christian  gentleman  that  he 
was.  "Your  sentiments  are  finer  than 
any  I've  seen  on  a  greeting  card. 
Thanks,  my  boy,"  he  finished,  and  they 
clasped  hands. 

"Now  what  is  there  to  do  here?" 
Robert  briskly  inquired.  "Do  you  need 
me  in  the  business?" 

"No-o,"  replied  Sinclair  slowly.  "Of 
course  you  could  put  in  the  time,  but  I 
could  not  afford  to  pay,  and  that  is 
what  you  need.  If  you  get  work  here 
in  town  your  board  will  cost  nothing. 
I  can  do  that  much.  The  wages  are 
not  as  high  as  in  the  larger  plants 
but  with  less  overhead  the  net  result 
is  about  the  same." 

"All  right.  I'll  see  what  is  to  be 
had,"  and  blithely  Robert  set  out  to 
look  for  that  job.  To  his  surprise  he 
was  met  with  a  regretful  refusal  at 
every  turn.  The  very  words  seemed 
to  echo  from  one  office  to  another! 

The  garage  appeared  to  be  the  busi- 
est place,  but  Bob  knew  little  of  ma- 
chinery save  what  he  had  learned  by 
"tinkering"  with  the  old  "jaloppy"  of 
high  school  days.  That  was  scarcely 
enough  to  qualify  as  a  mechanic! 

Nevertheless  he  halted  at  the  open 
door.  As  he  did  so,  a  farmer,  Mr. 
Lawton,  drove  up  and  asked  for  a 
spare  part  for  a  machine.  An  attend- 
ant went  with  him  to  get  it  and  as 
they  returned  a  few  minutes  later, 
Lawton  asked,  "Know  of  a  man  I  could 
get  for  a  few  days?  Corn  needs  plow- 
ing, alfalfa  is  ready  for  the  first 
cutting,  and  the  weeds  are  about  to 
take  the  whole  place." 

Robert  wheeled.  "Want  a  hand? 
Would  I  do?" 

"Ever  work  on  a  farm?"  Lawton 
asked  as  he  gave  young  Sinclair  an 
appraising  look. 

"Never  did,  but  I  think  I  can  learn. 
I'm  looking  for  a  job  and  there  doesn't 
seem  to  be  any  in  town,"  was  Bob's 


answer. 

"Yes,  I'll  give  you  a  tryout.  Drive  a 
a  car,  don't  you?  You  ought  to  be 
able  to  go  over  the  corn  with  the  trac- 
tor. That  would  help.  When  can 
you  go?"  Lawton  asked. 

"Right  now,  er — as  soon  as  I  can  go 
home  and  get  my  work  clothes," 
amended  Robert. 

"Where  do  you  live?  Maybe  we  can 
drive  that  way.  Save  a  few  minutes. 
I  want  to  get  home  as  soon  as  I  can. 
Time  is  precious." 

Bob  gave  the  address.  "Only  a 
couple  of  blocks  out  of  the  way.  Hop 
in,"  and  Lawton  opened  the  car  door. 

A  few  minutes  later  they  stopped 
at  the  Sinclair  home,  Bob  dashed  in, 
picked  up  a  few  clothes,  stuffed  them 
into  a  suitcase,  and  in  less  than  ten 
minutes  was  back  in  the  car. 

"You  don't  let  any  grass  grow  under 
your  feet.  That's  one  good  thing," 
favorably  commented  his  new  em- 
ployer. 

At  the  farm  Lawton  introduced  Bob 
to  the  tractor  and  the  corn  field.  At 
first  the  boy  was  worried  at  the  num- 
ber of  hills  of  corn  that  persisted  in 
getting  in  front  of  the  cultivator  and 
were  either  dug  up  completely  or  cov- 
ered with  dirt.  But  before  he  had  gone 
many  rods  he  caught  the  "feel  of  the 
wheel"  that  controlled  those  shovels, 
and  to  his  satisfaction  he  was  leaving 
clean,  straight,  weedless  rows  behind 
him. 

He  had  come  to  the  farm  in  the 
forenoon  and  had  put  in  about  an 
hour  before  the  dinner  bell  rang.  It 
was  a  welcome  sound.  He  reflected 
ruefully  that  the  light  city  breakfast 
was  not  enough  for  a  farm  hand.  He 
was  literally  famished. 

In  this  hour,  too,  he  had  wondered 
a  bit  uneasily  about  this  man,  Lawton. 
The  bargain  had  been  made  so  quickly 
that  neither  knew  anything  as  to  the 
other's  morals  or  habits.  What  if  he 
had  gotten  into  a  place  where  vul- 
garity and  profanity  were  the  rule? 
He  had  heard  of  such.  Could  he  stay, 
even  for  the  money?  By  the  time  the 
bell  rang  he  had  decided  that  by  the 
help  of  the  Lord  he  would  endure 
whatever  lot  he  might  find.    He  must. 

But  he  was  due  for  a  surprise.  As 
they  sat  down  to  the  noon  meal,  Mr. 
Lawton  bowed  his  head  and  returned 
thanks  for  the  food!  Bob's  heart  gave 
a  bound  of  pure  relief!  They  were 
Christian  brothers. 

Day    followed    day.     Corn    plowing, 


naying,  harvesting  were  interspersed 
with  the  various  duties  of  the  farm 
and  still  Robert  stayed  on.  He  saw 
his  parents  every  Sunday.  The  Law- 
tons  took  him  in  town  when  they  went 
to  their  church,  and  he  spent  the  day 
with  his  folks  and  with  Faye. 

Near  the  end  of  August  he  asked, 
"Dad,  what  were  my  school  expenses 
last  year?" 

"A-plenty,"  was  the  laconic  answer. 

Bob. flushed,  remembering  those  ex- 
travagant purchases.  "Well,  if  I 
economize,  how  much  will  it  take  for 
me  to  get  through?" 

Mr.  Sinclair  named  a  figure  and 
Robert's  heart  sank  as  he  realized  that 
it  was  nearly  double  the  amount  he 
had  been  able  to  earn  during  vacation. 
What  should  he  do? 

He  wanted,  more  than  anything,  to 
go  back  to  Lynngrove  this  year.  He 
wanted  to  introduce  Faye  to  his  col- 
lege friends.  And  he  wanted  to  see  her 
happy  expression  when  together  they 
would  explore  the  "lovenooks,"  as  the 
students  called  them.  They  were  three- 
sheltered  corners  on  the  campus  where 
were  conveniently  placed  benches! 
How  many  times  he  had  looked  at 
them  and  imagined  Faye  and  he  sit- 
ting there!  Oh,  he  must  realize  that 
dream  somehow! 

But  when  he  broached  the  subject  to 
the  girl  she  only  remarked,  sagely, 
"Perhaps  this  is  your  turn  to  cultivate 
patience.  When  you  went  to  Lynn- 
grove  two  years  ago  and  left  me  here, 
I — I — thought  the  world  had  come  to 
an  end.  Maybe  you  need  to  know 
how  it  feels  to  be  the  one  to  stay  out 
of  school.  If  you  can  work  at  Law- 
ton's  all  the  fall,  maybe  you'll  have 
enough  to  enter  the  second  term.  Isn't 
it  Peter  that  tells  us  to  'let  patience 
have  her  perfect  work'?" 

"I  guess  so.  I  sympathize  with  im- 
pulsive Peter  a  good  many  times,"  was 
Bob's  rueful  reply.  "Well,  anyway, 
I'm  learning  a  good  many  things  that 
will  come  in  handy  later,  I  know  that 
some  of  our  ministers  do  a  bit  of 
farming  on  the  side  to  pay  expenses 
while  they  preach  the  gospel.  I'm  get- 
ting my  knowledge  at  Lawton's  ex- 
pense, and  being  paid  while  I  learn,  so 
it's  not  so  bad.  I've  temporarily 
switched  courses  in  the  School  of 
Life,"  he  tried  to  say  lightly. 

Nevertheless  his  heart  ached  when 
Faye  Martin  went  to  Lynngrove  Col- 
lege and  he  had  to  go  back  to  the 
farm  and  milk  the  cows! 
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LEADINGS  OF  A   PRAYER 
ANSWERING  GOD 

Alverta  N.  Dundas 

Traveling  from  New  York  to  Illinois 
where  we  were  to  become  members  of 
a  revival  brigade  for  four  two-week 
meetings,  my  husband  and  I  wondered 
if  work  in  comparatively  small  towns 
would  be  as  difficult,  productive,  and 
thrilling  as  that  among  teeming  city 
throngs. 

Night  after  night  the  big  tent  was 
filled  with  friendly  folks.  They  en- 
joyed the  music,  the  personal  testi- 
monies, and  the  short,  pointed  ser- 
mons. Many  accepted  Jesus  as  their 
Savior,  and  others  found  their  way 
back  to  Christian  victory. 

The  ten  members  of  the  brigade 
were  entertained  for  the  night  and 
for  breakfast  in  homes  in  which  all 
shared  in  the  family  worship  and  the 
exchanging  of  experiences.  During  the 
day  we  responded  to  calls  and  talked 
with  many  who  stopped  us  on  the 
street. 

The  last  Friday  in  E ,  a 

woman  asked  if  a  farewell 
meeting  could  not  be  held  Sat- 
urday afternoon  for  some  who 
had  not  as  yet  yielded  to  the 
call.  Although  the  leaders 
and  their  wives  were  already 
engaged,  they  agreed  to  send 
some  of  the  group  for  such 
a  gathering.  It  was  a  hot, 
busy  day,  so  feeling  there 
would  be  but  ten  or  twelve 
present,  two  of  the  girls  were 
sent  to  furnish  the  music  and 
I  was  to  give  a  brief  message. 

To  our  astonishment,  the 
vine-bedecked  church  was  al- 
most filled.  While  the  songs 
were  being  sung,  I  prayed 
earnestly,  for  never  had  I 
been  the  leader  of  such  a 
meeting,  and  never  had  I 
taken  a  place  behind  a  sacred 
desk.  When  the  time  came  I 
stood  on  the  top  step  of  those 
leading  to  the  pulpit. 

My  subject  was  "There  Is  a 
Lad  (Lassie)  Here."  Looking 
into  those  up-turned,  eager 
faces,  a  love  for  them  surged 
through  my  being.  Something 


seemed  to  loosen,  to  live,  to  overflow. 
To  me  each  one  had  a  special  value, 
for  they  were  women  and  girls  just 
like  I  had  once  been,  wanting  to  know 
the  wonder-working  Jesus — hungry, 
honest  folks,  needing  to  put  not  only 
their  loaves  and  fishes,  but  themselves 
into  divine  hands  that  are  ever  ready 
to  take,  to  bless,  to  multiply,  and  to 
distribute.  So  it  was  with  joy  and  con- 
fidence that  I  tried  to  lift  up  the 
Christ  in  His  beauty  and  saving  power. 
I  wanted  Him  to  become  to  the  listen- 
ers, attractive,  desirable,  and  attain- 
able. 

To  those  women,  I  was  a  home-girl 

returned  with  the  "Good  News."  E 

was  a  county  seat  like  the  Iowa  town 
in  which  I  had  been  reared.  Its  people, 
homes,  churches,  schools  and  tree- 
lined  streets;  its  amusements,  social 
groups,  and  outlook;  its  troubles,  hun- 
gers, and  ambitions,  were  the  sort  with 
which  I  was  acquainted,  and  they 
knew  it. 

They,  too,  knew  if  my  heart  could 


BROTHER  CHAMBLEY'S  LETTER 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  praising  the  Lord  for  the  Boy  Scout  meet- 
ing last  night.  We  were  at  the  Assembly  this  year 
and  Brother  Simmons  gave  a  talk  on  our  boys 
and  he  spoke  of  the  Boy  Scouts.  I  have  started 
one  at  the  Griffin  Church  of  God  and  it  has 
been  a  great  help  to  our  boys. 

We  had  nineteen  in  our  meeting  last  night 
and  after  the  Scout  drill  we  went  into  the  Sun- 
day School  room  and  fourteen  of  the  boys  got 
saved.  My!  we  really  did  have  a  camp  meeting. 
The  boys  were  shouting  and  praying  and  thank- 
ing the  Lord. 

Preachers,  if  you  want  to  do  something  for 
your  boys,  just  organize  a  Boy  Scout  among  them. 
You  can  teach  them  more  about  a  clean  life. 
The  Scout  teaches  the  boys  to  be  clean  and 
godly. 

Pray  for  me  and  the  boys  and  may  God  bless 
Brother  Simmons  for  the  talk  he  made. — C.  H. 
Chambley,  pastor  of. the  Griffin,  Georgia,  Church 
of  God. 

NOTE:  We  believe  Brother  Chambley  is  a  pastor 
who  sees  the  need  of  the  young  people  today.  He 
has  furnished  the  first  graduating  class  from  our 
Y.P.E.U.  We  thank  God  for  pastors  with  a  vision, 
also  young  people  with  a  vision. — Editor. 


Editor's   Note 

Young  people,  in  reading  the  article 
on  this  page  I  wonder  if  your  train- 
ing in  Personal  Evangelism  would  en- 
able you  to  meet  people  of  this  kind 
or  would  you  be  embarrassed  in  such 
a  situation?  Think  of  this  and  ask 
your  pastor  or  some  of  your  consecrat- 
ed young  people  to  lead  you  in  a  Per- 
sonal Evangelistic   Union  class. 

be  entered  by  the  saving  Christ,  so 
could  theirs,  and  the  Holy  Spirit  would 
empower  and  teach  them.  They  could 
understand  that  in  the  Bible  "like" 
and  "as"  introduce  comparisons,  and 
if  they  met  required  conditions,  they 
would  be  like  a  watered  garden  (Isa. 
58:11);  perhaps  placed  in  an  incon- 
spicuous place — if  there  be  such  in 
God's  work — but  abundantly  produc- 
ing fruit,  not  only  for  home  consump- 
tion, but  some  for  the  storing  in  lives 
that  might  carry  it  afar. 

They  could  see  that  "if"  and  "then" 
were  followed  by  certain,  definite  re- 
sults that  would  accompany 
full  obedience  to  God's  Word. 
//  they  would  measure  up  to 
Isaiah  58:6,7,  then,  and  not 
until  then  would  their  right- 
eousness break  forth  as  the 
morning;  not  with  a  terrify- 
ing bang,  but  gradually,  noise- 
lessly, majestically,  made  pos- 
sible and  beautiful  by  the  on- 
coming Son  of  God  who  real- 
ly is. 

Through  a  simple  message, 
the  Holy  Spirit  revealed  to 
those  present  that  it  was  not 
a  certain  result  or  an  unusual 
experience  they  must  seek,  but 
the  sin-bearing,  life-control- 
ling Christ  must  be  allowed  to 
dwell  within;  that  when  He 
comes  in  to  abide,  to  make 
His  home,  to  do  as  He  pleases, 
then  results  will  follow  as  a 
consequence,  and  satisfying 
experiences  will  be  had. 

When  I  gave  my  first  invi- 
tation, so  many  responded 
that  I  became  terror-stricken. 
Silently  I  called  for  help,  and 
silently,  but  clearly,  came  a 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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Reading  Circle 


In  prison  Paul  wrote  Timothy, 
"Bring  the  books,"  2  Tim.  4:13. 

In  1  Tim.  4:13,  he  said  give  attend- 
ance to  reading.  Frequently  God  bade 
man  to  write.  He,  of  course,  meant  it 
to  be  read. 

God  also  said,  "Have  ye  never  read?" 
Matt.  19:4. 

The  most  convenient  and  the  most 
useful  form  of  thought  expression  is  a 
book. 

But  alone  man  is  an  unlighted  can- 
dle, and  Emerson  said,  "Give  me  a 
book,  health,  and  a  June  day,  and  I 
will  make  the  pomp  of  kings  ridiculous. 
Emerson  believed  that  the  scholar  was 
a  favorite  of  heaven  and  earth,  the 
excellency  of  his  country,  and  the 
happiest  of  men. 

Saner  intellects  than  Emerson  rare- 
ly trod  the  earth  and  could  he  speak 
to  this  year  of  1945  with  its  fret  and 
fervor,  his  message  would  certainly  in- 
clude some  words  about  the  com- 
panionship of  good  books. 

Thomas  Carlyle  said,  "The  best  uni- 
versity is  a  collection  of  good  books." 
He  is  reputed  to  have  read  100,000 
books. 

You  couldn't  do  that  without  suf- 
fering from  attacks  of  intellectual  as 
well  as  physical  indigestion. 

To  strive  after  innumerable  books 
is  vanity.  But  a  little  library  growing 
larger  every  year  is  an  honorable  part 
of  man's  history. 

A  glance  at  the  average  preacher's 
library  does  not  suggest  his  danger  of 
shipwreck  on  the  infinite  sea  of  print- 
er's ink. 

Milton,  thinking  of  earth's  great 
men,  said,  "The  book  is  the  lifeblood 
of  the  master  spirit." 

Charles  Lamb  said  that  man  should 
say  grace — not  only  over  the  Christmas 
festival,  but  also  over  the  table  spread 
with  good  books,  for  man  has  no 
truer  friends.  Earth  offers  no  richer 
banquet. 

Gaethe  said,  "Never  let  a  day  pass 
without  looking  at  some  perfect  work 
of  art,  hearing  some  great  piece  of 
music,  and  reading,  in  part,  some  great 
book." 

Lord  Macaulay  affirmed,  "I  would 
rather  live  in  a  garret  with  books  than 
live  in  a  palace  without  books." 

Thomas  Carlyle  said,  "The  best  uni- 
versity is  a  collection  of  books." 

[Page  14] 


Horace,  as  he  viewed  the  literary 
achievements  of  a  lifetime,  said,  "I 
have  reared  a  monument  more  endur- 
ing than  brass." 

Fenelon,  the  great  preacher,  said, 
"If  all  the  riches  of  the  Indies  and 
all  the  crowns  of  all  the  kingdoms  of 
Europe  were  laid  at  my  feet  in  ex- 
change for  my  books,  I  should  know 
which  to  choose." 

When  Southey  grew  old  and  dim  of 
vision,  he  was  seen  to  totter  into  his 
library.  Moving  about  from  shelf  to 
shelf,  the  aged  scholar  laid  his  hand 
upon  one  favorite  book,  and  then 
upon  another,  while  a  rare  sweet  smile 
passed  over  his  face,  just  as  we  lay 
our  hand  tenderly  upon  the  shoulder 
of  some  dear  friend.  Through  their 
books  his  old  friends,  the  heroes  of 
the  past,  had  told  Southey  of  their 
innermost  dreams,  their  passions,  their 
aspirations,  what  braced  them  in  hours 
of  battle,  how  they  endured  when 
death  robbed  them  of  their  best. 

Poor  and  lonely,  full,  oft  the  poet 
had  talked  as  with  familiar  friends. 
So,  before  he  died,  Southey  said  to  his 
books,  "Good  night,"  ere  in  that  bright 
beyond  he  said,  "Good  morning,"  to 
their  authors. 

A  great  book  may  be  mightier  than 
a  decisive  battle. 

Can  you  measure  the  power  of  a 
great  book? 

A  book  has  proven  to  be  the  might- 
iest silent  force  of  history. 

Will  some  gifted  author  produce  a 
literary  atomic  bomb? 

Will  some  statesman  write  a  book, 
every  page  of  which  is  rich  as  Lin- 
coln's Gettysburg  address? 

Some  inspired  apostle  to  the  genteels 
write  a  book  of  Corinthians  like  the 
thirteenth  chapter? 

In  spite  of  that  ignorance  that  builds 
no  library,  there  is  nothing  in  the 
world  so  sure  of  a  permanent  place  in 
the  human  heart  as  a  good  book. 

Think  of  the  toil  and  labor  an 
author  must  pay  in  producing  a  good 
book. 

George  Eliot  said  concerning  one  of 
her  books:  "I  began  it  a  young  woman; 
I  finished  it  an  old  woman." 

The  brilliant  Macaulay  worked  for 
twelve  hours  a  day  and  produced 
twelve  pages  a  week.  He  said,  "I  will 
write  a  history  of  England  that  will 


replace  the  latest  novel  on  every 
lady's  table." 

Virgil  wrote  four  lines  a  week,  but 
they  have  held  a  first  place  in  classic 
literature  for  more  than  1,900  years. 

John  Milton  spent  thirty  years  in 
selecting  and  preparing  the  material 
for  "Paradise  Lost."  It  took  Tenny- 
son six  years  to  write  "Loxley's  Hall," 
Tennyson  who  made  a  century  memor- 
able as  England's  greatest  poet 
laureate. 

Gray  was  seven  years  in  writing  his 
"Elegy  in  a  Country  Church  Yard." 

In  the  production  of  our  greatest 
masterpieces,  some  of  our  most  bril- 
liant men  have  averaged  only  one 
word  a  day. 

Jean  Paul  Richter  uncovered  his 
head  in  the  presence  of  the  castle 
church  where  Luther  preached,  stoop- 
ing and  kissing  the  table  over  which 
Luther  leaned  in  many  weary  hours 
of  patient  study.  Richter  remembered 
the  language,  the  literature,  and  the 
translation  of  the  Bible  to  which 
Luther  had  contributed  so  much.  With 
Richter  we  can  learn  lessons  from 
the  universal  history  of  great  souls. 

Dr.  T.  DeWitt  Talmadge  affirmed 
that  one  of  the  important  turning- 
points  in  his  life  was  when  he  entered 
a  book  store  in  Syracuse,  New  York, 
and  purchased  a  volume  entitled  "The 
Beauties  of  John  Ruskin."  It  was  only 
a  volume  of  extracts,  but  it  set  his  soul 
on  fire. 

After  that  he  bought  all  of  Ruskin's 
works:  "Ethics  of  the  Dust,"  "The 
Crown  of  Wild  Olives,"  "Modern  Paint- 
ers, "The  King  of  the  Golden  River," 
"The  Stones  of  Venice,"  and  "The 
Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture." 

Emerson  said,  "Of  all  priesthoods, 
aristocracies,  governing  classes,  there 
is  no  class  to  be  compared  with  the 
writer  of  books." 

They  are  the  leaders  of  the  thought 
of  the  ages.  The  masterpieces  can  be 
secured  for  a  trifle. 


BOOKS  FOR  THE  YOUTH  AND 
GROWNUPS 

Beautiful    G'rlhood  $1.00 

Youth    and    the    Christ    Way    _... 1.00 

CbHst.?an   Fovs'   Problems       .75 

Christian    Girls'    Problems    _ .75 

Girls'   Stories  of  Great  Women   .  1.00 

David     Livingstone — Missionary     Explorer, 

by  Basil  Miller 1.25 

Martin    Luther — God's    Man    of    Destiny, 

by  Basil  Miller     _  _ 1.25 

John    Wesley — The    World    His    Parish, 

by    Basil    Miller         .1.25 

Praying    Hyde — A    Man    of    Prayer,    by 

Basil    Miller 1.25 

Jerry  McAuley — An  Apostle  to  the  Lost  1,50 
Man  of  Like  Passions — The  Life  Story  of 

Charles   Grandison    Finney,   by   Richard 

Ellsworth   Day   '.. 1. 1.50 

The  Lighted  Pathway 
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MIRACLES  GALORE 

which  would  help  his  fellow  man  the 
Jdu   <zf\£.(7.    W.   czrf.     Qoidan.      most.     Later,   I   saw   that  was   God's 


(Dedicated  to  B.  T.  S.  and  College 
students  and  all  those  who  are 
in  need  of  help  in  training  for 
the  service  of  the  Master.) 

Six  of  us  students  were  crowded 
one  evening  in  a  student's  room,  relat- 
ing the  varied  experiences  which  had 
led  us  into  the  ministry.  Every  man 
felt  his  life  had  been  a  miracle,  and 
I  knew  mine  had  been.  And  now,  after 
many  years,  I  can  say  that  the  years 
have  been  packed  with  miracles,  with 
the  wonderful  leadings  of  the  Lord.  I 
am  thankful  for  the  gracious  way  I 
have  been  led,  for  shut  doors  as  well 
as  for  open  doors. 

Not  one  of  our  immediate  family 
had  had  any  college  contacts.  Not  one 
was  then  a  professing  Christian. 
There  was  no  family  worship,  no  re- 
turning thanks  at  the  table.  Yet  we 
were  in  Sabbath  School,  and  some- 
times attended  the  preaching  services. 
But  through  the  years  we  have  seen  all 
the  family,  parents  and  children,  con- 
fess Christ,  family  worship  established 
and  now  maintained  in  several  of  the 
homes.  Three  children  went  to  col- 
lege and  six  taught  school. 

One  night  when  I  was  seventeen, 
after  plowing  six  acres  of  corn,  I  was 
the  first  at  the  Wednesday  evening 
prayer  meeting.  Dr.  E.  H.  Avery,  the 
pastor,  asked  me  a  question 
which  set  me  thinking  and 
praying,  "What  are  you  going 
to  do?"  Of  course  then  I  ex- 
pected to  be  a  farmer.  He  said 
nothing  as  to  the  ministry. 
The  next  six  weeks  I  thought 
and  I  prayed,  sometimes  up  in 
my.  room,  often  in  the  old 
empty  corncrib  and  sometimes 
in  the  woods  alone  with  God. 
By  the  way,  the  quiet  of  the 
woods  is  a  wonderful  place  to 
pray  and  commune  with  God. 
Was  it  not  out  among  the  trees 
that  Charles  G.  Finney  cried 
to  God,  and  there  received  his 
call  to  his  great  evangelistic 
ministry?  I  became  thorough- 
ly convinced  that  my  work 
was  the  gospel  ministry.  It  all 
seemed  to  resolve  itself  into 
this:  A  man  ought  to  do  that 


way  of  leading  me  to  realize  this  call 
of  God. 

When  father  heard  of  this  decision, 
he  said,,  "I  don't  see  where  you  will 
get  the  money  to  go  to  college."  Nor 
did  I,  yet  day  by  day,  and  year  by 
year,  the  way  opened.  At  the  close 
of  the  freshman  year,  and  things 
looked  hopeless,  my  pastor  surprised 
me,  saying,  "I  think  I  see  your  way 
clear  from  now  on."  "Well,"  I  ex- 
claimed, "you  can  see  farther  than  I 
can."  Then  he  told  of  a  cousin, 
Henry  W.  Avery,  of  Belvidere,  111.,  an 
elder  and  Sabbath  School  worker,  a 
retired  farmer,  who  would  help  with 
$150  a  year.  Some  of  the  most  precious 
memories  of  the  years  are  of  visits  in 
his  home  and  of  his  constant  concern 
and  kindness.  He  had  helped  others 
to  the  ministry,  but,  so  far  as  I  know, 
none  of  them  were  able  to  give  many 
years  to  the  ministry. 

Yes,  the  Lord  will  provide.  Our  God 
is  the  God  of  the  impossible.  These  rich 
experiences  have  enabled  us  to  tell 
young  people  that  they  can  pray  their 
way  through  mountains  of  difficulty. 
"What  a  privilege  to  carry  everything 
to  God  in  prayer."  One  can  begin 
the  day  and  begin  any  undertaking, 
looking  to  God  for  guidance.  "Fix 
your  eyes  upon  Jesus,"  for  He  says,  "I 
will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye."  Young- 
people,  you  can  pray  God  regarding 


0    CHRIST,    LEAD    ON 

O  Christ,   lead  an!    Thy  kingdom   is  advancing; 

To  every   land   Thy   messengers   have   gone 
To  bear   the   message  of  God's  great  salvation: 

Mankind    reborn    through    faith    in    Thee,    God's   Son. 

O   Christ,    lead   on!     The   world    awaits   redemption; 

Too    long,    the    light   of   God    has    been   obscured. 
Too   long   the   souls  of  men   have   fainted,   perished. 

By  ignorance  and  sin  and  greed  allured. 

O  Christ,  lead  on!    We  claim  Thy  certain  promise 
That  Thou  art  ever  with  us,  Lord  and  Friend. 

Thy  "rod  and  staff,"  they  comfort  and  they  guide   us; 
Help  us  to  guide  and  comfort  and  befriend. 

O   Christ,   lead   on!    Thine  own,   we   will   not  fail   Thee, 
Though  hard  the  struggle  and  though  black  the  night, 

We  will  not  halt,  we  will   not  fear  nor  falter 
Till  all  the  world  is  filled  with  love  and  sight. 

— Selected. 


your  lifework  and  your  life  com- 
panion. It  is  wonderful  to  fit  into 
the  plan,  the  will  of  God,  and  not  to 
be  a  square  peg  in  a  round  hole. 

Then  I  have  had  the  greatest  rea- 
son to  be  thankful  for  the  godly 
friends  who  have  interested  them- 
selves in  me — teachers  and  pastors 
and,  oh,  so  many  of  the  saints  of  the 
Lord. 

One  of  the  richest  of  blessings  has 
been  contacts  with  those  of  other 
churches  and  other  denominations.  It 
helps  one  to  realize  God  has  so  many 
faithful  ones  in  other  folds.  Contact 
with  leading  Bible  conference  speak- 
ers and  evangelists  has  been  a  con- 
stant inspiration.  The  vision  of  the 
second  coming  truths  has  helped  to 
open  up  the  Scriptures.  We  become 
a  part  of  all  we  have  met.  Perhaps 
one  of  the  richest  experiences  has  been 
that  of  Bible  school  teaching,  con- 
tacts with  young  people,  some  of  whom 
are  already  in  foreign  mission  fields, 
and  others  here  and  there  at  home. 
God  sent  the  ravens  to  feed  Elijah, 
and  God  has  been  looking  after  His 
own  in  all  the  years.  In  most  unex- 
pected ways,  He  has  prepared  a  table 
for  us.  And  when  the  Lord  sets  the 
table  He  does  not  put  on  just  tooth- 
picks, but  the  Bread  of  Life,  the  fruits 
of  the  tree  of  life,  the  milk  and  meat 
of  the  Word,  the  water  of  life,  and  the 
finest  of  the  wheat  and  honey  out  of 
the  Rock,  saying  to  us,  "Let  your  soul 
delight  itself  in  fatness."  God  does 
not  expect  His  saints  to  be  lean  and 
skinny,  spiritually. 

God  makes  no  mistakes.  We  can 
thank  Him  therefore  for  shut  doors  as 
well  as  open  doors.  Thus  the 
years  become  the  record  of 
the  goodness  of  God.  Each 
day,  each  year,  we  can  set  up 
the  stone  "Ebenezer,"  and  say, 
"Hitherto  the  Lord  hath 
helped  us"  and  "Thus  far  the 
Lord  hath  led  us  on."  There 
have  been  mountain-peak  and 
also  valley  experiences,  but 
Romans  8:28  still  holds  good, 
for  God  makes  all  things  work 
together  for  good  to  them 
that  love  Him. 

There  is  one  more  verse  I 
want  to  realize  more  than  I 
ever  have  yet,  Isaiah  26:3, 
"Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  per- 
fect peace,  whose  mind  is 
stayed  on  thee,  because  he 
trusteth  in  thee."  Thanks  be 
to  God  for  the  confidence  as 
(Continued  on  page  25) 


December,  1945 


[Page  15] 


Our   Faithful   Secretary 


Mrs.  Geneva  (Prevo)  Carroll 

The  picture  above  is  that  of  our 
faithful  secretary,  whose  tenth  anni- 
versary we  are  celebrating  this  month. 
We  have  appreciated  the  splendid  co- 
operation she  has  given  in  the  work, 
and  she  perhaps  shares  equally  with 
the  Editor  in  whatever  success  the 
paper  may  have  had.  We  can  truly 
say  together,  "Hitherto  hath  the  Lord 
helped  us,"  1  Sam.  7:12. — Editor. 

Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

This  year  celebrates  my  tenth  year 
as  Lighted  Pathway  secretary.  I  count 
it  a  pleasure  to  speak  a  few  words 
for  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  its 
Editor. 

The  paper  has  really  increased  in 
circulation  and  in  June  this  year 
eighty  thousand  were  published. 

The  Editor  has  done  much  good 
through  her  paper.  Many  hearts  have 
been  made  glad  as  they  learned 
through  the  printed  page  that  Jesus 
was  their  Savior,  and  many  lonely 
hearts  were  cheered  when  they  were 
privileged  to  read  the  paper. 

During  the  war  we  tried  to 
get  a  Lighted  Pathway  into  the  hands 
of  each  boy  and  girl  in  Service  and 
many  of  them  became  encouraged 
through  the  printed  page.  Of  course, 
it  was  impossible  to  get  the  paper  to 
everyone,  but  we  sent  it  to  all  those 
whose  addresses  were  sent  to  us. 


Sister  Harrison  is  very  enthusiastic 
about  her  paper  and  has  the  burden 
of  the  young  people  on  her  heart  at 
all  times.  She  is  continuously  plan- 
ning on  new  things  to  make  the  paper 
a  blessing;  now  that  she  has  the 
larger  paper  back  many  new  features 
can  be  added. 

I  appreciate  the  confidence  she  has 
vested  in  me  and  have  tried  by  the 
help  of  the  Lord  to  do  my  best.  I  shall 
continue  to  do  my  best  by  giving  my 
very  best  service  to  the  work. 

The  Lord  has  wonderfully  blessed 
the  work  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
its  Editor  and  we  praise  Him  for  the 
success  of  the  paper. — Geneva  Carroll. 


EDITOR'S  CHRISTMAS  MESSAGE 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

to  worthy,  charitable  causes.  His  mo- 
tive at  the  outset  was  not  a  worthy 
one,  but  his  giving  ended  in  bringing 
him  joy. 

Compare  with  this  man  the  gifts  of 
Daniel  K.  Pearsons,  the  great  philan- 
thropist. He  had  a  fixed  principle  and 
a  well-worked-out  method  of  giving, 
formulated  as  a  result  of  early  Chris- 
tian teaching.  Having  begun  to  make 
money  early  he  began  to  give.  When 
he  became  a  multimillionaire  he  de- 
cided to  keep  on  giving  until  at  death 
he  had  succeeded  in  giving  away  all 
that  he  had  made.  In  1909  he  said,  "I 
am  having  more  fun  than  any  other 
millionaire  living.  Let  other  rich  men 
go  in  for  automobiles  and  steam 
yachts.  I  have  discovered,  after  en- 
dowing forty-seven  colleges  in  twenty- 
four  different  states,  that  giving  is 
the  most  exquisite  of  all  mundane  de- 
lights. On  my  ninetieth  birthday  I 
am  going  to  have  a  squaring-up  with 
all  the  small  colleges  I  have  promised 
money  to,  and  I  serve  notice  now  that 
I  am  going  on  a  new  rampage  of 
giving.  I  intend  to  die  penniless.  If 
there  are  any  other  millionaries  who 
want  to  have  a  lot  of  fun,  let  them 
follow  my  example." 

After  giving  all  his  money  away,  he 
gave  his  home  to  the  town  for  a  li- 
brary, and  retired  to  a  sanatorium 
where  he  died  in  1912  at  the  age  of 
ninety-two.  Nowhere  did  this  man 
have  to  undergo  suffering  to  give: 
he  had  plenty  of  money  and  he  gave 
it  away.  But  he  found  the  joy  of  giv- 
ing. 

Contrast  with  both  of  the  above  men 
the  giving  of  a  man  and  his  wife 
whose  identity  remains  unknown,  but 
who  have  been  immortalized  by  their 


story  as  told  by  Dr.  Geo.  W.  Truett,  of 
Dallas.  He  was  asked  to  dedicate  a 
new  church  building  in  a  certain  city. 
Before  entering  the  pulpit  he  was 
told  that  he  was  not  only  expected  to 
preach  the  dedicatory  sermon,  but  to 
get  $6,500  in  cash  to  dedicate  the 
building  free  from  debt.  When  the 
sermon  was  finished  the  preacher 
made  his  appeal.  After  thirty  min- 
utes of  hard  work  only  $3,000  was 
subscribed.  Finally  a  little  woman, 
plainly  clad,  arose,  and  addressing 
the  young  man  who  was  taking  the 
names  of  the  subscribers  (her  hus- 
band) ,  "Charley,  I  have  wondered  if 
you  would  be  willing  for  us  to  give 
our  little  cottage,  just  paid  out  of 
debt.  We  were  offered  $3,500  in  cash 
for  it  yesterday.  .  .  .  When  we  remem- 
ber that  Christ  gave  His  life  for  us, 
I  wonder  if  we  ought  not  to  give  this 
little  house  to  Him."  Charley  re- 
sponded with,  "Jennie,  I  was  thinking 
of  the  same  thing.  .  .  .  We  will  give 
$3,500."  The  other  members  of  the 
church  quickly  subscribed  the  $3,500 
and  would  not  let  the  couple  lose  their 
home.  But  here  was  giving  prompted 
by  sacrifice.  Which  of  the  three  kinds 
of  giving  is  the  most  pleasing  to 
Christ? 

The  mission  of  Jesus  was  that  of  a 
joy-bringer.  The  message  of  the 
angel  to  the  shepherds  was,  "I  bring 
you  good  tidings  of  great  joy,"  Luke 
2:10.  He  came  to  an  earth  filled  with 
sorrow.  He  Himself  was  a  "Man  of 
sorrows,"  yet  He  had  a  deep  abiding 
joy  as  His  possession  because  He  did 
the  Father's  will  and  came  to  bring 
joy  to  the  world,  as  we  sing,  "Joy  to 
the  world,  the  Lord  is  come." 

His  ministering  acts  of  compassion 
brought  great  joy  to  those  He  helped. 
There  was  joy  when  the  widow's  son 
was  raised  to  life.  Joy  took  the  place 
of  weeping  in  the  home  of  Jairus  when 
his  young  daughter  was  given  back  in 
the  full  vigor  of  youth.  Three  words 
at  the  grave  of  a  loved  one,  "Lazarus, 
come  forth,"  brought  joy  unbounded 
to  the  sorrowing  sisters.  Jesus,  by  His 
resurrection,  brought  joy  to  Mary  who 
sought  Him  at  the  empty  tomb.  He 
brought  joy  to  the  lame,  the  blind,  and 
all  the  afflicted  whom  He  healed.  The 
power  He  delegated  to  His  disciples 
made  the  seventy  return  from  their 
mission  with  joy. 

Jesus,  as  He  is  received  as  Savior, 
fills  the  heart  with  joy.  The  knowl- 
edge of  sins  forgiven  brings  a  joy  un- 
known before. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


CHRISTMAS   PRODIGAL 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
age  a  pair  of  ice  skates  for  ten-year- 
old  Carl.  It  was  the  sending  of  those 
skates  that  had  made  him  decide  to 
go  home  for  Christmas,  for  ice  skates 
had  reminded  him  of  the  frozen  la- 
goon along  Maple  Creek  and  of  happy 
moonlit  evenings  there  with  gay  young 
people  from  the  church;  among  them, 
one  for  whom  there  were  memories 
that  would  never  fade.  Faye  Bernard 
had  been  more  than  a  pal.  In  time 
she  might  have  become  .  .  . 

He  sighed,  then  his  jaw  squared  in 
a  hard  line.  She  hadn't  written  to 
him.    Not  even  once! 

From  behind  him  came  the  cheery, 
wintry  sound  of  sleigh  bells,  jingling 
merrily.  He  turned  his  back  and 
shuffled  to  the  side  of  the  road  to 
let  the  cutter  pass. 

But  the  driver  drew  rein  and 
stopped  in  a  swirl  of  snow  and  jingling 
bells,  while  the  spirited  horse  stood 
panting  and  snorting,  gray  frost 
steaming  from  his  nostrils. 

He  knew  in  a  flash  who  drove  that 
sleigh.  Quick  pain  stabbed  at  his 
heart,  while  in  the  same  second,  hope 
poured  in  a  healing  balm.  Why  had 
she  stopped? 

He  heard  her  voice,  silvery,  cheery, 
above  the  jingling  bells:  "Jerry!" 

He  stopped,  his  heart  pounding.  He 
half  turned,  afraid  to  look.  She  had 
not  written.  She  had  not  believed  in 
him.  In  her  eyes  he  was  a  thief,  a 
ne'er-do-well. 

Her  voice  came  again,  above  the 
storm,  "If  you  would  like  to  ride,  I'm 
going  your  way." 

Sitting  beside  her  in  the  cutter,  lis- 
tening to  the  bells  and  the  slithering 
sound  of  the  runners  in  the  snow, 
Jerry  felt  detached,  as  though  a  thou- 
sand leagues  separated  them. 

She  spoke  accusingly,  "You  didn't 
answer  my  letter!"  She  had  written, 
then,  and  the  letter  had  not  reached 
him!  In  his  mind,  things  were  a 
blur  after  that.  As  he  talked  with 
Faye,  the  old  comradeship  came  to  life 
again.  From  somewhere,  courage 
flowed  to  him.  Presently  he  was  hum- 
ming a  little  tune  as  he  helped  the 
girl  carry  to  the  house  the  packages 
and  bundles,  gifts  she  had  brought 
for  Carl  and  Louise.  Together  they 
waded  through  the  snow  to  the  back 
door.  The  kitchen  fire  was  out  and 
no  one  was  at  home. 

"Perhaps  they  went  into  town  after 
the  funeral  this  morning,"  Faye  said 
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quietly.  Something  in  her  voice 
startled  him.  Whose  funeral!  Who 
had  died!  He  was  afraid  to  ask.  He 
was  trembling  when  they  laid  the 
packages  on  the  kitchen  table  and 
went  back  to  the  cutter. 

There  was  no  sense  at  all  to  his 
question,  but  he  had  to  say  something: 
"Faye,  what  made  you  drive  out  here 
today  anyway?" 

"I  saw  you  walking  past,  Jerry,"  she 
told  him,  "right  past  me  without  even 
looking  up.  I  had  to  do  something.  So 
I  decided  to  follow  you  with  the  gifts 
for  the  children.  I'd  planned  to  drive 
out  with  them  tomorrow,  but  I  saw 
you.  Jerry,  when  you  didn't  answer 
my  letter,  I  didn't  know  what  to  think. 
I've  been  trying  to  let  your  mother 
know  I've  always  believed  in  you.  I 
thought  she'd  write  you  that;  I 
thought — " 

Suddenly,  Jerry  was  not  afraid  any 
more.  Faye  trusted  him!  She  had  been 
faithful,  bless  her  heart!  He  knew 
that  she  had — and  even  as  he  made 
the  admission  in  his  mind,  joy  and 
courage  welled  up  within  him.  Like 
a  flash,  there  came  to  him  the  mem- 
ory of  another  transaction:  God  had 
been  faithful — faithful  in  forgiving 
him.  Months  earlier,  Jerry  Ranger 
had  read  the  words  of  Scripture,  "If 
we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful  and 
just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to 
cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteousness," 
and  while  he'd  believed  them  absent- 
ly, he  had  never  acted  as  though  he 
had  believed.  Now — thoughts  were 
tumbling  over  themselves  in  his  mind: 
"I'm  a  child  of  God.  .  .  .  Jesus  Christ 
Himself  saved  me  by  dying  for  me. 
.  .  .  And  He  keeps  me.  ...  I  made  a 
blunder  by  joining  up  with  that  god- 
less gang,  but  I  told  Him  so,  and  He's 
brought  me  through.  Here  I  am 
free,  free — and  with  Faye!" 

He  pressed  her  hand.  "You'll  not 
need  to  wonder  any  more,  Faye,"  he 
said.     "You'll  know." 

For  a  long  minute,  they  spoke  to 
each  other  with  their  eyes — hers,  tear- 
starred;  his,  alight  with  joy. 

After  she  had  gone,  he  went  back 
into  the  house,  found  kindling  wood, 
started  a  fire  in  the  kitchen  range, 
went  to  the  basement,  and  threw 
more  coal  into  the  furnace.  Why  didn't 
the  family  come  home?  Where  were 
they?  Whose  funeral?  Why  hadn't 
he  asked  Faye? 

He  went  outside  in  the  gathering 
dusk.  The  sky  was  clearing.  Cars  and 
sleighs  were  passing  in  the  road. 

He    finished    the    evening    chores, 


went  back  to  the  house,  and  relaxed 
in  Father's  big  chair.  How  tired  and 
sleepy  he  was!  How  long  he  slept 
he  did  not  know!  But  he  was  awak- 
ened by  the  happy  jumble  of  family 
voices,  everybody  talking  at  the  same 
time.    Christmas  talk!     Laughter! 

Suddenly  Jerry  wanted  to  hide,  to 
run  away  somewhere  until  he  could 
gather  courage  to  face  them.  He 
started  for  the  front  door,  then 
stopped  abruptly,  held  impotent  by 
his  emotions. 

It  was  Carl  who  saw  him  first.  He 
let  out  a  war  whoop  and  made  a  dive 
for  him.  "Mother!  Mother!"  he  cried, 
"It's  Jerry!" 

Mother  was  already  there,  eyes 
blinded  by  tears,  voice  choked  by 
tears,  a  true  mother  giving  a  son  a 
true  welcome. 

He  swallowed  hard.  Where  was 
Father? 

Louise  hung  back.  "Come,  little  Sis- 
ter," Mother  coaxed.  "Aren't  you  go- 
ing to  give  your  big  brother  a  hug? 
You  haven't  forgotten  him,  have  you?" 

Louise  backed  out  of  the  room  shyly. 
A  moment  later  she  returned  and  stood 
in  the  doorway,  hugging  tightly  a  life- 
like, blue-eyed  doll  with  beautiful 
brown  curls.  It  was  her  way  of  say- 
ing, "Of  course,  I  remember!  And 
thank  you  for  the  nice  dolly,  but  I'm 
just  a  little  bit  frightened  right  now." 

Where  was  Father?  Perhaps  he  had 
gone  to  the  barn  to  put  up  the  horse! 
Jerry  excused  himself,  went  through 
the  kitchen  to  the  back  door. 

Flashlight  in  hand,  he  ploughed 
through  the  drifts  in  the  barnyard. 
"Stay  out!"  .  .  .  Memories  of  words 
uttered  long  ago  mingled  strangely 
with  the  prayer  that  rose  from  his 
heart.  "I  have  sinned  in  thy  sight  and 
am  no  more  worthy  to  be  called  thy' 
son.  .  .  ." 

He  stopped,  stood  in  the  doorway  of 
the  barn.  Father  was  standing  beside 
the  ladder  to  the  haymow,  pitchfork 
in  hand,  ready  to  plunge  it  into  a 
bunch  of  hay.  His  face,  in  the  glow 
of  the  lantern  light  from  a  nearby 
sill,  was  pale  as  with  suffering.  He 
looked  up  suddenly,  dropped  his  fork, 
and  ran  to  meet  his  son  .  .  .  half  way. 

No  words  were  spoken,  that  is,  no 
audible  words — unless  indistinguish- 
able sobs  and  embracing  arms  were 
words.  A  little  later,  the  two  men 
walked  arm  in  arm  toward  the  house. 

"Dad,  I've  got  a  check  for  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  dollars  for  you,"  Jerry 
said.    "That  was  how  much  was  stolen 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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A  WORD  TO  THE  SINNERS 

Luther  Lee  Cooper 

You  friends,  I  want  to  tell  you 
Of  a  home  up  in  the  skies; 
It's  a  resting  place  forever — 
I'll  be  there  by  and  by. 

It's  a  promise  He  made  to  us 
Before  He  left  this  world; 
If  we  live  true  and  faithful, 
Up  there  we  shall  dwell. 

God  bless  you,  little  children, 
You  have  a  soul  the  same  as  I; 
I  pray  today  that  you  will  change 
And  meet  me  up  on  high. 

You  came  to  me  in  prison, 
You  brought  His  Word  to  me; 
God  bless  you  for  your  kindness, 
Today  I'm  saved  and  free. 

You  may  be  blind  or  afflicted; 
Your  soul  may  be  lost  in  sin, 
But  give  yourself  to  Jesus 
And  ask  Him  to  come  in. 

He'll  take  you  in  from  darkness 
And  carry  you  to  the  light; 
So,  friends,  I  am  thankful 
That  my  soul  is  saved  tonight. 

Dear  Editor: 

I  am  in  a  chain  gang  in  Rome,  Ga. 
I  have  been  sentenced  for  two  years. 
It  is  my  first  time  in  any  kind  of 
trouble. 

Some  very  nice  friends  give  me  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  like  it  very 
much.  I  have  been  saved,  thank  God 
forever,  since  I  have  been  in  here,  and 
have  also  received  the  Holy  Ghost. 

I  have  been  here  over  a  year  and  I 
will  be  free  soon.  My  home  is  in  the 
State  of  Maine.  I  was  in  the  U.  S. 
Navy  but  have  been  discharged  and 
it  seems  I  had  to  get  in  here  to  learn 
about  God. 

I  want  to  thank  God  for  my  Chris- 
tian friends  who  helped  me  to  find 
my  Savior — Brother  Stewart  and 
Brother  Williamson  and  some  more 
Christian  friends,  whose  names  I  do 
not  know,  but  thank  God  for  Chris- 
tian friends  like  them. 

I  would  be  very  pleased  to  receive 
letters  from  all  who  will  write  me, 
and  will  try  to  answer  all  of  them.  I 
surely  will  appreciate  every  letter  I 
receive. 

May  God  bless  you  forever. — Calvin 
Engstrom,  P.  W.  C,  Rome,  Ga.  (Rt.  3.) 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  been  reading  one  of 
the  Lighted  Pathways  which  I  received 
some  time  ago  and  I  see  the  wonder- 
ful work  you  are  doing.  And  believe 
me,  it  surely  is  good  to  see  that  there 
are  a  few  who  don't  feel  as  if  we  are 
no  good  because  we  are  in  these  places. 
I  am  in  here  for  my  first  and  last 
time  and  hope  to  be  out  in  a  few 
months.  I  would  appreciate  letters 
from  God's  people. 

I  am  twenty-two  years  old  and  I 
am  a  Christian  and  a  true  believer  of 
the  Bible  and  all  works  of  God. — Virgil 
Moore,  Reg.  No.  5290,  Jefferson  City, 
Mo. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  lines  in  Jesus'  name  and 
I  certainly  love  to  praise  His  name 
for  what  He  has  done  for  me.  I've  been 
intending  to  write  you  dear  folks  be- 
fore this.  Sister  Harrison,  I  haven't 
been  living  a  Christian  life  very  long, 
a  couple  of  months,  but  I  intend  to  go 
all  the  way  and  I  want  you  dear 
folks  to  pray  that  I  will  be  true  and 
faithful  to  Him.  I  love  to  testify  to 
what  Jesus  has  done  for  me.  I  have 
been  going  through  a  few  hard  trials 
lately,  but  I  keep  saying  "No"  to  the 
devil,  and  Jesus  becomes  sweeter  to 
me. 

I  get  the  Lighted  Pathway  once  in 
a  while.  It  is  a  wonderful  paper  to 
read.  May  the  dear  Lord  bless  all  you 
saints  of  God  in  the  wonderful  work 
you  are  doing,  by  bringing  the  Word 
to   those   who   know   Him   not.     Pray 


for  me  and  the  other  men  and  women 
here.— Albert  Gloyd,  Cell  3-C-33,  Serial 
No.  32611,  818  Jefferson  Ave.,  Mounds- 
ville,  W.  Va. 

NOTE:  Boys,  we  are  so  glad  to  hear 
from  you  and  to  know  that  someone 
has  been  working  in  the  prisons.  We 
have  many  diamonds  in  the  rough  in 
prison  today,  and  God  is  calling  men 
and  women  to  carry  the  gospel  to 
them.  Thank  God  that  the  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ  can  do  just  as  much  for 
a  man  or  woman  in  prison  as  for  those 
outside.  There  are  many  people  walk- 
ing among  us  who  are  just  as  guilty 
as  those  behind  bars.  They  just  haven't 
been  caught. 

I  heard  a  friend  of  mine  pray  one 
time  this  way,  "Lord,  save  my  boy  if 
you  have  to  take  him  through  the 
penitentiary  to  do  it."  Perhaps  that 
is  why  God  has  had  to  take  you 
through  this  experience. 

It  is  too  bad  that  all  the  boys  and 
girls  in  prison  don't  yield  their  lives 
to  God.  Even  though  some  may  have 
to  spend  years  or  even  a  lifetime  in 
prison,  they  could  be  a  shining  light 
for  God  in  that  dark  place,  and  after 
a  while  win  a  home  in  heaven.  Shine 
on,  boys,  as  long  as  God  keeps  you 
there,  and  then  be  sure  not  to  fail 
Him  when  He  sets  you  free.  Some  of 
our  great  soul-winners  have  been 
saved  behind  prison  bars.  We  hope 
someone  can  send  you  the  book,  "The 
Life  of  Jerry  McAuley."  It  can  be 
ordered  from  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  Write 
to  these  boys  also. 

Boys,  remember  we  are  praying  for 
you.  I  feel  that  I  have  been  to  visit 
each  of  you  this  afternoon,  and  right 
now  the  tears  are  streaming  from  my 
eyes  and  I  am  asking  God  to  carry 
you  through  and  make  you  a  blessing 
to  those  around  you. — Ed. 


MY   DUTY 

Grace  Churchman 

To  strengthen  those  who  are  weaker, 
To  cheer  those  who  are  blue, 

To  give  a  hand  to  my  fellowman — 
This  is  my  duty  to  do. 

To  smile  in  the  face  of  danger, 
To  sing  in  the  darkness  of  night, 

To  help  some  soul  as  each  day  I  go 
To  the  marvelous  Prince  of  Light. 

To  pray  to  have  strength  and  courage, 
To  have  faith  to  believe  in  God; 

This  is  my  aim,  this  is  my  duty — 
To  walk  as  the  Savior  trod. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LETTERS  FROM  OUR  BOYS  IN  SERVICE 


LETTERS   FROM  CHAPLAINS 

Dear  Mrs.  Harrison: 

We  have  been  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  though  not  regularly.  We 
appreciate  receiving  it  very  much  and 
hope  that  you  can  continue  sending 
it. — William  T.  Ingram,  Capt.,  Ft.  Bar- 
rancas, Fla. 

Dear  Mrs.  Harrison: 

I  want  to  express  my  personal 
thanks  for  the  lovely  paper  and  let 
you  know  it  has  done  the  men  a  lot  of 
good.  Some  read  it  for  the  poetry; 
others  for  its  doctrinal  expression,  and 
still  others  for  the  spiritual  help  to 
be  derived  from  a  paper  of  that  type, 
but  all  who  have  accepted  copies  have 
benefited  by  this  excellent  spiritual 
literature.  My  personal  thanks  for 
the  paper,  and  for  its  editor's  cordial 
correspondence. 

Soon,  I  hope,  I'll  be  returning  to  my 
pastorate  as  a  Methodist  minister. 
Have  had  fellowship  with  Church  of 
God  preachers  and  members  in  the 
past  and  that  fellowship  has  always 
credited  profitably  to  the  enriching  of 
my  own  spiritual  life.  God  bless  you, 
your  Church,  and  the  Lighted  Path- 
way in  the  great  work  you  are  doing 
and  will  be  privileged  under  God  to 
continue  performing.  —  George  W. 
Sawyer,  Capt.,  Fort  Devens,  Mass. 

Dear  Editor: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  very  fine 
paper,  and  it  has  been  both  a  blessing 
and  a  benefit  to  those  men  who  re- 
ceived the  copies.  Due  to  the  earnest 
demand  for  the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  am 
requesting  that  the  supply  of  copies 
for  our  office  be  increased  to  approx- 
imately forty  or  fifty  in  number. — 
Chaplain  W.  A.  Dierksheide,  Lt.,  USNR, 
Portsmouth,  N.  H. 

Dear  Editor: 

We  have  been  receiving  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  our  chaplains  have  dis- 
tributed them  to  the  men  through- 
out the  camp.  The  men  have  read 
them  with  much  interest. 

We  should  appreciate  it  very  much 
if  you  would  continue  to  send  us  the 
copies  and  we  shall  see  that  they  re- 
ceive as  wide  a  distribution  as  pos- 
sible.—Walter  F.  Humphrey,  Chaplain 
(Lt.  Col.) ,  Camp  Lee,  Va. 

Dear  Editor: 
Your  publication  is   excellent.     We 


suggest  you  send  three  copies  per 
month.  The  copies  are  placed  in  the 
library  and  those  who  read  them  leave 
them  there  even  though  they  are 
designated  "free  literature." — William 
A.  Suetts,  Chaplain  U.S.N.R.,  San 
Ysidro,  Calif. 

NOTE:  We  are  glad  to  have  these 
good  letters  from  these  chaplains.  We 
appreciate  their  cooperation  in  helping 
us  to  get  the  Lighted  Pathway  into 
the  hands  of  our  boys. — Editor. 


AN   AIR  MAN'S   PRAYER 

By  W.  H.  Hafner 

Master  of   the   earth   and  air, 
Keep   us   in    Thy    gracious    care. 
Through   the   battles'   din   and   roar 
Let  our  planes   in   safety   soar. 
Bless    our    flying,    floating    fleet, 
Shield    our    country    from    defeat. 
God,   be   with   us   in   Thy   might, 
Lead   our   forces,   guide   our   flight. 

Let    our    soaring,    steadfast    steeds 
Serve    our    nation's    foremost    needs, 
Swift,    enduring,    true,    and    strong, 
Liberty    and    life    prolong. 
Strength   and   bulwark   of   our   corps, 
Keep    them    flying    to    the    fore, 
God.   in   Thee   we   trust,   confide. 
Be  our  constant   Help   and   Guide! 

Bless    each    howling,    piercing    prow 
As    through    ceaseless    space    we    plow; 
Wend  our  way  through  peril's  path, 
Ne'er   we'll   fear   the   foe's   fierce   wrath. 
Though    we    enter    hottest    fray, 
From   our   course   we'll   never   stray. 
God,   our   Refuge,    Strength,   and    Shield, 
With    Thy    help    we'll    never    yielci* 

Master   of   the   earth    and   air, 
Keep   us   in    Thy    gracious   care. 
Through   the   battles'   din   and    roar 
Let  our  planes   in   safety   soar. 
Grant   us   grace   Thy   will   to   do, 
Every   evil   to   eschew. 
God,    in    Jesus'  ^name    we    pray, 
Keep  us   in   Thy   saving   way. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  very 
much  here.  I  pass  them  on  to  the 
men  and  put  them  in  the  reading 
rooms  where  the  most  people  will  see 
them.  I  also  place  some  in  the  chapels 
with  the  other  literature.  I  do  appre- 
ciate the  paper  very  much.  Please 
pray  much  for  me  as  I  do  need  your 
prayers  so  much  here.  May  God  bless 
you  is  my  prayer. — Cpl.  Nat  T.  Rice. 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  don't  know  how  to  start  to  tell 
you  what  I  want  to,  but  this  is  to  say 
I  am  thankful  more  than  anything 
else. 

I  have  been  in  the  Army  Air  Corps 
for  nearly  three  years  and  have  been 
to  many  services  held  in  the  chapels 


on  the  field,  but  this  morning  when  I 
walked  into  the  chapel  here  on  the 
field  I  had  quite  a  surprise,  for  where 
they  keep  the  Bible  literature,  for 
anyone  to  take  who  wishes  to,  I  saw 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  picked  up  a 
copy  to  be  sure  it  was  the  right  one, 
published  by  our  Church,  and  it  was. 
I  asked  the  chaplain  if  there  was  a 
Church  of  God  in  Tucson  and  he  said 
not  that  he  knew  of  but  the  magazines 
were  sent  to  him  every  month.  He 
didn't  say  by  whom  and  I  didn't  have 
time  to  ask,  for  it  was  time  for  services 
to  start.  It  certainly  made  me  feel 
good  to  get  a  copy  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  again. 

At  the  present  I  am  not  a  Chris- 
tian but  I  have  been  brought  up  in  a 
Church  of  God  home  and  I  request 
the  prayers  of  each  and  every  one  that 
I  may  get  closer  to  the  Lord. 

Enclosed  is  a  poem  that  many  of 
our  air  crew  men  have.  Our  B-29  crew 
think  it  is  good. — Sgt.  J.  T.  Kirkland, 
Jr.,  14084628,  Consual  Sqd.  G,  Davis- 
Monthan  Field,  Tucson,  Ariz. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  is  to  let  you  know  that  I  am 
getting  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month  and  it  seems  I  can  hardly  wait 
from  one  month  to  the  next  for  it. 
Just  as  soon  as  I  get  the  roll  of  Lighted 
Pathways  I  take  some  of  them  to  the 
day  room  or  reading  room.  I  also  give 
the  boys  some  of  them  and  they  sure- 
ly enjoy  reading  the  paper.  I  would 
like  to  thank  you  personally  for  the 
papers  and  tell  you  how  we  really  do 
appreciate  them. — Pfc.  Ronald  Eskins, 
Hq.  Btry  F.  A.  Tng.  Det.  L,  Ft.  Sill, 
Okla. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison : 

I  received  your  letter  of  June  29  and 
was  glad  to  know  you  had  entered  a 
subscription  for  the  Lighted  Pathway 
for  me. 

I  think  that  the  Lighted  Pathway  is 
a  wonderful  paper  and  I  get  a  blessing 
from  the  reading  of  it.  I  haven't  re- 
ceived one  for  some  time  now,  but 
now  that  you  have  a  subscription  en- 
tered for  me  I  can  look  forward  to  re- 
ceiving it. 

I  appreciate  your  sending  me  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  pray  that  God 
will  bless  you  in  the  good  work. — Pfc. 
Thomas  Coley. 


December,  1945 


[Page  19] 


National  Y.  P. 

;♦:  •:♦>  •:♦>  •:♦:•  •:♦:  ♦:♦:■  <*:  *s  •:♦:  <?} 

i  GROUP   LEADERS              | 

£$  In  Sunday  School  attendance    || 

$  for  September                   $ 

^  Group        State                  Number  ^ 

J  "A"— North  Carolina  ..        _  7,253  I 

§  "B"— Ohio  2,811  ;♦; 

||  "C"— Illinois    1,993  | 

j£  "D"— California    __...         1,118  $ 

H  "E" — Arizona  368  ,♦, 

i  "F"— Oregon    -  192  $ 

&  "G" — Wisconsin    114  & 

I  WHO'S  WHO  I 

l|      In  Y.P.E.'s   national   leaders  ,•* 

for  September 

§   Baxley,   Georgia   382  $ 

H   S.  Mt.  Zion,  Ga.  229  A 

$   N.  Chattanooga,  Tenn.  211  $ 

:♦:<>:♦>  :♦>  :♦>  •:♦>  ;♦>  •:♦>  •:♦>•  :♦>  :♦: 

NAMES,  ADDRESSES 

Here  are  the  names  and  addresses 
of  Sunday  School  and  Youth  leaders 
in  the  respective  states  that  so  far 
we  have  been  able  to  obtain.  Many 
have  sent  their  names  and  addresses 
directly  to  us.  If  your  name  as  a 
state  superintendent  is  not  listed, 
please  send  it  at  once,  and  we  will 
publish  it  in  the  next  issue. 

Alabama — E.  W.  Wilson,  P.  O.  Box 
2129,  Birmingham  1,  Ala. 

Arkansas — Brooks  Youngblood,  4618 
W.  29th  Street,  Little  Rock,  Ark. 

Arizona— H.  L.  Diffie,  Route  9,  Box 
427-E,  Phoenix,  Ariz. 

California — Miss  Io  Garlit,  1680 
Brigden  Road,  Pasadena  7,  Calif. 

Canada — 

Colorado — R.  C.  Muncy,  P.  O.  Box 
383,  Denver,  Colo. 

Connecticut — Miss  Rose  Finelli,  48 
North  Street,  Portland,  Maine. 

Delaware— W.  H.  Seville,  2403  Elsinor 
Ave.,  Baltimore  16,  Md. 

District  of  Columbia— W.  H.  Seville, 
(same  address  as  above) . 

Florida— E.  Ray  Kirk,  5122  Nebraska 
Ave.,  Tampa  3,  Fla. 

Georgia — Joe  R.  Little,  898  Hemp- 
hill Ave.,  N.  W.,  Atlanta,  Ga. 

Idaho — 

Indiana — Meriel  Akins,  1065  Oliver 
Ave.,  Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Illinois — Irene  Kerce,  309  N.  Mc- 
Leansboro,  Benton,  111. 

Iowa — J.  R.  Freeman,  1198  14th 
Street,  Des  Moines,  Iowa. 

Kansas— W.  R.  Collins,  601  E.  Edison, 
Independence,  Kans. 
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E.  and  Sunday  School  News 
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By  C.  M.TRUESDELL  -,%*.-.*.    vfc    •*♦*    \*.    v*.    *aa«.,*«^ 

I  WHO'S  WHO  I 

Kentucky— E.  T.  Stacey,  146  Cotter  |f        In  the  "Big  Ten"  Sunday 

Ave.,  Somerset,  Ky.  §           Schools   for   September          | 

Louisiana—  y   Greenville,    S.    C.    646  | 

Maine — Miss   Rose   Finelli    (address  $   Kannapolis     N     C                     563  >? 

opposite  "Connecticut").  k    cleveiand,  'Tenn.    .ZZ.~1._396  « 

Maryland — W.    H.    Seville    (address  V   Dillon    S    C                                305  II 

opposite  "Delaware").  |   Atlanta    (Hemphill)7  ~Ga7Z~294  | 

Massachusetts — Miss     Rose     Finelli  Hamilton     Ohio                         280    •' 

(address  opposite  "Connecticut").  $    Cincinnati     Ohio                      261   4 

Michigan-Ralph    E.    Day,    8    Fair-  |   Lenoir    city>    Tenn]""~ZZZ257  1 

wood  Blvd.,  Pleasant  Ridge,  Mich.  £   E     chattanooga>    Tenn 246  * 

Minnesota -Ruth     A.     Hawkinson,  g  N     chattan00ga,    Tenn.    ...     230  * 

1534    E.    24th    Street,    Minneapolis    4,  |  Lakeland,   Florida   .               ...230  | 

Minn-  §       You  will  notice  that  N.  Chat-  3 

Mississippi-T.   W.   Day,   1804  Pied-  !    tanooga)    Tenn.,    and    Lakeland,  | 

mont,  Jackson,  Miss.  |   Florida,   tied   for   tenth   place.       | 

Missouri — Harold     R.     Moore,      135  p 

North  "B"  Street,  Bonne  Terre,  Mo.  fimmmmm  :♦>  •»>    »>    5«-    »>   »>•   : 

Montana—  VISITORS 

Nebraska— W.    E.    Dowdy,   Beatrice,  Alabama's  new  state  superintendent, 

NeD-  Brother  Ernest  W.  Wilson,  paid  us  a 

Nevada —  visit  the  0ther  day.    He  was  the  pastor 

New  Hampshire— Miss  Rose  Finelli  at  Krafton,  Alabama,  last  year,  and 

(address  opposite  "Connecticut") .  Brother  Raymond  Morse  was  superin- 
New  Jersey—  tendent  of  the  State.  Raymond  car- 
New  Mexico— Hershell  M.  Drake,  106  ried    the    nati0nal    banners    in    both 

S.  Olive,  Carlsbad,  N.  Mex.  Y  p  E  and  Sunday  school  away 
New  York —  from  the  General  Assembly  for  Ala- 
North  Carolina— George  D.  Lemons,  bama  this  season>  and  although  Wilson 

1501  Parkwood  Ave.,  Charlotte,  N.  C.  isn,t  doing  any  bragging,  he's  looking 

North  Dakota —  forward  to  repeating  the  same  thing 

Ohio— James  A.  Stephens,  930  South  next  fall>  so  the  rest  of  you  «A»  states 

Champion  Ave.,  Columbus  6,  Ohio.  had  better  keep  your  eyes  open  if  you 

Oklahoma— Andrew   C.   Vance,   Box  haye    any   plans    of   national    dimen- 

23,  Chickasha,  Okla.  sions.    They  don't  have  so  many  big 

Oregon— Miss  LaVerne  Selman,  Route  churcnes  in  tnat  state,  but  they  do 

5,  Box  11,  Salem,  Oregon.  things  in  a  big  way.  Wilson  revealed 

Pennsylvania— D.  L.  Lykens,  Edge-  that  nis  cnurch  y.p.E.  at  Krafton  last 

wood  Grove,  Somerset,  Penna.  year  raised  the  money  with  which  a 

Rhode     Island— Miss    Rose     Finelli  new  Grand  piano  was  purchased,  and 

(address  opposite  "Connecticut").  a    circulating    library    for   the   young 

South  Carolina— Zeno  C.  Tharp,  102  folk  Q{  the  community  was  created  at 

Grove  Road,  Greenville,  S.  C.  the  initial  cost  of  approximately  $250. 

South   Dakota— Mrs.   Walter   Beck-  The  YpE   offers  the  services  0f  this 

man,  Mound  City,  S.  Dak.  library  to  the  youth  of  all  denomina- 

Tennessee— Ralph  E.  Williams,  Box  tions>  and  the  literature  is  all  whole- 

11,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  gome  and  edifying.    The  idea  sounds 

Texas-Manuel    F.    Campbell,    Box  gQod  tQ  me   and  it  isn>t  copyrighted  if 

213,  Weatherford,  Texas.  want  to  uge  it 

Utah- 
Vermont —  • 

Virginia — D.  C.  Boatwright,  217  Les- 
lie Street,  Roanoke,  Va.  AVERAGE    OR    TOTAL? 

Washington— C.  C.  Rains,  Box  1513,  State  superintendents:  Please  do  us 

Yakima,  Wash.  this  favor!    When  you  fill  in  the  num- 

West  Virginia— A.  W.  Brummett,  Box  ber  of  attendants,  specify  whether  this 

522,  Beckley,  W.  Va.  is  the  total  attendance,  or  the  aver- 

Wisconsin— Ruth  A.  Hawkinson  (ad-  age.   You  get  the  average  in  dividing 

dress  opposite  "Minnesota") .  the  total  by  the  amount  of  Sundays 

Wyoming —  in  the  month. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


YOUTH  RALLY  IN  MANILA 

Here  is  a  brief  excerpt  from  one  of 
Brother  Lemons'  "boys,"  who  has  been 
rushed  from  Germany  directly  through 
the  Panama  Canal  to  the  Philippines. 
It  will  give  you  some  idea  of  the  con- 
ditions existing  there  yet.  The  sol- 
dier's name  is  Cpl.  Doyle  S.  McCoy. 

"I  find  great  suffering  over  in  this 
country.  The  poor  children  must  have 
been  nearly  starved  to  death  by  the 
Japanese.  They  say  the  Japs  took  their 
food  right  from  even  the  children.  It 
is  so  touching  to  see  them  come  to  our 
camps  and  take  the  garbage  right  off 
our  trays.  It  is  so  hard  to  eat  with 
a  group  of  hungry,  staring  eyes  watch- 
ing every  bite  you  take.  I  am  so  happy 
that  the  war  is  over.  Perhaps  the 
standard  of  living  will  become  bear- 
able now.  I  am  sure  there  is  more 
suffering  than  is  apparent,  too.  These 
people  need  food,  and  most  of  all  they 
need  salvation.  I  think  it  surely 
would  be  a  fine  field  for  missionaries. 
It  would  be  an  easy  place  to  come  to 
for  missionary  work,  too,  for  the 
majority  of  them  speak  a  little  English. 
The  international  language  is  Tagalog, 
and  it  is  supposed  to  be  a  very  easy 
language  to  learn.  Besides  that,  there 
are  about  eighty-five  different  dia- 
lects, but  if  one  knew  English  and 
Tagalog  he  could  get  along  "fine."  If 
he  knew  a  little  Spanish  it  would  help 
tremendously,  too,  for  some  of  them 
speak  some  Spanish  also. 

"I  imagine  about  90  per  cent  of  the 
people  here  are  Catholic,  perhaps  a 
few  Mohammedans,  and  a  little  mix- 
ture of  almost  anything.  There  were 
people  here  from  almost  every  nation, 
if  not  every  nation  under  the  sun, 
before  the  war.  There  are  still  some 
Russians  and  other  nationalities.  The 
customs  of  the  people  are  so  different 
from  anything  I  have  been  around 
for  over  a  year  now;  well,  for  that 
matter,  all  my  life.  It  is  very  inter- 
esting to  note  the  wide  difference  in 
these  people  and  those  of  Europe.  I 
suppose  the  morals  of  the  people  are 
very  low  as  in  Europe,  but  there  is  a 
class  of  people  of  very  high  morality. 
They  are  all  very  well  civilized,  none 
are  of  the  uncivilized  tribes  like  on 
some  of  the  Pacific  Isles. 

"Incidentally,  I  have  been  privileged 
to  attend  a  Youth  for  Christ  rally  in 
Manila.  It  was  quite  a  treat  to  go  to 
something  like  that  in  the  Philippine 
Islands.  They  have  a  number  of  them 
over  on  this  island,  and  the  most  of 
them  are  run  by  soldiers  of  the  U.  S. 
Army.    There  is  a  great  lot  of  civilians 


attending,  too. 

"...  I  did  not  think  the  candles 
would  last  long  enough  to  finish  my 
letters  tonight,  but  they  did." 

As  Service  Pastor,  Brother  Frank 
Lemons  has  hundreds  of  "boys"  scat- 
tered throughout  the  world  in  the 
Army  and  Navy,  as  well  as  one  real 
one,  Tommie,  who  is  now  stationed  in 
Guam.  These  boys  write  interesting 
letters  about  countries,  peoples,  cus- 
toms, and  the  needs  of  each.  The  let- 
ters prove  that  the  greatest  need  is 
a  spiritual  one.  The  whole  world  is 
starving  for  the  Bread  of  Life.  What 
a  challenge  to  the  Church  of  God. 
Let  us  pray  for  our  Mission  Board,  and 
also  work  that  this  needy  field,  as  well 
as  many  others,  may  have  ambassa- 
dors from  our  movement  with  the  gos- 
pel message,  among  them  soon.  At 
present,  our  missionary,  Rev.  Frank 
Parada,  is  waiting  for  his  passport  to 
sail  for  the  Philippines,  and  many 
other  missionaries  will  be  moving  into 
new  vistas  for  the  Church  of  God 
that  have  been  opened  to  us  through 
this  last  great  conflict. 

THINK  IT  OVER 

Within  the  next  few  weeks,  a  com- 
mittee working  with  the  General 
Overseer  hopes  to  have  the  names  and 
addresses  of  most  of  the  ministry  and 
others  who  have  had  experience  in 
arranging  and  sponsoring  programs, 
and  who  have  experienced  the  prob- 
lems that  arise  in  our  Y.P.E.  and  Sun- 
day School  work  from  day  to  day.  The 
next  step  will  be  to  write  a  letter  to 
these  folk,  asking  them  to  submit 
plans  they  have  used  which  have 
proved  most  successful  in  these 
Church  departments  for  increasing 
attendance,  raising  of  finances,  reli- 
gious education,  spiritual  awakening, 
etc. 

Do  not  be  surprised  if  you  should 
receive  one  of  these  letters  soon,  and 
in  the  meantime,  be  making  a  note 
of  those  plans  you  have  executed  most 
successfully  in  any  phase  of  this  work. 
If  your  plans  were  successful  at  one 
place,  they  will  likely  prove  beneficial 
to  someone  who  is  in  need  of  help 
elsewhere.  You  may  help  your  fellow 
worker  by  passing  the  news  of  your 
achievement  on  to  him. 

Should  a  letter  not  be  written  you, 
and  you  have  a  plan  that  has  been 
profitable  in  your  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday 
School  work,  write  it  out,  and  send  it 
to  Rev.  John  C.  Jernigan,  General 
Overseer,  The  Church  of  God,  Mont- 
gomery Ave.,  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  and 


it  will  be  appreciated.  Possibly  it  is 
the  very  thing  the  committee  needs 
in  the  compilation  of  a  book  of  helps 
for  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday  School  work. 
This  book,  when  finished,  will  be  sent 
to  each  local  church  to  assist  it  in  the 
solution  of  the  many  problems  which 
often  arise  in  the  Y.P.E.  and  Sunday 
School  work. 


In  company  with  Brother  Frank  W. 
Lemons,  Editor-in-Chief  of  Youth 
Literature,  and  Ralph  E.  Williams, 
Tennessee's  Youth  and  Sunday  School 
leader,  we  visited  a  Tennessee  state 
Youth  for  Christ  rally,  conducted  by 
the  Christian  Endeavor,  some  two 
weeks  ago.  It  was  held  in  the  High- 
land Park  Christian  Church,  at 
Chattanooga.  An  outstanding  figure 
in  the  service  was  the  one  and  only 
Homer  Rodeheaver,  one  of  the  most 
versatile  men  I  ever  met.  His  song 
directing  and  trombone  playing  were 
interspersed  with  brief,  witty  talks, 
filled  with  spiritual  appeal.  The  vocal 
solo,  which  was  the  climax  of  his  part 
in  the  service,  had  all  the  beauty  and 
vim  of  the  memorable  days  when  he 
and  Billy  Sunday  made  religious  his- 
tory throughout  the  world.  Accom- 
panying him  at  the  piano  was  a  tall, 
grey,  and  venerable  man  known  all 
over  America  for  his  spiritual  hymn- 
writing,  Mr.  B.  D.  Ackley.  The  service 
was  fundamental  and  inspirational, 
and  some  very  nice  talks  were  made 
by  young  Christians  from  various 
church  movements.  At  its  close,  Mr. 
Rodeheaver  conducted  Brother  Lem- 
ons downstairs  where  visitors  were 
being  served  refreshments.  Ralph  and 
I  stayed  close  on  their  heels,  de- 
termined to  get  our  share  of  the  re- 
freshments, of  course.  We  were  in- 
troduced to  the  state  Youth  leaders 
of  Tennessee,  and  were  all  profoundly 
impressed  with  the  Christian  harmony 
and  fellowship,  where  no  orthodox 
creed  was  sacrificed,  but  sincere  Chris- 
tians met  together  to  reverence  the 
name  of  Jesus  in  fellowship  and  love. 
It  is  our  sincere  belief  that  much  good 
can  be  done  if  Christian  young  people 
in  each  community  will  unite  in  their 
efforts  to  bring  the  unsaved  to  Christ, 
in  both  services  and  personal  work. — 
Associate  Editor. 


A  Word  from  Sister  Harrison 

Whatever  training  I  had  for  young 
people's  work  was  received  in  the 
Christian  Endeavor  Society.  I  like 
them  because  they  are  undenomina- 
tional and  orthodox  in  their  teaching. 
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BIBLE  LESSONS... 


SOME  CHANGES  IN  LESSONS 

By  the  Editor 

In  our  meeting  with  the  Youth 
Board  last  year  and  also  the  meeting- 
held  a  few  days  ago,  we  asked  the 
board  to  offer  constructive  criticism 
of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  their 
suggestion  was  that  we  change  the 
Y.P.E.  lessons  so  that  the  young  peo- 
ple could  not  get  up  in  meeting  and 
read  a  clipping  from  the  paper  with 
no  preparation.  We  are  at  a  loss  to 
know  how  to  do  this,  but  we  are  go- 
ing to  try  and  see  how  it  works. 

In  many  of  the  places  where  I  have 
worked  I  find  that  the  trouble  is  not 
with  the  boys  and  girls  as  much  as 
the  pastors  and  adult  leaders.  They 
do  not  take  the  interest  in  those  who 
are  inexperienced  in  public  speaking 
that  they  should.  Some  one  should 
be  appointed  to  assist  the  inex- 
perienced in  preparing  their  talks. 
They  are  timid  and  afraid. 

Another  trouble  is,  the  leader  is  ap- 
pointed perhaps  a  week  in  advance 
and  maybe  not  that  long,  many  times, 
and  all  they  can  do  is  clip  a  few  parts 
and  hand  them  out.  They  do  not 
have  time  to  prepare.  As  soon  as  your 
lessons  arrive,  appoint  your  leaders  a 
month  in  advance  and  give  them 
plenty  of  time. 

We  are  trying  out  another  kind  of 
lessons  in  this  issue.  There  is  enough 
questions  in  the  first  lesson  to  give 
thought  for  several  lessons,  but  you 
can  choose  what  you  need.  Please  give 
them  out  in  time  for  study  and  prep- 
aration. If  you  have  any  good  sugges- 
tion for  our  lessons,  let  us  know  about 
it.  Send  your  suggestion  along  with 
a  sample  lesson. 

Let  us  work  together  this  year  in 
training  our  youth  for  the  great  task 
that  lies  before  them.  It  is  going  to 
take  us  all  pulling  together  to  do 
the  job. 

I  think  I  shall  say  a  few  more  things 
right  here.  Sixteen  years  ago  when 
I  put  out  the  little  book  on  "How  To 
Organize  and  Conduct  a  Y.P.E. ,"  I 
suggested  that  the  young  people's 
meetings  be  held  three  weeks  in  the 
month  alone,  and  then  come  together 
for  a  monthly  meeting  with  the 
whole  church.  In  this  way  the  young 
people  could  be  trained  for  the  one 
public    meeting.      I'm    afraid    we    try 


to  make  our  Y.  P.  E.  too  much  like  all 
the  other  services,  and  if  there  is  not 
a  certain  amount  of  demonstration 
we  think  our  meeting  has  been  a  fail- 
ure. Our  young  people  who  are  try- 
ing to  learn  how  to  stand  before  the 
public  and  make  their  first  talk,  are 
usually  frightened  and  unable  to 
make  you  shout.  I  feel  more  like 
shouting  when  I  see  a  young  person 
make  the  effort  to  take  part  in  a  meet- 
ing than  I  do  when  some  experienced 
one  gets  up  and  makes  what  we  call 
a  wonderful  talk.  That  weak  one 
may  be  able  some  day  to  sway  great 
audiences,  because  we  have  had  pa- 
tience to  train  him.  To  have  them 
alone  with  a  good  spiritual  leader  for 
three  weeks  in  the  month,  to  my 
opinion,  would  be  much  better. 

I  fear  some  think  too  much  about 
big  crowds  rather  than  to  get  the 
young  people  together  to  train  them 
and  teach  them  the  Word  of  God  and 
how  to  use  it  for  the  salvation  of  souls. 
We  have  radio  programs  and  do  a  lot 
of  other  things  to  draw  them  to 
the  church,  which  is  all  right,  but 
are  we  doing  the  things  when  we  get 
them  in  that  will  hold  them  and  make 
them  useful  in  the  whitened  harvest 
field? 

We  also  see  the  need  of  training  our 
young  people  to  hear  their  voices 
in  prayer.  I  think  concert  prayer  is 
all  right,  but  I  believe  we  have  gone  to 
extremes  with  it.  Our  boys  and  girls 
will  go  out  to  meet  other  Christian 
people  who  do  not  practice  concert 
prayer,  and  may  be  called  on  to  lead 
in  prayer.  Will  they  be  trained  for 
this  service?  They  will  be  called  per- 
haps sometimes  to  pray  with  the  sick 
and  with  the  troubled  people  around 
them  and  they  need  this  training. 

In  our  booklet  on  "How  To  Organize 
and  Conduct  a  Y.P.E.,"  we  also  advo- 
cated having  a  sponsor  over  the  group, 
some  good  man  or  woman  who  would 
be  understanding  of  their  problems 
and  to  whom  they  could  go  for  help 
and  advice.  As  a  usual  thing,  the  pas- 
tor is  too  busy  to  assist  them,  and  this 
should  not  be  expected  of  him.  It 
might  help  your  Y.P.E.  if  you  would 
send  for  one  of  these  booklets  on 
"How  To  Organize  and  Conduct 
Y.P.E.,"  price  10c.  Use  what  you  like 
and  add  to  it  other  good  ideas  that 
come  to  you. 


We  need  to  train  some  full-time 
young  people's  workers  and  then  the 
churches  should  use  them  rather  than 
spend  so  much  money  on  special  sing- 
ers. We  should  balance  our  programs. 
In  some  churches  we  have  paid  sing- 
ers and  the  local  talent  among  our 
young  people  is  lying  dormant.  "Oh, 
no,"  you  say,  "we  can't  have  them 
sing;  we  must  put  the  very  best  out 
to  the  public."  We  are  responsible 
for  the  talent  in  our  midst.  I  am  afraid 
we  are  trying  to  entertain  too  much 
these  days,  rather  than  study  our 
problems  and  do  the  task  God  has 
placed  in  our  hands.  Our  teen-age 
young  people  are  being  neglected  in 
some  places  until  they  are  straying 
away  from  the  church.  God  help  us 
to  open  our  eyes  to  the  need  and  then 
meet  the  need  somehow. 

The  Y.P.E.  is  a  training  school  and 
should  be  used  for  this  purpose.  I'd 
much  rather  have  a  boy  or  girl  get 
up  and  read  than  not  take  part,  be- 
cause by  standing  before  the  public 
will  help  to  wear  off  the  stage  fright 
the  majority  of  them  have,  and  they 
will  be  able  to  do  better  some  day. 
Come  on,  children,  and  do  your  best. 
Step  out  and  God  will  see  you  through. 

We  hope  this  constructive  criticism 
and  these  suggestions  will  be  accepted 
kindly  by  those  who  need  them.  It  is 
not  meant  for  those  who  do  not 
need  them. 

OVERCOMING   OBSTACLES   TO 
CHRISTJANITY 

Scripture:    Matt.  5:13-16. 
For    Thoughts   and   Discussion 

No.  I:  What  are  the  greatest  hin- 
drances to  Christian  progress  in  the 
world?  When  you  consider  these  ob- 
stacles and  the  advance  of  Christianity 
in  spite  of  them,  what  is  your  idea  of 
the  power  of  the  Christian  religion? 

Where  do  you  think  the  most  trou- 
blesome obstacles  to  Christianity  lie — 
within  or  without  the  Church?  What 
do  you  suggest  as  the  best  way  of 
overcoming  these  hindrances? 
WHY  THE  KINGDOM  COMES 
SLOWLY 

No.  II.:  What  does  it  mean  to  be 
a  witness  of  Christ?  What  is  the  first 
duty  of  a  representative?  Illustrate 
by  using  the  example  of  a  commer- 
cial organization.  Note  that  a  man  who 
represents  a  firm  is  expected  to  say 
or  do  nothing  which  would  reflect 
on  the  good  name  of  his  concern. 
What  does  the  New  Testament  call  a 
person  who  claims  to  be  a  Christian, 
but  who  talks  and  acts  as  if  he  were 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


not   a   follower  of  Christ?   See  Matt. 
6:5. 

No.  Ill:  Why  do  you  think  a 
gloomy  Christian  misrepresents 
Christ?  Read  the  "three  cheers"  of 
Jesus:  Matt.  9:2,  22;  John  16:33. 
What  is  there  in  the  Christian  religion 
which  ought  to  make  its  followers 
radiant  and  happy?  Do  you  think  that 
Christians  ought  to  look  as  if  they 
were  having  a  good  time?  It  is  said 
that  when  Phillips  Brooks  walked 
down  the  street  he  shed  an  influence 
like  sunshine. 

No.  IV:  Do  you  think  that  the  king- 
dom of  heaven  would  come  on  earth 
with  greater  rapidity  if  Christians 
were  better  neighbors?  What  are  the 
prime  requisites  for  being  a  good 
neighbor?  Do  you  think  that  our 
neighborliness  should  commend 
Christianity  to  others? 

No.  V:  Some  object  to  Christianity 
because  they  say  that  those  who  pro- 
fess Christianity  do  a  lot  of  praying, 
but  they  show  no  results.  Do  you 
believe  that  there  is  any  truth  in  this 
objection?  Do  you  think  that  it  is 
possible  for  a  Christian  to  over- 
emphasize the  emotional  side  of 
religion  and  neglect  the  practical 
aspect? 

No.  VI:  Some  people  object  to  Chris- 
tianity because  they  say  that  Chris- 
tians are  queer.  Do  you  think  that 
this  criticism  is  justified?  How  dif- 
ferent should  Christians  be  from  those 
who  make  no  claim  to  follow  Christ? 
Do  you  think  that  this  difference 
should  appear  in  dress  and  manners? 
Explain.  What  do  you  think  it  means 
to  be  in  the  world  but  not  of  the 
world?  What  can  we  do  to  make 
Christianity  attractive? 

No.  VII.  "Christians  are  always 
trying  to  reform  people.  They  want 
to  police  your  morals."  Do  you  think 
that  this  objection  is  justified?  What 
influence  should  Christians  have  on 
the  conduct  of  those  in  the  com- 
munity? Should  this  influence  be 
exerted  quietly  by  example  or  aggres- 
sively by  advice  and  command?  What 
were  the  objectionable  elements  in 
the  character  of  the  Pharisees?  Is 
there  danger  that  Christians  may 
have  these  weaknesses?  Why  should 
we  be  slow  to  point  out  the  evil  in 
others?     Read  Matt.  7:1-5. 

SCRIPTURE   FOR   TALKS    ON 
OBSTACLES 

Ignorance — 2  Tim.  3:1-9. 

Prejudice— Luke  4:23-32. 

Self-interest— Acts  19:23-41. 

Self-Confidence— Acts    17 :  16-21v32. 


Self -Righteousness— Matt.    23 :  13-32. 

Failure  of  Christians — 1  Cor.  3:1-3. 

NOTE:  Give  your  young  people 
who  are  not  on  the  program  a  chance 
to  express  themselves  on  these  dif- 
ferent questions.  You  may  want  to 
make  two  lessons  from  these,  so  as 
to  have  some  time  for  discussion. 

MISSIONARY    HEROES   OF 
OUR  DAY 

Scripture:      Acts    1:8. 
By  Paul  R.  Kirts 

In  response  to  an  urgent  call  for 
medical  help,  Sir  Wilfred  Grenfell  set 
out  across  the  Labrador  ice  on  his 
errand  of  mercy.  A  sudden  change  of 
the  wind  caused  the  ice  to  break  up, 
and  it  was  only  after  a  terrific  strug- 
gle that  Grenfell  and  his  dogs  were 
able  to  get  a  footing  on  a  small  island 
of  ice  that  was  floating  out  to  sea. 
It  was  a  terrible  experience,  and 
Grenfell  was  obliged  to  kill  three  of 
his  dogs  that  he  might  use  their  skins 
as  a  covering  to  save  himself  from 
freezing  to  death.  In  the  morning  he 
was  rescued  by  some  of  his  devoted 
fishermen  friends. 

This  well-known  adventure  of  Dr. 
Grenfell's  gives  some  idea  of  the 
treacherous  character  of  the  reign  in 
which  the  famous  doctor  worked. 
Those  of  us  who  have  never  been  in 
the  frozen  North  find  it  difficult  to 
realize  how  men  can  tramp  the  camp 
and  live  in  such  a  wild,  barren  land, 
with  a  temperature  well  below  the 
freezing  point.  For  more  than  forty 
years  Grenfell  fought  the  enemies  of 
the  good  life  for  these  isolated  people 
of  Labrador. 

THE   GOSPEL   OF   THE   PLOW 

A  graduate  of  Princeton  University 
went  to  India  to  teach  in  a  mission 
college.  He  had  specialized  in 
philosophy,  and  wished  to  give  in- 
struction in  this  subject.  He  had  to 
take  a  class  in  economics  instead.  As 
he  went  on  tours  with  his  students  he 
saw  the  need  for  modern  methods  in 
agriculture;  so  he  returned  to  Amer- 
ica, studied  scientific  farming  at  Ohio 
State  University,  and  went  back  to 
take  charge  of  the  Agricultural  In- 
stitute, a  part  of  Allahabad  University. 

There  Sam  Higginbottom  did  a 
great  work  for  God.  "This  work  cuts 
right  across  the  ancient  lines  of  caste 
and  custom,"  he  says.  "Princes  and 
paupers  plow  side  by  side.  Nothing 
short,  of  a  social  revolution  is  implied 
in  the  spectacle  of  high-born  Brah- 
mans  working  with  putcaste  sweepers, 
the  most  despised  of  Indians.     From 


Allahabad    there    is    going    forth    a 
leaven  that  is  gradually  affecting  the 
economic  life  of  the  entire  nation." 
CHALLENGING  THE  CHURCH 

Some  years  ago  the  Methodist  Epis- 
copal Church  wanted  to  make  E.  Stan- 
ley Jones  a  bishop.  But  he  preferred  to 
remain  an  untitled  missionary  to  the 
masses  in  India.  In  his  books,  the 
most  popular  of  which  is  "The  Christ 
of  the  Indian  Road,"  he  has  told  of 
his  ministry  of  bringing  the  gospel  to 
the  people.  He  has  addressed  large 
audiences  in  America,  challenging  the 
church  to  go  forward  in  the  enter- 
prise of  missions. 

IN  A  FOREST  HOSPITAL 

Suppose  that  you  lived  in  equatorial 
Africa  and  had  to  drink  lukewarm, 
boiled  water.  For  years  Albert 
Schweitzer,  surgeon  in  his  Lambarene 
hospital,  quenched  his  painful  thirst 
with  this  flavorless  water. 

Schweitzer  went  to  Africa  and  la- 
bored with  his  own  hands  to  build  a 
hospital  to  take  care  of  the  black  peo- 
ple. He  is  a  philosopher,  an  organist, 
an  authority  on  Bach's  music,  and  a 
doctor  of  medicine. 

Expressing  his  thankfulness  for  the 
things  which  serve  to  preserve  his 
physical  capacity  for  work,  he  said, 
"But  our  real  strength  for  the  work 
we  find  every  day  anew  is  the  realiza- 
tion of  the  grace  which  comes  to  us 
in  that  we  are  allowed  to  be  active 
in  the  service  of  the  mercy  of  Jesus 
among  the  poorest  of  the  poor." 

SUGGESTIONS  TO  THE  LEADER 

Ask  the  group  to  tell  of  other  work- 
ers than  those  spoken  of  here.  What 
do  we  mean  by  a  missionary  hero? 
What  are  the  dominant  traits  of 
such  a  hero?  What  sacrifices  do  mis- 
sionaries make?  What  circumstances 
on  mission  fields  call  for  courage? 
Let  some  member  report  on  Dr.  Gren- 
fell's book,  "Forty  Years  for  Labrador," 
and  his  newest  book,  "The  Romance 
of  Labrador."  What  obstacles  did 
he  meet  and  overcome?  Have  some 
one  look  up  the  interesting  facts  about 
the  life  of  Albert  Schweitzer  and  tell 
the  society  of  his  inspiring  work. 

SCRIPTURES  FOR  YOUR  TALKS 

Men  of  Faith— 1  Cor.  3:1-9. 

Men  of  Courage— 2  Cor.  11:21-33. 

Men  of  Vision— Acts  2:16-21. 

Men  of  Compassion — Acts  16:9,10. 

Men  of  Unselfish  Zeal— 2  Cor.  12:14- 
21. 

Brotherly  Men— Acts  20:17-35. 

NOTE:  Let  the  leader  for  this  les- 
son ask  the  young  people  to  read  irp 
on  these  heroes  and  others  they  may 
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know  about,  and  discuss  the  interest- 
ing facts  about  their  lives.  This  will 
give  you  plenty  of  work,  your  mind 
will  be  improved,  your  soul  blest,  and 
those  who  listen  will  also  be  inspired. 
To  work  and  study  and  pray  is  the 
only  way  to  have  a  successful  meet- 
ing. 

A  PRAYER 
Our  Father,  we  thank  Thee  for 
men  and  women  of  consecration,  love, 
and  sacrifice  who  are  living  Christ 
among  needy  people.  May  we  follow 
them  as  they  follow  Him.  In  His 
name.    Amen. 

UNION  WITH  CHRIST 

Scripture:  John  15:1-10. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
The  beautiful  allegory  of  the  vine 
and  the  branches  has  furnished  a 
lesson  text  suggesting  the  topic  "The 
Privilege  of  Union  With  Christ."  This 
privilege,  when  appropriated  by  the 
individual,  results  in  the  deepening  of 
Christian  experience  through  having 
the  life  rooted  in  faith,  enriched  by 
worship  and  meditation,  and  ex- 
pressed in  Christlike  attitudes  and 
service.  It  is  said  that  the  two  great 
problems  Christendom  is  now  facing 
are  the  strengthening  of  "faith  in 
God  and  the  application  of  the  teach- 
ings of  Jesus  to  personal  and  social 
life." 

DISCIPLINED  LIVES 
After  instituting  the  Lord's  Supper 
in  the  upper  room,  Jesus  spoke  many 
words  of  comfort  and  encouragement 
to  His  disciples.  One  of  His  strength- 
ening messages  was  that  found  in  the 
striking  allegory  of  the  vine  and  the 
branches.  In  this  He  set  forth  the 
close  and  vital  relationship  that  must 
exist  between  His  disciples  and  Him- 
self if  their  lives  were  to  bear  rich 
fruit.  Jesus  said  that  He  was  the 
true  vine.  His  disciples  were  the 
branches,  and  the  husbandman,  or 
vinedresser,  who  desired  fruit  from 
His  vineyard,  was  the  Father.  A  vine 
will  not  bear  much  fruit  if  encum- 
bered with  dead  wood;  even  living 
branches  may  need  to  be  pruned  in 
order  to  do  their  best  in  the  way  of 
production.  Is  not  some  such  process 
of  discipline  necessary  in  the  life  of 
the  Christian? 

LIFE,  GROWTH,  FRUIT 
Vineyards  are  planted  and  tended, 
not  merely  for  the  pleasure  the  owner 
has  in  watching  them  grow,  nor  for 
the  wholesome  exercise  obtained  in 
caring  for  them,  but  for  the  fruit 
which  they  yield.    If  they  are  to  pro- 


duce fruit,  there  must  be  a  strong  and 
vital  union  between  the  branches  and 
the  vine.  This  same  relation,  Jesus 
indicated,  must  exist  between  His 
friends  and  Himself  if  there  are  to 
come  to  pass  the  good  works  and  the 
beneficent  social  enterprises  which 
are  the  fruitage  of  Christian  living. 
The  withered  branch,  separated  from 
its  vine,  is  a  startling  picture  of  the 
disillusioned,  cynical,  futile  life  of 
one  who  has  no  vital  contact  with  the 
Source  of  spiritual  life. 

EFFECTUAL  PRAYER 
Our  Lord  went  on  to  give  a  very 
wonderful  promise  to  those  who  main- 
tain this  vital  contact,  this  identity 
of  interests  with  Him.  Through  prayer 
they  will  receive  Christ's  strength  and 
energy,  the  twofold  condition  being 
that  they  abide  in  Him  and  His  words 
abide  in  them.  What  is  meant  by 
Christ's  words  abiding  in  us?  "It 
means,"  says  Maclaren,  "the  whole  of 
the  conscious  nature  of  a  man  being, 
so  to  speak,  saturated  with  Christ's 
words;  h,is  desires,  his  understanding, 
his  affections,  his  will,  all  being 
steeped  in  these  great  truths  which 
the  Master  spoke  .  .  .  The  main  effect 
of  such  abiding  of  the  Lord's  words 
in  us,  which  our  Lord  touches  upon 
here,  is  that  in  such  a  case,  if  our 
whole  inward  nature  is  influenced  by 
the  continual  operation  upon  it  of  the 
words  of  the  Lord,  then  our  desires 
will  be  granted.  ...  If  Christ's  words 
are  the  substratum,  so  to  speak,  of 
your  wishes,  then  your  wishes  will 
harmonize  with  His  will,  and  so  'ye 
shall  ask  what  ye  will,  and  it  shall  be 
done  unto  you.'  Christ  loves  us  a 
great  deal  too  well  to  give  to  our  own 
foolish  and  selfish  wills  the  keys  of 
His  treasure  house.  The  condition  of 
our  getting  what  we  will  is  our  willing 
what  He  desires." 

QUESTIONS 

Why  is  it  necessary  that  lives  should 
be  disciplined  if  they  are  to  bear  the 
best  fruit?    John  15:1,2. 

How  does  Jesus  Christ  cleanse  our 
lives?  correct  wrong  attitudes?  in- 
spire to  finer  living  those  who  are  in 
union  with  Him? 

Why  will  there  be  no  "dead  wood"  in 
the  life  which  has  a  close  and  vital 
union  with  Christ? 

How  does  a  vital  union  with  Christ 
give  one  power  in  prayer?  keep  one 
from  making  wrong  requests? 

The  glory  of  God  is  His  goodness. 
How  does  anything  which  makes  men 
better,  wiser,  and  happier  glorify  the 
Father? 


KEEPING  CHRISTMAS 

Scripture     lesson:     Matt.     5:13-18; 
Luke  2:14. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
Are  you  ready  to  keep  Christmas? 
Keeping  Christmas  means  far  more 
than  giving  and  receiving  gifts,  hav- 
ing a  day  of  fun,  and  eating  a  huge 
dinner.  One  who  does  only  that  does 
not  really  know  how  to  keep  Christ- 
mas. In  order  to  keep  it  truly,  others 
will  have  first  place.  Do  you  see  and 
understand  the  needs  of  little  chil- 
dren: It  is  a  great  art  to  be  able  to 
play  with  them  and  make  them  happy, 
to  know  them  well  enough  to 
comfort  them  when  they  are  tired,  to 
love  them  enough  to  give  them  only 
the  best.  Each  of  you  is  some  child's 
ideal.  You  never  know  how  great 
that  influence  may  be. 

When  Louis  Agassiz  was  a  boy  in 
Switzerland,  it  was  customary  for  him 
to  take  his  small  brother  with  him  to 
meet  their  father  returning  from  work. 
One  night  as  they  went  across  the 
frozen  lake  to  meet  him,  they  came  to 
a  crack  about  a  foot  and  a  half  wide, 
too  wide  for  the  little  fellow  to  jump 
across.  Louis  lay  down,  placing  his 
feet  on  one  side  of  the  crack  and  his 
hands  on  the  other  to  form  a  bridge 
over  which  his  brother  crept  safely 
to  the  other  side.  Every  young  person 
has  that  same  opportunity  in  life. 
Have  you  tried  being  a  safe  bridge 
this  year? 

CHRISTMAS  LOVE 

Christmas  means  love.  We  do  not 
observe  the  day  quite  as  we  should  if 
it  does  not  pour  through  our  homes 
and  hearts  a  new  wave  of  tenderness 
and  lovingness,  a  breath  of  heaven's 
summer  air.  We  do  not  get  from 
Christmas  all  we  might  if  we  are  not 
better  after  it  is  gone,  if  we  are  not 
truehearted,  if  we  do  not  love  God 
more  and  our  neighbor,  too. 
THE    POOR 

Most  of  us  have  so  many  friends  we 
want  to  remember  that  we  have  little 
left  for  the  poor.  We  are  quite  like- 
ly to  give  them  what  is  left  over,  if 
any,  after  our  Christmas  list  is  fin- 
ished. Jesus  has  said,  "Inasmuch  as  ye 
did  it  unto  the  least  of  these  my  breth- 
ren, ye  have  done  it  unto  me."  Gifts 
to  the  poor  are  gifts  to  Christ.  Surely 
this  item  should  have  a  leading  posi- 
tion on  our  Christmas  list. 

INSINCERE  GIVING 

A  great  many  of  our  gifts  are  for 
appearance  only.  If  we  felt  that  we 
could,  we  would  not  give  them.  Other 
givers  have  in  mind  a  gift  in  return 
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and  as  a  sort  of  investment  for  which 
we  expect  to  receive  full  value  with 
interest.  "The  gift  without  the  giver 
is  bare."  When  we  begin  to  measure 
our  gifts  by  what  we  will  receive,  we 
take  the  spirit  of  Christ  out  of  our 
giving.  Another  good  rule  would  be 
to  give  from  the  heart  or  not  at  all. 
REMEMBERING  CHRIST 

It  would  be  absurd,  to  say  the  least, 
if  the  world  should  celebrate  our  birth- 
day and  give  gifts  to  everybody  else 
and  nothing  to  us.  To  be  forgotten  on 
our  birthday  would  be  a  blow  to  any 
of  us.  Thousands  of  greeting  cards 
carry  no  word  of  the  Christian  mean- 
ing of  Christmas.  Much  charity  is 
done  without  a  single  reference  to 
Christ.  Even  churches  give  baskets 
of  good  things  without  even  a  card 
saying  that  they  were  sent  "for  the 
love  of  Christ."  We  know  one  organ- 
ization that  sent  a  delegation  to  each 
home  where  their  baskets  were  to  go, 
and  held  a  little  devotional  service. 
That  must  have  pleased  the  Lord. 

You  will  think  of  your  friends  at 
Christmas  time.  Not  how  much  they 
love  you,  but  whether  you  love  them! 
Love  means  courtesy,  sincerity,  hon- 
esty, kindness,  willingness  to  give  more 
than  is  received,  no  jealousy,  no  mean 
gossiping,  but  faithfulness  and  loyalty. 
You  will  be  the  kind  of  friend  to 
others  that  you  would  have  others 
be  to  you.  Be  willing  to  ask  their  par- 
don and  confess  your  guilt,  if  you  have 
wronged  them;  be  ready  to  forgive 
and  to  forget,  if  they  have  injured 
you.  Forgiveness  is  one  of  the  biggest 
tests  of  a  Christian. 

The  Christmas  season  is  the  home's 
special  opportunity  of  all  the  year. 
Someone  has  said  that  home  is  the 
place  where  people  are  loved  the  best 
and  act  the  worst.  Has  that  been  true 
of  your  home  life?  Christmas  is  the 
time  of  new  beginnings  and  deep  joy. 
Make  it  the  first  of  a  long  series  of 
higher  and  finer  home  days!  Try  to 
understand  what  those  who  live  in 
your  home  really  want  and  need. 
Learn  to  help  them  without  waiting 
for  them  to  tell  you.  Above  all,  love 
them,  and  tell  them  so  by  words  as 
well  as  deeds.  Often  the  hearts  that 
hunger  most  for  love  are  those  in  your 

own  homes. 

*     *     * 

Our  ability  to  find  better  ways  of 
sharing  the  spirit  of  Christmas  really 
depends  on  our  love  for  Christ.  If  we 
have  found  happiness  through  Him, 
if  we  truly  share  His  Spirit  of  serv- 


ice and  sacrifice,  we  will  be  led  to  even 
better  ways  of  celebrating  His  birth- 
day. 

SCRIPTURES 

Union  with  Christ — John  1:10. 

One  body  in  Christ — Rom.  12:1-8. 

One  Spirit  in  Christ — Eph.  4:1-7. 

Having  the  mind  of  Christ — Phil. 
2:1-11. 

Alive  with  Christ— Eph.  2:13-22. 

Members  of  Christ— 1  Cor.  6:15-20. 

Partakers  of  the  divine  nature — 
2  Peter  1:1-8. 

THE  SHEPHERD  WHO  DID  NOT 
GO 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
dip  in  the  road,  which  led  to  the  city 
of  David.    It  was  said,  "We  shall  see 
new  glories  at  the  throne  of  God  and 
you  will  see  sheep." 

Amos  paid  no  heed  for  he  thought 
to  himself,  "One  shepherd  the  less  will 
not  matter  in  Bethlehem,  but  it  will 
to  my  sheep." 

There  was  much  to  be  done  among 
the  flocks,  and  Amos  walked  between 
the  flocks  and  made  the  clucking 
noise,  under  his  tone.  This  was  a  way 
he  had  and  to  his  hundred  and  to 
the  others  it  was  a  sound  more  won- 
derful than  the  songs  of  the  bright 
angels.  Presently  the  animals  ceased 
to  tremble,  and  they  began  to  graze 
as  the  sun  came  up  over  the  hill,  where 
the  star  had  been. 

"For  my  sheep,  a  shepherd  is  a  good 
thing,"  he  said. 

With  the  morning,  the  others  came 
up  the  road  from  Bethlehem.  They 
told  Amos  of  the  manger,  and  of  the 
wise  men  who  had  mingled  with  the 
shepherds.  They  described  to  him  the 
gifts,  frankincense,  gold,  and  myrrh. 
And  when  they  were  done,  they  said, 
"And  did  you  see  wonders  here  in  the 
fields  with  the  sheep?" 

Amos  told  them,  "Only  that  my  hun- 
dred are  a  hundred  and  one,"  and  he 
showed  them  a  lamb  that  was  born 
just  before  dawn. 

"Did  this  make  up  for  the  sight 
which  you  have,  not  seen?"  they  asked. 

Amos  smiled  and  over  his  face  there 
came  something  which  made  even  the 
shepherds  wonder.  He  said,  "To  my 
heart  there  came  the  whisper,  'Well 
done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant.'  " 


and   breadth   and   depth   and   height 
of  everlasting  life. 

CHRISTMAS  PRODIGAL 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
from  the  store,  wasn't  it?  Didn't  you 
pay  Larson  that  much  for  me?" 

"Two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars? 
That'll  go  a  long  way  toward  your 
college  education,  Jerry." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

They  were  opening  the  kitchen  door 
now.  "Larson's  funeral  was  this 
morning.  Last  week  when  he  knew 
he  was  going  to  die,  he  confessed  that 
his  store  had  not  been  broken  into  at 
all,  that  he  did  it  himself  and  accused 
you  because  he  wanted  to  keep  you 
and  Faye  from  getting  married.  So, 
you've  got  five  hundred  dollars  now — 
the  amount  you  saved,  added  to  what 
I  paid.  .  .  .  Listen  to  that  music,  will 
you?  I  bought  Mother  a  new  radio 
for  Christmas." 

Jerry  listened,  his  heart  singing  a 
glad  melody  in  harmony  with  the 
carol  from  the  radio,  while  there 
surged  within  him  a  deep,  pure  love 
for  the  One  whose  coming  to  earth 
was  being  celebrated  tomorrow. 


MIRACLES  GALORE 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
to  the  future,  for  the  blessed  hope. 
The    everlasting    God    will    take    the 
everlasting  ages  to  show  us  the  length 


LITTLE  ADVENTURES  IN  THE 
LAND  OF  QUIZ 

By  C.  M.  Truesdell 
Question  No.   1 — Did  God  ever  an- 
swer David  by  fire? 

ANSWER:  Yes!  You  remember 
how  God  sent  fire  down  from  heaven 
to  consume  the  sacrifices  offered  to 
Him  in  the  case  of  Elijah  on  Mount 
Carmel,  Moses  and  Aaron,  etc.  This 
was  a  token  of  His  approval  of  the 
offering. 

Once,  when  David  had  sinned  in 
numbering  the  children  of  Israel,  God 
sent  a  pestilence  among  them. 
Through  divine  inspiration,  David 
offered  a  sacrifice  on  O  r  n  a  n's 
(Araunah's)  threshingfloor,  and  God 
replied  by  fire.  The  pestilence  end- 
ed immediately.     1  Chronicles  21. 

Question  No.  2 — What  did  Moses' 
grandson  (descendant)  do  to  dishonor 
his  descent? 

ANSWER:  This  man  was  Jonathan, 
the  son  of  Gershom,  and  a  grandson 
of  Moses.  Whereas  Moses  had  turned 
the  hearts  of  the  Israelites  back  to 
God,  given  them  God's  law,  and  led 
them  safely  out  of  bondage,  Jonathan, 
acting  as  a  priest,  turned  the  hearts 
of  many  Israelites  away  from  God, 
and  led  them  back  into  idolatry,  which 
later  caused  their  downfall.     Judges 


December,  1945 


[Page  26] 


18:30,  Moffatt's  translation. 

Question  No.  3 — What  was  the  fate 
of  Balaam  the  prophet,  the  son  of 
Beor? 

ANSWER:  Most  of  you  know  the 
story  about  Balaam  and  his  talking 
mule.  We  shall  tell  you  a  little  more 
about  him.  He  was  a  prophet  or 
diviner  who  lived  in  the  town  of  Pethor 
on  the  Euphrates  River  in  Aram. 
Balak,  the  king  of  Moab,  fearing  that 
the  Israelites  would  invade  his  land 
as  they  had  the  neighboring  king- 
dom of  his  old  enemy  Sihon,  king  of 
the  Amorites,  bribed  Balaam  to  come 
and  pronounce  a  curse  upon  them. 
Balaam  was  an  enchanter;  but  among 
the  idol  gods  which  he  worshipped, 
there  had  come  a  knowledge  also  of 
the  true  God,  whom  the  Israelites  wor- 
shipped. As  he  went  upon  his  journey 
to  curse  Israel,  gloating  over  the 
wealth  and  fame  which  was  to  come 
to  him  for  this  deed,  God  tried  to 
stop  him.  He  fearfully  but  obstinate- 
ly continued  his  rebellious  course. 
Failing  in  three  efforts  to  curse 
Israel,  he  persuaded  the  king,  in 
league  with  the  Midianites,  to  lure  the 
Israelites  into  the  immoral  pagan 
worship  at  Baal-Peor.  For  this  mis- 
take they  were  severely  punished,  but 
justice  overtook  Balaam,  and  he  died 
at  the  hands  of  the  Israelites.  Num- 
bers 31:8. 

Question  No.  4 — What  crown  prince 
was  offered  as  a  sacrifice  to  an  idol 
god? 

ANSWER:  The  crown  prince  of 
Moab,  whose  father,  the  king,  offered 
him  as  a  burnt  offering  on  the  wall,  in 
an  effort  to  save  his  city  from  the 
victorious  besieging  Israelites.  2  Kings 
3:24-27. 

QUESTIONS  FOR  NEXT  MONTH 

1.  In  New  Testament  times,  why  did 
the  Jews  call  some  of  the  inhabitants 
of  Greek  countries  Grecians,  and 
others,  Greeks? 

2.  Which  of  the  two  cared  for  the 
other  the  longer  period,  Jacob,  or  his 
son  Joseph? 

3.  Why  did  Solomon's  son,  Reho- 
boam,  go  to  Shechem  to  be  crowned? 

4.  What  did  the  prophet  Zechariah 
and  the  priest  Zacharias  have  in  com- 
mon? 


CHRISTMAS  TREES 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
The  Bible  speaks  of  a  "tree,"  too  (a 
cross  made  from  a  tree) ,  on  which 


God's  Gift,  His  beloved  Son,  was  given 
to  us  to  be  our  Savior.  The  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  died  on  the  cross,  you  know, 
that  we  might  have  the  gift  of  ever- 
lasting life.  "Christ  hath  redeemed 
us  from  the  curse  of  the  law,  being 
made  a  curse  for  us:  for  it  is  written, 
Cursed  is  every  one  that  hangeth  on 
a  tree"  (Gal.  3:13);  and  "the  gift  of 
God  is  eternal  life  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord"  (Rom.  6:23).  Have 
you  ever  received  God's  gift  of  the 
Lord  Jesus?  If  not,  won't  you  do  so 
at  this  blessed  season  as  we  remem- 
ber Him? 

—M.  S.  H. 

HOW  RAYMOND  JOHN  KEPT 
CHRISTMAS 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

the  ranchman  sought  his  neglected 
section  in  the  Alaska. 

The  cook  placed  the  pink  cake  and 
the  fudge  on  a  table  across  the  seats, 
the  men  dropped  in  from  their  vari- 
ous stations,  and  Raymond  John, 
flushed  and  eager,  stood  up  beside  the 
tree. 

"It's  Christmas,"  he  said  happily, 
"and  everybody's  been  so  good  to  me. 
I  think  there's  presents  enough  to  go 
around,  and  now  we'll  see  'em  right 
away." 

The  ranchman  gravely  accepted  a 
Barlow  knife,  one-bladed;  four  offi- 
cials of  the  road  accepted  with  polite 
thanks  new  handkerchiefs  with  red 
Buster  Browns  on  the  border.  The 
engineer  was  the  recipient  of  a  little 
rhinestone  pin  with  one  stone  miss- 
ing; the  cook  received  a  tintype  of 
Raymond  John,  a  fairly  good  likeness. 
Then  the  cook  produced  the  refresh- 
ments, and  the  ranchman  suddenly 
seemed  awake.  "Where  are  you  going, 
boy,  anyway?" 

Raymond  John  straightened  him- 
self: "To  Riverside,  to  a  home  there. 
Aunt  Hattie  didn't  want  me  to.  She 
wrote  that  she'd  take  me  in,  but  she's 
got  nine  children  of  her  own  and 
hasn't  any  money.  The  home's  not 
far,  and  I  can  see  them  sometimes. 
I've  got  nobody  else  but  only  her,  and 
I'm  to  learn  something  and  to  go  to 
work  as  soon  as  I'm  able." 

The  ranchman  arose.  "Well,  I've 
got  nobody  at  all,  not  even  an  aunt 
with  nine  boys  and  girls,  and  there's 
five  thousand  acres  of  ground  and  a 
bungalow  with  eight  rooms,  which  we 
could    divide.      Do    ydu    think    you'd 


like  to  come?     How  would  you  like 
me  for  a  partner?" 

Raymond  John's  blue  eyes  rested  on 
the  keen  gray  ones  bent  to  meet  him. 
"Partners  have  to  each  put  in  some- 
thing, don't  they?  If  you  put  in  all 
that  land  and  that  big  house  and 
about  everything  else,  it  seems  to  me — 
why,  I  don't  seem  to  be  putting  in 
anything  at  all.  'Twouldn't  be  a  fair 
partnership,  would  it?" 

The  keen  gray  eyes  softened  as  they 
searched  the  blue,  frank  gaze  of  Ray- 
mond John.  "Somewhere,  little  boy — 
I  think  it  was  in  the  Book  long  ago — 
I  learned  some  words  like  these: 
'Though  I  have  all  knowledge  and 
could  remove  mountains,  and  have  not 
love,  I  am  nothing.'  There  isn't  any 
love  to  speak  of  in  that  big  concern. 
It  strikes  me,  Raymond  John,  that 
you  could  put  into  the  firm  that  one 
most  valuable  asset — the  love.  Won't 
you  try?" 

The  solitary  boy  went  over  to  the 
solitary  man  and  stood  beside  him. 
"I'll  do  it.  I  love  you  anyway,  and 
maybe  I  could  help  you  run  the 
ranch." 

The  man  smiled.  "I  don't  doubt  it, 
and  in  a  little  while  people  will  quit 
asking  whatever  possessed  me  to  call 
my  ranch  'San  Benito.'  " 

Reese  suddenly  broke  in:  "See  here, 
Mr.  David,  how  about  this  handker- 
chief?" He  brought  it  forth  and  in  the 
midst  of  the  circle  counted  out  to 
Raymond  John  thirty  dollars  and  read 
the  inscription:  "With  love,  from  your 
Christmas  guests." 

The  child  considered  gravely.  "Is  it 
mine  to  do  as  I  please  with?" 

David  nodded. 

"Then  could  I  send  it  to  Aunt  Hat- 
tie?  She's  got  nine,  you  know,  and 
we  were  always  so  poor  with  only  me. 
What  must  she  be  with  nine?" 

The  men  still  stood  silent,  thought- 
ful about  the  elements  of  the  Christ- 
mas celebration.  The  ranchman, 
accustomed  to  speaking  his  mind,  said 
aloud:  "It  says  somewhere  else  in 
that  Book:  'Except  ye  become  as  a 
little  child,  ye  cannot  inherit.'  Lord, 
is  this  blizzard  driving  us  in  from 
the  world  back  into  the  light  and  shel- 
ter just  as  it  does  my  sheep  on  San 
Benito?  Raymond  John,  you  don't 
know  it  maybe,  but  you're  the  richest 
of  the  partners  in  the  San  Benito 
Ranch." — Elizabeth  Ferguson  Seat,  in 
Youth's  World. 
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THE  YOUNG   PEOPLE  VISIT  OUR 
"MIRACLE  MISSION"  IN  HAITI 

By  James  Willis  Archer 
(Continued  from  last  issue) 

"Hurrah!  There're  the  Kluzits! 
With  smiles  of  welcome — but  my,  they 
look  worn!  Brother  Kluzit  must  have 
lost  twenty-five  pounds  since  I  saw 
him  last.  Didn't  I  tell  you,  young 
people,  that  the  responsibility  of  a 
great  mission  work,  and  the  wear  of 
tropical  climates  will  sap  the  very 
spirit  out  of  you!  And  just  think, 
they  have  carried  this  burden  alone  for 
years.  And  it  takes  a  long  time  to 
really  learn  French  good  enough  to 
stand  up  and  preach  in  churches  or 
give  out  the  gospel  over  the  radio 
as  they  are  doing,  unless  you  are 
especially  gifted  for  languages.  Per- 
haps God  will  select  from  among  you 
young  folks,  one  who  already  knows 
French,  to  come  and  give  a  helping 
hand  right  off,  even  as  he  first  select- 
ed Brother  and  Sister  Kluzit  to  jump 
in  and  fill  the  breach. 

"What  did  you  say,  Robert?  How  do 
all  of  these  thousands  of  men  and 
women  on  the  streets  make  a  living? 
Well,  most  of  them  really  don't — they 
just  exist.  You  note  that  most  of 
them  do  not  look  comfortably  fed,  like 
our  colored  people  of  the  South.  Note 
the  drawn  expressions  on  their  faces. 
That  is  largely  due  to  long  hours  of 
work  in  which  they  do  not  earn  suf- 
ficient food  for  the  body.  You  can't 
say  that  they  are  lazy,  for  they  will 
work  from  long  before  daylight  until 
long  after  dark,  raising  and  carrying 
afoot  the  long  weary  miles  to  market, 
their  meager  products.  And  when  they 
arrive  home  at  night  most  of  them  will 
not  have  gained  over  thirty  cents, 
often  much  less — or  nothing.  But  they 
don't  look  rebellious  against  fate — they 
seem  resigned  to  the  inevitable.  That 
is  why  the  compassionate  Lord  is  sav- 
ing so  many  thousands  of  them.  And 
that  is  why  they  so  readily  accept  Him. 
And,  oh,  how  happy  they  look  when 
saved!  This  is  often  the  first  ray  of 
light  and  the  first  real  joy  and  peace 
that  have  ever  entered  their  lives. 
Such  soil  is  a  rich  field  for  the  plant- 
ing of  the  African  Voodoo,  with  its 
witch  doctors  and  devil  spirits.  But 
praise  the  Lord,  the  gospel  is  being 
preached  to  dispel  all  this  spiritual 
darkness. 


"Now,  don't  you  notice  how  the  air 
has  changed  a  little  already,  since  we 
left  the  center  of  the  city  in  the  mis- 
sion car,  and  began  to  climb  these 
hills?  Look  back  as  we  turn  this  bend. 
Isn't  the  harbor  and  the  island  out 
there  beautiful?  It's  much  like  being 
back  in  the  airplane,  looking  down 
upon  it. 

"And  here's  the  'compound,'  as 
they  used  to  call  the  missionary's 
home.  This  is  a  nice  Spanish-type  of 
home  with  a  yellow  stucco  wall  going 
all  the  way  around.  The  Kluzits  took 
this  place  when  it  looked  like  a  run- 
down horse  corral  and  changed  it  over 
into  this  lovely  place  with  stucco 
rooms,  garage,  bath,  and  kitchen.  In 
the  center  of  it  all,  or  the  'patio'  as 
we  would  call  it  in  Spanish,  is  a  small 
but  beautiful  and  refreshing  garden 
of  flowers  and  fruit  trees.  Sister 
Kluzit  planned  the  garden  and 
selected  the  plants,  and  seems  to  be 
as  gifted  a  gardener  of  plants  as  a 
sower  of  the  gospel. 

"One  wonders  where  they  find  the 
time  to  do  it  all,  but  that  is  just  an- 
other of  the  talents  which  God  knew 
they  had  when  He  called  them,  of 
which  they  themselves  were  probably 
unaware:  that  of  taking  over  cheap 
property  and  transforming  it  into 
something  beautiful  and  useful.  Wait 
until  you  see  our  great  central  temple 
here  in  the  capital.  It  is  120  feet  by 
42  feet,  can  accommodate  1,500  peo- 
ple very  comfortably,  has  a  platform 


for  a  choir  of  200  voices  and  a  fine 
baptistry.  The  entire  set-up  is  very 
attractive  from  without  and  within, 
and,  to  think!  it  was  built  out  of  an 
old  run-down  macaroni  factory!  And 
throughout  the  Republic,  everywhere 
you  go,  the  work  gives  you  a  feeling 
of  solid  organization  and  permanency. 
Simple  but  commodious  houses  of  wor- 
ship, and  pastors'  homes — so  that  to- 
day the  Church  of  God  owns  in  Haiti 
no  less  than  $39,000  worth  of  property 
in  buildings  such  as  churches,  parson- 
ages, schools,  orphanage,  and  so  on. 
This  gives  a  permanency  to  the  work 
which  is  invaluable  to  mission  work. 

"Isn't  this  a  typical  Church  of  God 
welcome  though!  There  is  a  bed 
ready  for  each  one  of  us,  with  fresh 
towels  and  clear  water  in  the  basins. 
And  Brutus,  the  little  colored  man 
who  is  gardener,  house  cleaner,  dish- 
washer and  general  all-around  handy- 
man, is  bowing  and  smiling  his  wel- 
come, as  if  he  were  delighted  that  we 
have  brought  him  more  work  to  do. 
And  really  he  is,  for  he  loves  to  be 
useful.  You  wonder  how  he  knows 
that  you  have  just  washed  in  your 
clean  water,  and  left  it  dirty.  But  here 
he  comes  running,  to  pour  it  on  the 
flowers  and  bring  you  a  fresh  basin 
full.  He  is  a  'flower  growing  in  the 
desert,'  unknown  and  unheralded  by 
man,  but  loving  and  serving  both  God 
and  his  fellow  man,  with  a  humble  and 
happy  heart.  Best  of  all,  look  what  is 
waiting  for  us,  a  swell  Haitian  dinner, 
prepared  specially  for  us!  Let's  go, 
young  people,  it's  on  the  table  and 
waiting:  soup,  chicken,  rice  cooked 
with  peas,  carrots,  sweet  potatoes,  fried 
(Continued  on  page  29) 


Brother  Kluzit  with  his  guitar  at  a  service  at  Bassin  General  Church 
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HAPPY  HOME  CIRCLE 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

young  people  just  like  this  who  would 
like  to  go  to  Bible  School,  but  who 
cannot,  on  account  of  finances.  Would 
you  not  like  to  have  a  part  in  educat- 
ing young  people  of  this  type?  If  you 
would,  be  sure  to  send  in  a  good  con- 
tribution to  the  Loan  Fund. 

Nita  is  the  first  young  woman  to 
join  the  Happy  Home  Circle.  That 
recommends  her  to  me.  I  did  not  ask 
Nita  if  I  might  publish  her  letter,  but 
it  is  so  good  I  just  had  to  do  it.  God 
bless  you,  Nita.  Thanks  for  this  little 
poem  also,  Nita. — Ed. 


WHY  I  LIKE  THE  LIGHTED 
PATHWAY 

Nita  May  field 

I  like  the  Lighted   Pathway   because 

It's  food  to  my  soul. 
It  warms  me  up  when  I  am  spiritually 

cold; 
It    lights   my    pathway    as    onward    I 

trod, 
And  makes  my  soul  hungry  for 
The  blessings  of  God. 

I   like   the   Lighted   Pathway   and 

I  know  I  always  will. 
It   helps   me   carry   on   whether   I'm 

well  or  ill, 
So  God  bless  its  editor  and  surround 

her  with  Thy  love, 

Till  we  meet  up  yonder  in 

Our  blessed  home  above. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  planned  to  write  you  for  sev- 
eral months;  in  fact,  every  time  I 
read  the  Happy  Home  Circle  page,  but 
each  time  I  put  it  off.  Well,  here  I  am 
at  last,  and  I  want  to  be  a  member 
of  the  Happy  Home  Circle. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  want  to  tell  you 
a  little  story  that  is  every  word  true, 
and  it  makes  me  feel  happy  to  think 
of  it.  I  was  reared  in  Sunday  School 
and  church.  I  was  a  member  of  a 
large  family.  Mother  and  daddy  had 
eight  children,  four  girls  and  four 
boys.  We  had  a  Christian  mother. 
She  has  belonged  to  the  Church  of 
God  since  we  were  babies,  and  I  was 
next  to  the  oldest  child.  My  daddy 
was  a  good  moral  man  but  he  wasn't 
a  Christian. 

So  many  times  mother  dressed  us 
and  took  us  to  Sunday  School.  She 
didn't  send  us,  she  took  us.    She  would 


say,  "Daddy,  won't  you  go?"  but  he 
hardly  ever  accepted  the  invitation. 

We  all  grew  up  and  four  of  us  mar- 
ried. None  of  us  had  salvation  and 
none  of  us  married  Christians.  Then 
we  all  had  children,  all  four  of  us. 
My  husband  was  a  good  boy  from  a 
Baptist  family  of  Rome,  Ga. 

I  had  two  small  children.  I  sent  my 
little  girl  to  Sunday  School  at  Shan- 
non, Ga.  That  is  the  place  we  lived. 
That  little  white  Church  of  God  would 
call  to  me  so  many  times  when  I 
passed  the  church,  and  I  would  feel 
so  hungry  to  go  there  but  I  stayed 
away. 

My  little  girl  was  four  years  old. 
She  was  a  little  curly-headed,  blue- 
eyed  darling.  One  day  she  came  in 
with  such  a  troubled  look  on  her  lit- 
tle face.  She  said,  "Mother,  do  I  have 
to  die  some  day?"  I  looked  at  her 
and  I  felt  myself  getting  all  choked 
up.  I  couldn't  think  what  to  say. 
She  was  waiting  for  an  answer.  I  re- 
membered how  mother  always  told  us 
that  Jesus  died  for  us  that  we  might 
live  (1  Thess.  5:10).  I  said,  "No,  Bar- 
bara Jean."  She  said,  "Mother,  Mar- 
lene  (her  little  playmate)  said  every 
one  had  to  die." 

Then  I  told  her  the  story  of  the 
cross.  I  decided  then  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian mother.  I  had  been  trying  so 
hard  to  be  a  good  wife  and  mother, 
and  I  had  failed  to  do  the  things  it 
takes  to  be  a  good  mother.  I  sought 
the  Lord  for  a  week  before  I  felt  the 
heavy  load  I  had  been  carrying  leave. 
Then  one  week  later  I  received  the 
Holy  Ghost  at  Rome,  Ga.  My  husband 
received  the  Holy  Ghost  the  next  week 
and  we  joined  the  little  white  church 
at  Shannon.  I  never  shall  forget 
that  Sunday  night  when,  together,  my 
husband  and  I  said  we  would  stand 
by  the  Church  of  God. 

We  hadn't  been  in  the  Church  very 
long  before  husband's  mother  and 
dad,  two  sisters  and  one  brother  re- 
ceived the  Holy  Ghost  and  joined  the 
Church  of  God  at  Rome.  Brother 
Linwood  Jacobs  was  pastor  at  Rome. 
His  love  and  kindness  helped  my  hus- 
band and  me  to  win  them. 

In  the  meantime  my  sister  and  her 
husband  had  received  the  Holy  Ghost 
and  joined  the  Church  at  Copperhill. 
My  brother,  eighteen  years  old,  got 
saved  and  sanctified  and  then  he  had 
to  go  away  to  serve  his  country.  He 
was  killed  in  France,  August  10,  1944, 
but  he  knew  Jesus.  He  wrote  such 
sweet  letters,  and  was  so  full  of  faith. 


Mother  got  his  Bible  back.  It  was  all 
muddy.  He  wrote  that  he  read  his 
Bible  in  his  fox  hole  every  day.  Thank 
God  for  mother's  prayers. 

A  year  ago  another  brother  received 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  joined  the  Church 
of  God  at  Copperhill,  Tenn.  (that  is 
my  home  town) .  His  wife  has  the 
blessing.  I  have  one  brother  still  in 
sin  and  I  know  God  will  bring  him 
in. 

My  baby  sister  is  fourteen  years  old 
and  a  real  little  Christian.  I  have  one 
little  sister  who  stays  with  me  and 
works.  She  is  such  a  devout  Chris- 
tian. She  plans  to  attend  Bible  School 
at  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  after  Christmas. 
She  has  been  saving  money  for  two 
years  to  go  to  school.  She  wants  to 
work  for  Jesus. 

Well,  in  the  past  five  years  we  have 
had  sorrow,  but  God  has  been  so  good. 
My  own  husband  was  taken  into  Serv- 
ice last  January.  I  have  had  to  carry 
on  as  best  I  could,  but  Jesus  has  cer- 
tainly helped  me.  I  believe  my  hus- 
band will  get  a  discharge  before  long. 
He  was  taken  off  of  shipping  orders 
because  he  had  too  many  points  to 
cross. 

We  have  been  given  two  more  chil- 
dren since  we  found  the  Lord.  Now  I 
have  a  little  girl,  Barbara  Jean,  almost 
nine  years  old;  Roy  Lee,  five;  little 
Jimmy,  three,  and  Randal,  one.  I 
take  them  to  Sunday  School,  just  like 
when  their  daddy  was  at  home. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  don't  know  what 
you  will  think  of  this  letter,  but  I 
wanted  to  tell  you  my  story.  I  give 
my  mother  credit  for  winning  all  the 
children  and  in-laws  to  Christ  by  her 
prayers  and  devout  Christian  living. 
I  wish  I  could  put  more  than  a  gold 
star  in  her  window.  I  wish  I  could 
give  her  a  crown  of  some  kind,  but  I 
will  leave  that  to  Jesus.  When  I  see 
a  little  Bill  or  Jack  running  around 
dirty  on  the  street,  my  heart  aches. 
O  God,  do  give  us  more  Christian 
homes!  Sister  Harrison,  I  can't  tell 
you  how  I  feel  about  the  things  you 
have  done  for  our  youth.  God  will  re- 
ward you,  and  I  will  just  say,  God 
bless  you.  Please  remember  to  pray 
for  my  home,  too. 

My  husband  wants  to  come  home. 
He  writes  how  he  would  love  to  see 
our  baby  learning  to  walk.  I  need  him. 
It  hasn't  been  easy.  We  pray  for 
Daddy  and  he  prays  for  us. 

Please  enroll  my  husband  and  me 
in  the  Happy  Home  Circle. 

God  has  helped  me.    I  have  driven 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


to  church  ever  since  my  husband  left, 
and  any  place  I  need  to  go,  and  we 
never  have  had  any  car  trouble. 

I  always  read  your  message  and  I 
feel  like  I  know  you  personally. — Mrs. 
Roy  Morris,  Route  1,  Adairsville,  Ga. 


LEADINGS  OF  A  PRAYER 
ANSWERING  GOD 

(Contiued  from  page  13) 

sustaining,  "It  is  I;  be  not  afraid." 

After  that  meeting  was  over  I  want- 
ed to  get  alone  with  Him.  I  longed 
to  adore  Him,  to  thank  Him  for  the 
way  He  had  worked.  Also  was  there 
a  desire  to  more  thoroughly  search  my 
heart,  to  examine  my  life  and  to 
look  into  my  purse  to  find  something 
more  to  place  into  those  miracle- 
working  hands.  How  little,  empty, 
even  sickening,  seemed  my  life  as  it 
once  had  been  lived,  compared  to 
being  even  a  small  channel  for  the 
use  of  the  One  who  still  loves  shriveled, 
lost  souls! 

One  afternoon,  in  the  next  town, 
I  was  left  to  stay  at  the  tent  so  as  to 
talk  with  any  who  might  saunter  in. 
A  young  man  rushed  up  to  me,  say- 
ing, "You  announced  Jesus  will  ac- 
cept anyone  coming  unto  Him.  I  came 
to  Him,  I  confessed  my  sins,  just  as 
you  said,  but  nothing  happened." 

"Do  you  mean  to  infer  that  you  are 
more  reliable  than  the  Christ?"  I 
wanted  to  know;  "that  you  did  your 
part  and  He  did  not  do  His?" 

"No,"  he  hesitatingly  replied.  "I  do 
not  mean  to  accuse  Him,  but  I  honest- 
ly did  my  part,  and  as  yet  I  have  no 
evidence  that  He  has  done  His.  I 
must  have  something  solid  to  stand 
upon.    I  want  to  be  sure." 

"There  is  nothing  better  than  God's 
Word.  It  is  the  only  sure  foundation 
for  security  and  hope.  Do  you  think 
Jesus  would  die  for  your  salvation, 
and  then  refuse  to  accept  you  if  you 
really  met  all — All — ALL — the  condi- 
tions?" 

After  talking  for  some  time,  I  said, 
"The  things  that  Jesus  did  and  will 
do  are  written — they  are  in  black  and 
white.  Let  us  put  your  part  down  so 
you  can  read  it."  I  began  to  write: 
"I,  John  Makin,  came  to  Jesus.  I  re- 
pented; I  confessed  my  sins  and  asked 
Him  to  forgive  me,  and  make  me  His 
own."  Hesitating  for  one  second,  I 
asked,  "Shall  I  add  'He  rejected  me; 
He  cast  me  out'?"  "No — no — don't 
do  that — Put,  'I  believe  He  is  true — 


I  do  accept  Him — without  feeling — I 
will  confess  Him — and  serve  Him.' " 
Thoughtfully  he  signed  his  name. 

Before  the  evening  meeting  opened, 
with  face  aglow,  in  came  John.  He 
exclaimed,  "It's  all  right  now.  When 
I  handed  my  brother  that  statement 
I  signed,  everything  cleared.  I  knew 
I  was  not  cast  out." 

All  too  soon  those  eight  weeks 
passed.  My  husband  and  I  were  both 
tired,  so  we  decided  to  go  into  Chicago 
to  relax  and  get  ready  for  the  winter's 
work  in  different  churches. 

We  planned  to  leave  Paxton  Monday 
morning,  but  for  no  apparent  reason 
we  remained  until  Tuesday.  Entering 
the  train  it  was  immediately  evident 
that  while  there  was  plenty  of  room, 
Mr.  Dundas  and  I  could  not  be  seated 
together.  Quickly  I  said  to  my  heaven- 
ly Father:  "If  you  want  me  to  talk 
with  anyone  in  the  coach,  please  get 
me  into  the  right  place."  Several  times 
I  hesitated  as  I  walked  down  the  aisle. 
There  was  no  particular  leading,  so 
I  kept  going  until  I  came  to  the  last 
vacant  place. 

The  beautiful  woman  with  whom  I 
was  to  sit,  apparently  was  lost  in  med- 
itation, hardly  conscious  of  my  arrival. 
Not  knowing  how  to  approach  her,  I 
again  prayed.  I  said,  "O  God,  if  You 
want  me  to  speak  to  the  young  lady, 
please  get  the  conversation  started." 

Hardly  had  I  taken  from  my  purse 
a  leaflet,  when  the  train  gave  a  lurch 
and  something  hit  me  on  the  head. 
Startled,  my  hand  went  out  toward 
my  seatmate,  and  I  looked  up  into  the 
face  of  a  drunken  man  who  had  lost 
his  balance. 

After  the  poor  fellow  had  tried  to 
apologize,  I  turned  to  discover  the 
lovely  young  woman  looking  at  the 
leaflet.  As  I  handed  it  to  her  I  began 
to  realize  God  was  opening  the  door. 

Replying  to  my  question,  she  said 
she  knew  she  had  been  converted,  but 
there  were  so  many  things  she  and 
her  equally  interested  husband  needed 
to  know.  Then,  as  if  she  were  reading 
from  a  written  list,  she  asked  me  many 
questions.  As  I  replied,  I  silently 
praised  God  for  the  teachings  we  had 
received  at  the  training  school,  for  a 
Christ  of  Calvary  to  uplift,  and  for 
the  leadings  of  a  prayer-answering 
God  about  whom  the  two  of  us  could 
talk. 

As  the  train  rushed  toward  Chicago, 
the  young  woman  said,  "I  feel  led  to 
tell  you  something.  Three  weeks  ago 


I  came  from  my  home  in  New  Orleans 
to  visit  my  parents  who  have  recently 
moved  to  Centralia.  There  I  attended 
a  series  of  special  meetings.  Every 
night  the  minister  said  he  would  be 
glad  to  talk  with  anyone  having  dif- 
ficulties, and  every  night  I  vowed  I 
would  visit  him  on  the  morrow.  Some- 
how, I  did  not  have  the  courage  to  go 
to  his  study,  so  last  Sunday  after  the 
last  service  I  asked  God  to  direct  one 
of  His  choosing  to  answer  my  ques- 
tions. I  do  not  know  your  name,  neith- 
er do  I  know  where  you  are  going,  but 
I  do  know  God  sent  you  on  this  train 
to  be  of  help  to  me." 

"Truly  we  have  a  gracious,  wonder- 
working heavenly  Father,"  I  replied  as 
a  tear  of  gratitude  rolled  down  my 
cheek.  "One  who  has  plans  for  every 
one  of  His  children  that  are  bigger  and 
better  than  any  they  could  ever  make 
for  themselves.  He  can  even  make  a 
one-talented  stay-at-home  a  great 
traveler.  By  intercession,  that  one 
can  go  to  needy  parts  of  the  United 
States,  to  Africa,  China  and  all  other 
countries,  and  there  gather  up  the 
sin-cursed,  heart-sore,  hungry  folks 
for  whom  Christ  shed  His  precious 
blood,  and  carry  them  through  open 
doors  to  the  very  throne  of  our  prayer 
answering  God!" — Gospel  Herald. 


THE  YOUNG  PEOPLE  VISIT  OUR 
"MIRACLE  MISSION"  IN  HAITI 

(Continued  from  page  27) 

bananas  and  a  nicely  browned  sweet 
pound-cake  made  out  of  corn  meal — 
and  everything  on  the  table  is  Haitian 
grown. 

"Well,  here  we  are  at  last  in  our 
first  service  in  Haiti.  Yes,  this  is  the 
main  church.  That  little  colored  fel- 
low there  that  looks  like  a  twenty- 
year-old,  is  the  pastor.  But  don't  let 
that  fool  you,  he's  remarkably  cap- 
able and  active — he  started  earning 
his  own  living  at  the  age  of  thirteen 
and  when  he  got  converted  the  Lord 
called  him  out  of  his  business  five 
years  ago  and  he's  been  serving  the 
Savior  ever  since  as  a  preacher  of  the 
gospel.  We  mustn't  talk  now,  Brother 
Kluzit  has  given  us  the  signal  to  be 
quiet,  for  he  is  announcing  'The 
Church  of  God  in  Haiti  is  on  the  air.' 
Right  here  in  this  big  tabernacle  the 
Church  of  God  sends  out  the  gospel 
message  in  two  half-hour  programs 
each  week,  one  in  French  and  one  in 
Creole.  The  choir  of  sixty  voices  sings 
mighty  fine   under  the   direction  of 
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Brother  Kluzit,  and  it's  part  singing, 
too,  with  the  basses,  altos,  and  tenors 
supporting  the  sopranos  very  nicely. 
That's  taken  many  hours  of  rehearsal, 
for  these  people  don't  read  music — in 
fact,  there  isn't  any  music  on  hand, 
even  if  they  could  read.  Sister  Kluzit, 
at  the  piano,  is  filling  in  fine,  with 
all  those  chords.  Really,  we're  proud 
of  our  missions  in  Haiti  and  their  radio 
programs.  This  being  Wednesday, 
July  4,  the  program  is  in  French.  Next 
Friday  they  will  sing  and  preach  in 
Creole.  And  look  at  the  congregation! 
The  church  is  filling  up.  Already  it's 
like  a  sea  of  smiling  black  faces!  Did 
you  see  such  a  crowd  outside  of  a  big 
revival  meeting?  Now  the  last  prayer 
is  being  said  over  the  mike  and  the 
announcement  for  next  Friday's  radio 
program  and  the  service  goes  right  on 
in  the  church  without  stopping. 
Brother  Kluzit  tells  me  modestly  that 
he  believes  if  they  had  seven  such 
temples  here  in  the  capital  they  would 
all  be  filled  like  this  at  every  service, 
with  crowds  hungry  for  the  message 
of  Jesus. 

"Eh?  Yes,  that  is  just  the  way  I 
feel,  too.  One  so  wishes  that  he 
could  talk  to  them  in  the  language 
they  know.  We  have  been  speaking 
Spanish  to  so  many  dark-skinned  folks 
in  different  countries  that  it  makes  us 
feel  that  they  should  understand 
Spanish,  but,  of  course,  they  don't.  I 
have  often  wondered  how  a  gossiping 
woman  would  feel  if  she  suddenly  lost 
her  voice.  But  now  I  think  I  know: 
she  would  feel  all  pent  up  inside  with 
something  she  would  like  to  say,  but 
can't.  Anyway,  we  can  smile  and  shake 
hands  and  give  them  a  friendly  nod. 
After  all,  Christ's  love  needs  no  lan- 
guage— it  just  shines  out  from  our 
very  expression. 

"Billy,  you  were  asking  me  if  these 
folks  can  sing.  Well,  now  you  know 
the  answer.  Listen  to  that,  and  how 
they  love  to  sing!  You  heard  a  little 
of  it  over  their  radio  program,  but 
when  this  big  crowd  gets  to  singing 
you  feel  that  the  building  is  beginning 
to  rock  a  little.  But,  then,  they  are 
just  like  Holy-Ghost-filled  people  ev- 
erywhere. When  Christ  is  supreme  in- 
side, you  just  can't  keep  from  sing- 
ing. Won't  it  be  wonderful  when  we 
all  join  that  great  heavenly  choir! 

"Here  come  some  folks  all  in  white 
robes!  About  thirty,  I'd  say.  Brother 
Kluzit  says  these  are  the  ones  chosen 
after  a  strict  examination,  out  of  an 
instruction  class  of  one  hundred 
candidates  for  the  baptism.  The  others 


will  have  to  wait,  for  they  are  not 
permitted  to  take  this  vital  step  until 
they  have  been  properly  instructed, 
have  shown  a  determination  to  go  into 
'the  life  hidden  in  Christ,'  and  have 
regulated  their  lives,  which,  more  of- 
ten than  not,  means  getting  legally 
married  to  one  mate. 

"The  white  robes  add  a  heavenly 
touch,  don't  they?  in  the  midst  of 
this  sea  of  black  faces.  And  I'm  so 
glad  to  be  right  here  in  the  middle  of 
all  this,  too,  aren't  you?  It  is  all  so 
very  attractive  and  thrilling,  and  what 
an  impressive  testimony  it  must  be 
to  those  who  are  watching  from  the 
congregation.  But  it  is  not  primarily 
for  that,  that  the  robes  have  been 
chosen.  You  see,  these  are  very  poor 
people,  and  often  they  come  ragged 
and  with  dirty  clothes  and  often  with 
little  clothes  at  all,  particularly  under- 
neath, so  that  the  robes  present  a 
much  neater  appearance  and  serve  as 
a  suitable  covering  as  they  enter  and 
leave  the  water.  Brother  Kluzit  and  I 
have  put  on  white  robes,  too,  and 
now  we're  down  in  the  cold  water — but 
we  don't  mind  that,  although  I  was 
warned  we  might  have  to  stay  an  hour 
or  even  an  hour  and  a  half  before  all 
thirty  were  baptized.  Just  before  each 
person  is  baptized,  the  whole  congre- 
gation sings  a  song  and  then  we 
pray  over  the  individual.  When  it's  my 
turn  to  pray,  everyone  seems  to  know 
when  I  have  finished  as  I  say,  'In 
the  name  of  God,  the  Father,'  for  they 
repeat  in  an  awed  whisper  as  Brother 
Kluzit  says  in  French,  'Au  nom  de 
Dieu,  le  Pere,'  'the  Son,'  'Dieu,  le  Fils, 
'and  the  Holy  Spirit,'  'Dieu,  le  Saint 
Esprit,  Amen!'  And  how  the  great 
audience  stretches  to  look,  and 
sings  and  shouts,  as  we  bury 
them  one  by  one.  Then  the  piano 
swings  into  another  verse  or  chorus, 
and  the  singing  swells  heavenward, 
while  another  soul  walks  up  the  steps, 
face  aglow  with  heavenly  glory. 

"Here  we  are  back  again,  with  our 
clothes  changed.  It's  already  late 
after  that  wonderful  baptismal  serv- 
ice, but  Brother  Kluzit  is  asking  me  to 
give  a  short  sermon.  Why,  I  feel  I 
could  preach  all  night  to  a  hungry 
crowd  like  this.  Sister  Kluzit  is  inter- 
preting so  well,  I  just  feel  that  they're 
all  hanging  on  to  each  word  we  say. 
The  little  preacher  is  getting  into 
action  with  a  short  altar  call,  while 
we  all  stand  up  and  pray  with  our 
hands  raised  heavenward  in  worship 
of  our  Lord  and  Savior.    Hardly  has 


the  benediction  been  given  before 
people  begin  flooding  the  altar.  See 
them  come!  Now  the  long  altar  is 
full  and  they  are  forming  a  second 
line,  and  a  third.  All  this  time  the 
choir  and  congregation  has  kept  up 
the  singing  of  the  song  'Come  to  the 
Savior,  He's  pleading  right  now,'  and 
very  few  seem  to  have  moved  toward 
the  door  to  leave  the  building.  But  as 
the  last  verse  finishes,  the  prayers  at 
the  altar  mount  up — some  real  agon- 
izing of  repentant  sinners,  others  ask- 
ing for  a  sanctified  life,  and  a  number 
there  with  their  hands  up,  pleading 
for  the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Down  through  the  church,  many  of 
the  congregation  are  kneeling  and 
there's  a  great  wave  of  prayer  that 
sweeps  around  us  and  upward.  Broth- 
er Kluzit  says  that  some  twenty  of 
them  are  for  salvation,  many  others 
seeking  sanctification,  others  seeking 
the  baptism,  and  many  are  just  pray- 
ing. The  inside  of  the  altar  is  full  of 
workers  praying  with  the  seekers.  We 
can  hardly  get  by  some  of  them,  they 
are  so  packed  in  at  the  altar,  but  we 
are  managing  to  lay  our  hands  on  a 
number  who  are  seeking  the  baptism 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  several  who 
are  looking  to  the  Lord  for  healing  of 
their  sick-worn  bodies.  Here  is  a  fam- 
ily of  eight  who  have  all  just  found 
the  Lord — here's  another  sister  of  the 
Church  who  brought  a  mother  and 
her  two  grown  daughters.  See  those 
happy  smiles,  would  you!  My,  that 
alone  is  worth  a  lifetime  of  sacrifice 
and  suffering.  And  now  some  are 
receiving  the  Holy  Spirit.  You  do  not 
know  who  has  just  received,  and  who 
is  speaking  in  tongues  through  the 
gift  and  blessing.  But  the  Kluzits 
and  the  workers  know.  And  it  is  easy 
for  us  to  tell  that  they  are  not  speak- 
ing French —  it  is  an  unknown 
tongue!  Isn't  it  glorious!  Hallelu- 
jah! What  joyful — what  Holy-Ghost- 
lighted  faces! 

"Robert,  just  look  at  Brother  and 
Sister  Kluzit.  We  have  been  at  the 
altar  now  for  at  least  an  hour.  They 
were  worn  out  when  the  service 
opened.  But  there  they  are,  perspir- 
ing in  the  hot  tropical  night,  but  work- 
ing until  the  last  man  leaves  the  altar 
— extolling,  praying,  watching,  that  no 
false  note  or  manifestation  creeps  in. 
For  these  people  have  been  steeped  in 
voodoo,  and  if  we  should  permit  any 
false  note,  then  the  charge  of  voodoo- 
ism  is  at  once  made.  That  is  why  it 
takes  the  real  Spirit  of  God  and  the 
gift  of  discernment  of  spirits  to  work 
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in  the  altar  here,  and  guide  its  course. 
But  that  their  carefulness  is  justified 
is  proven  in  the  fact  that  hundreds 
have  been  filled  with  the  Spirit  and 
have  spoken  with  other  tongues,  and 
with  it  all,  there  is  a  clean,  sweet  tes- 
timony that  it  is  not  of  the  devil,  but 
that  it  is  the  great  power  of  God 
working  in  and  through  them  to  the 
eternal  salvation  of  their  souls 
through  Christ. 

"We  shook  so  many  hands  tonight 
and  finally  said  the  last  'Bonne  Nuit.' 
With  Brother  Kluzit  at  the  wheel,  we 
are  quickly  leaving  the  dimly  lighted 
streets  of  the  capital  behind  us  and 
are  climbing  the  hill  toward  Petion- 
Ville,  in  the  mission  car.  A  little  cold 
water  from  the  ice  box,  and  we  are 
ready  to  put  our  tired  bodies  to  rest 
for  the  night  between  those  nice, 
clean  sheets  on  those  soft  beds  Sister 
Kluzit  had  prepared  for  us." 
(To  be  continued) 


"GLORY  TO  GOD" 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
forgot  it."  The  little  newsnoy  shifted 
his  weight  from  his  cripple  foot  and 
looked  up  at  the  man  who  had  stood 
silently  listening  to  him.  To  his  utter 
consternation  he  saw  the  tears  slip- 
ping swiftly  down  over  Terrance 
O'Shane's  cheeks.  Instinctively  his 
childish  hands  clasped  that  of  the  old- 
er man's.  "Oh,  Mister,  now  I've  gone 
and  done  it.  Ye'll  fergive  me,  won't  ye 
please?  I  didn't  mean  to  be  after 
worryin'  ye.  Ye'd  alius  been  so  kind 
and  it  seemed  like  I  had  to  tell  some- 
one my  dreams,  but  I'll  go  now.  I  guess 
ye  won't  be  wantin'  ye're  'special'  any 
more  since  I've  worried  ye  so.  G-good- 
by,  Sir." 

Tim  turned  and  would  have  gone, 
but  Terrance  O'Shane  had  no  inten- 
tion of  letting  him  go. 

"Tim,  my  boy,  you  haven't  worried 
me  at  all."  The  wealthy  man  laid  a 
kindly  hand  on  the  crippled  lad's 
shoulder  and  gently  led  him  into  his 
own  luxurious  rooms.  "You  have 
talked  your  heart  out  to  me,  Tim,  and 
now  I'm  going  to  tell  you  a  story,  a 
short  story,  but  it's  my  life.  Here,  sit 
in  this  chair  and  listen,  Tim,  and  when 
I'm  through,  you'll  know,  perhaps, 
why  you  saw  the  tears  flow  down  my 
cheeks  a  moment  ago." 

Awed  by  his  surroundings  and  com- 
pletely fascinated,  Tim  drew  a  deep 
breath. 

""Go  ahead,  Sir,  I  ain't  at  all  sure 
but  what  I'm  dreamin'  now  but  I  love 


stories,  Mister,  and  I'll  sure  be  after 
listenin'  to  yours." 

"A  long  time  ago,  Tim — nearly 
twenty-five  years — I  was  one  of  the 
happiest  men  on  earth.  I  was  married 
to  a  woman  whose  heart  was  as  pure 
as  her  face  was  beautiful."  Longingly 
Terrance  O'Shane's  eyes  turned  to  the 
photograph  of  the  woman. 

"That's  her,  ain't  it,  Mister?"  queried 
Tim,  interpreting  the  glance  almost 
instantly. 

"Yes,  Tim,  that's  Norah — my  wife. 
Beside  her  in  the  larger  frame  is 
Terry — my  son." 

For  a  moment  the  man's  voice  broke. 
"It  was  twenty-two  years  ago  about 
this  time  of  year  when  Terry  came 
to  us. 

"Shane  Manor — our  home — was  full 
to  overflowing  with  happiness  then. 
Norah  loved  beauty  and  the  house,  the 
gardens,  and  the  lawns  were  expres- 
sions of  her  love  for  it.  As  Terry  grew 
up,  young  folks — boys  and  girls — filled 
the  halls  of  the  Manor  with  laughter 
and  song,  and  at  Christmas  time  Nor- 
ah crowned  the  year  with  her  best 
efforts  to  bring  joy  to  all.  It  was  at 
Christmas  time  just  two  years  ago 
that  we  gathered — all  three  of  us — in 
the  big  living  room  for  the  last  time. 
Pearl  Harbor  had  come  and  Terry  was 
leaving  us.  I'll  never  forget  how  the 
light  from  the  fireplace  flickered  over 
Norah's  face  as  she  knelt  with  us  in 
prayer  that  night,  committing  not  only 
Terry  but  all  three  of  us  into  God's 
care.  Then,  last  Christmas  she  fixed 
the  big  Christmas  tree  as  usual  and 
invited  a  group  of  children  in  to  help 
us  celebrate  in  our  son's  absence — for 
Terry  had  been  sent  across.  She  felt 
we  should  not  be  selfish  in  our  lone- 
liness— Norah  always  thought  of  oth- 
ers. I'll  never  forget  that  Christmas 
Eve.  Shane  Manor  was  aglow  with 
lights.  The  children  we  had  brought 
in  were  enjoying  themselves  to  the 
full.  Norah,  personally,  presented  each 
one  with  a  gift;  then  after  the  party 
was  over  she  bade  them  all  come 
into  the  living  room  and  there,  with 
the  children  gathered  about  her  in  the 
light  from  the  fireplace,  she  told  them 
anew  the  old,  old  story  of  the  Babe  of 
Bethlehem.  Not  two  hours  later,  after 
the  children  had  gone  to  their  homes 
and  we  were  preparing  for  bed,  Norah 
was  stricken  with  a  severe  heart  at- 
tack and  lived  only  a  few  minutes." 
The  man  paused  in  his  story  and  Tim 
freely  mopped  his  eyes  with  his  big 
handkerchief. 

"I  thought  I  had  suffered  enough 


then,  but  three  months  later  word 
came  that  Terry,  our  only  son,  was 
missing  in  action. 

"I  became  bitter.  I  closed  up  Shane 
Manor,  dismissed  the  servants  and  left 
there.  Last  week  I  received  a  letter 
from  the  caretaker  asking  if  I  would 
be  back  to  open  Shane  Manor  for  the 
Christmas  season.  I  had  written  him 
tonight  telling  him  quite  definitely 
that  I  would  not  be  there,  but  you 
knocked  and  I  didn't  seal  the  en- 
velope. I'm  glad  I  didn't,  Tim.  I'm 
going  to  burn  that  letter,  my  lad,  and 
write  a  different  one.  You  showed  me 
just  how  selfish  I  was.  Norah  would 
be  ashamed  of  me  and  even  if  Terry 
is  gone  from  me  forever,  too — if  that 
missing  in  action  proves  to  be  'killed 
in  action,'  I  shouldn't  close  my  heart 
to  others'  needs.  Tim,  will  you  go 
home  with  me  to  spend  Christmas  at 
Shane  Manor,  and  help  me  make  it 
as  Norah  would  have  it,  had  she  been 
here?" 

"Me,  Mister!"  Tim's  voice  broke  and 
tears  of  joy  streamed  over  his  honest 
face.  "Say,  ye  just  know  I  ain't  after 
bein'  a  nuisance,  but  if  ye  put  it  that 
way — that  I'll  be  helpin'  ye — I'll  go." 
*     *     * 

Christmas  had  come  again  at  Shane 
Manor  and  as  on  that  night  long  ago, 
it  seemed  to  Tim  that  surely  the 
angels  were  bending  near  the  earth 
with  that  tidings  that  will  live  as 
long  as  the  hills  and  valleys  stand, 
"Peace  on  earth — good  will  toward 
men."  The  happy  children  whose 
hearts  had  been  made  glad  by  gifts 
and  song,  had  departed.  Terrance 
O'Shane  had  drawn  the  crippled  news 
lad  to  him  and  from  his  lips  Tim 
heard  again  the  old,  yet  forever  new 
story. 

"And  now,  Tim,  let's  kneel  here 
where  Norah  used  to  kneel,  and  lift  a 
prayer  to  God.  If  Terry  is  still  alive 
somewhere,  let's  pray  he'll  come  to 
us  again." 

Humbly,  the  man  lifted  his  voice  in 
prayer,  but  the  prayer  was  never 
finished,  for  suddenly  a  halting  step 
was  heard  in  the  hall  and  a  voice 
that  had  been  thought  forever  stilled, 
spoke  softly — 

"Dad — oh — Dad — I'm  home  again. 
It's  just  like  I've  dreamed  so  many 
times  over  there — Christmas,  the  tree 
and  all.  I  was  afraid  after  mother 
went  that  you'd  close  Shane  Manor.  I 
was  wounded  and  they  thought  I  was 
missing  because  I'd  lost  my  memory, 
but  finally  I  came  to  myself.  My  leg 
is  not  just  right,  so  they  sent  me 
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home,  but  oh,  Dad — "  the  soldier's 
voice  broke  and  suddenly,  as  one  wak- 
ing from  a  trance,  Terrance  O'Shane 
uttered  a  deep  cry  of  joy  and  threw 
his  arms  around  his  son.  "Oh,  Son, 
Terry.  You've  Tim  here  to  thank  for 
coming  home  and  finding  it  open  as  in 
old  times.  I  know  what  you  were 
going  to  say,  that  you  couldn't  have 
stood  it  if  the  old  home  was  gone, 
weren't  you?" 

"Yes,  Dad.  You'll  never  know  how 
just  the  thought  of  home  and  all  it 
was,  meant  to  me  over  there.  When 
the  going  was  tough  I'd  close  my  eyes 
and  see  Mother  and  you  and  the  old 
fireplace,  and  I'd  see  us  so  many  times 
as  we'd  have  prayer  in  this  room. 
When  I  walked  in  tonight  and  saw 
you  praying,  it  was  just  as  though  the 
past  two  years  had  been  a  bad  dream 
and  I'd  waked  up  at  home  again."  The 
soldier  turned  to  the  crippled  lad 
whose  eyes  had  never  left  his  face. 

"I  don't  know  what  all  happened 
and  I  don't  care,  as  long  as  its  all 
turned  out  all  right,  but  something 
tells  me  that  I've  got  a  new  buddy 
and  if  you've  helped  Dad,  my  thanks 
are  all  to  you,  laddie." 

Tim's  eyes  glowed  and  it  seemed  as 
though  the  angels'  chorus  swelled 
and  the  echoes  rang  throughout  the 
halls  of  Shane  Manor  as  he  said, 

"It  ain't  me  that  ye  should  thank, 
Mister  Terry,  I'm  after  thinking  that 
it's  God  should  get  the  glory." 


IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN   EYE 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
her.  "I  liked  her,  admired  her,"  he 
mused.  "I  enjoyed  her  frank,  open 
friendship,  but  love  her — no,  no.  The 
word  cannot  be  named  in  the  same 
breath  as  my  feeling  for  Zillah." 

He  put  his  pen  to  the  paper  again, 
and  poured  out  all  the  wealth  of  the 
love  of  his  heart  to  his  beautiful 
betrothed.  When  he  had  finally  fin- 
ished the  letter,  he  sent  it  by  special 
messenger  to  Zillah. 

He   had   not   forgotten   that   Major 

H 's  second  meeting  was  that  day. 

Three  o'clock  found  him  again  in  the 
hall.  This  time  it  was  quite  full.  There 
was  a  new  sense  of  interest,  of  under- 
standing, present  within  him  as  he 
entered  the  place.  This  time  he  bowed 
his  head  in  real  prayer. 

The  preliminary  proceedings  were 
almost  identically  like  those  of  the 
previous  occasion,  except  that  the 
hymn  sung — though  equally  new  to 
Hammond — was  different  to  either  of 
those  sung  at  the  first  meeting.    But, 


if  anything,  he  was  more  struck  by 
the  words  than  he  had  been  with  those 
of  the  other  hymns. 

And  how  rapturously  the  people 
sang: 

"  'Till  He  come!'  Oh,  let  the  words 
Linger  on  the  trembling  chords; 
Let  the  'little  while'  between 
In  their  golden  light  be  seen; 
Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home 
Lie  beyond  that  'Till  He  come!' " 

This  time  a  lady,  a  returned  Chinese 
missionary,  led  prayer,  and  then  the 
major  resumed  his  subject. 

"We  saw,  dear  friends,  at  our  last 
meeting,"  the  grand  old  soldier- 
preacher  began,  "what  were  some  of 
the  prophesied  signs  of  our  Lord's  sec- 
ond coming  and  how  literally  these 
signs  were  being  fulfilled  in  our  midst 
today.  This  afternoon,  God  willing, 
and  time  permitting,  I  want  us  to  see 
how  He  will  come;  what  will  happen 
to  the  believer;  and  also  what  effect 
the  expectancy  of  His  coming  should 
have  upon  us,  as  believers. 

"First  of  all,  how  will  He  come? 
While  Jesus,  who  had  led  His  disciples 
out  of  the  city,  was  in  the  act  of  bless- 
ing them,  He  suddenly  rose  before 
their  eyes,  and  a  cloud  received  Him 
out  of  their  sight.  Have  you  ever 
thought  of  this  fact,  beloved,  that  the 
cloud  itself  was  a  miracle?  Whoever 
heard  of  a  cloud  at  that  special  period 
of  the  year,  in  Palestine?  And  I  very 
much  doubt  if  anyone,  save  the  apos- 
tles, in  all  the  country  round  about, 
saw  that  cloud.  If  you  ask  me  what 
I  think  the  cloud  was,  I  should  be  in- 
clined to  refer  you  to  the  24th  Psalm, 
and  say  that  the  cloud  was  composed 
of  the  angel-convoy,  who,  like  a  guard 
of  honor,  escorted  the  Lord  back  to 
glory,  crying,  as  they  neared  the  gates 
of  the  celestial  city,  'Lift  up  your 
heads,  oh,  ye  gates,  and  let  the  King 
of  Glory  come  in!' 

"He  went  away  in  a  cloud.  The 
angels,  addressing  the  amazed  dis- 
ciples, declared  to  them  that  'He 
would  so  come  in  like  manner  as  ye 
have  seen  Him  go.' 

"It  may  be  that  to  the  letter  that 
will  be  fulfilled,  and  that  our  Lord's 
return  for  His  Church  will  be  in  an 
actual  cloud.  I  think  it  is  probable  it 
will.  Anyway,  we  know  that  He  will 
come  'in  the  air,'  for  Paul,  to  whom 
was  given,  by  God,  the  privilege  of 
revealing  to  His  Church  the  great 
mystery  of  the  second  coming  of  our 
Lord,  and  who  said,  in  this  connection: 

"  'Behold,  I  show  you  a  mystery :  we 
shall  not  all  sleep,  but  we  shall  all  be 


changed,  in  a  moment,  in  the  twink- 
ling of  an  eye,'  when  writing  more 
explicitly  to  the  church  at  Thessa- 
lonica,  said: 

"  'For  this  we  say  unto  you  by  the 
word  of  the  Lord,  that  we  which  are 
alive  and  remain  unto  the  coming  of 
the  Lord  shall  not  prevent  them  which 
are  asleep.  For  the  Lord  Himself  shall 
descend  from  heaven  with  a  shout, 
with  the  voice  of  the  archangel,  and 
with  the  trump  of  God,  and  the  dead 
in  Christ  shall  rise  first.  Then  we 
which  are  alive  and  remain  shall  be 
caught  up  together  with  them  in  the 
clouds,  to  meet  the  Lord  in  the  air; 
and  so  shall  we  ever  be  with  the  Lord. 
Wherefore  comfort  one  another  with 
these  words.' 

"Now,  beloved,  can  any  words  be 
plainer,  simpler,  than  these  of  Paul's, 
forming  as  they  do,  the  climax  to  all 
that  has  gone  before  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment?   Jesus  had  Himself  said, 

"  'I  will  come  again  and  receive  you 
unto  myself.' 

"The  angels  said, 

"  'In  like  manner  as  ye  have  seen 
Him  go,  He  shall  come  again,'  and 
now  Paul  amplifies  this  manner  of 
His  coming,  while,  at  the  same  time, 
he  emphasizes  the  fact  of  that  return. 

"Now  let  us  look,  dear  friends,  at 
the  separate  items  of  that  detailed 
coming.  We  have  already,  more  than 
once,  alluded  to  the  secrecy  of  the 
return  of  our  Lord  for  His  people,  and 
people  are  puzzled  over  the  language 
used  by  Paul's  description  of  the  re- 
turn. 'The  Lord  shall  come  with  a 
shout.'  Then  the  world  at  large  will 
hear  Him  coming?  No;  we  think  not. 
Or,  if  they  hear  a  sound,  they  will 
not  understand  it. 

"The  Lord's  voice  in  His  spiritual 
revelations  is  never  heard  save  by  the 
Lord's  people.  But  there  is  the  voice 
of  the  archangel — how  about  that? 
The  same  rule  applies  to  that,  we 
think. 

"There  were  godly  shepherds  watch- 
ing their  flocks  at  night,  near  Bethle- 
hem, and  there  was  a  whole  host  of 
angels  singing,  but  the  Bethlehemites 
did  not  hear.  No  one  appears  to  have 
heard  or  seen  anything  save  the  god- 
ly shepherds.  The  same,  we  believe, 
applies  to  the  'trump,'  the  call  of  God. 

"In  this  connection  it  is  interesting 
to  note  a  fact  that  probably  was  in 
the  mind  of  Paul  when  he  wrote  thus 
to  the  Thessalonians.  The  Roman 
army  used  three  special  trumpet-calls 
in  connection  with  departure — with 
marching. 


[Page  32] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


"The  first  meant,  'Pull  down  tents.' 

"The  second,  'Get  in  array.' 

"The  third,  'Start.' 

"Did  Paul,  moved  by  the  Holy 
Ghost,  translate  these  three  clarion 
notes  in  the  topic  of  1  Thess.  4:16, 
after  this  fashion: 

"1.  'The  Lord  Himself.' 

"2.  'Voice  of  the   archangel.' 

"3.  'The  trump  of  God.' 

"But  leaving  that,  again  I  would 
emphasize  this  truth,  that  it  is  only 
the  trained  ear  of  the  spiritually- 
awakened  soul  which  ever  hears  the 
call  of  God.  We  believe  that  all 
Scripture  teaches  the  secrecy  as  well 
as  the  suddenness  of  the  rapture  of 
the  church. 

"In  all  the  many  appearances  of  the 
risen,  resurrected  Lord  Jesus,  during 
the  many  weeks  between  the  resur- 
rection and  the  ascension,  even 
though,  on  one  occasion  at  least,  He 
was  seen  by  five  hundred  disciples 
at  once,  yet  there  is  no  hint,  either  in 
the  Word  of  God  or  in  the  records  of 
history  of  that  time,  that  Jesus  was 
ever  seen  by  the  eye  of  an  unbeliever. 
And  depend  on  it,  no  eye  will  see,  no 
ear  will  hear  Him  when  He  comes 
again,  save  those  who  are  in  Christ. 

"  'The  world  seeth  me  no  more,'  our 
Lord  said,  'but  ye  see  me.'  'Him  God 
raised  up  the  third  day,  and  gave 
him  to  be  made  manifest,  not  to  all  the 
people,  but  unto  witnesses  that  were 
chosen  before  of  God,  even  to  us  who 
did  eat  and  drink  with  Him  after  He 
rose  from  the  dead.' 

"When  the  voice  of  the  Father  came 
from  heaven,  witnessing  to  Jesus' 
truth,  the  people  that  stood  by  failed 
to  hear  it  as  a  voice,  but  exclaimed, — 
'It  thunders.'  In  the  case  of  Paul  on 
the  way  to  Damascus,  those  with  him 
heard  nothing  understandable. 

"Enoch  was  taken  secretly.  Noah 
was  shut  into  the  ark  before  the  flood 
came.  Only  Israel,  at  Sinai,  and  not 
the  surrounding  nations,  understood 
those  awful  physical  manifestations  of 
God's  power.  Elijah  was  taken  secret- 
ly. The  nation  neither  saw  nor  heard 
anything  of  it. 

"When  will  He  come?  I  do  not  know; 
no  one  knows  exactly;  but  this  we 
do  know,  from  the  Word  of  God — 
that  nothing  remains  to  be  fulfilled 
before  He  comes.  He  may  come  before 
this  meeting  closes.  Again  we  know 
by  every  sign  of  the  times  that  His 
coming  can  not  now  be  delayed  much 
longer. 

"Now  to  a  very  important  feature  as 
to  the  truth  of  the  second  coming  of 


the  Lord.  There  are  many  who  argue 
that  such  teaching  will  tend  to  make 
the  Christian  worker  careless  of  his 
work,  his  life,  etc.  There  was  never 
a  more  foolish  argument  advanced. 

"First  take  a  concrete  illustration 
that  gives  the  flat  denial  to  it;  name- 
ly, that  the  most  spiritual-minded 
workers,  at  home  and  abroad,  are 
those  whose  hearts  (not  heads  only) 
are  saturated  with,  not  the  doctrine 
merely,  but  the  expectancy  of  their 
Lord's  near  return.  Then,  too,  every 
such  worker  finds  an  incentive  to  re- 
doubled service  in  the  remembrance 
that  every  soul  saved  through  his  in- 
strumentality brings  the  Lord's  return 
nearer — 'hasting  His  coming' — since, 
when  the  last  unit  composing  His 
Church  has  been  gathered  in,  He  will 
come. 

"Scripture,  dear  friends,  is  most 
plain,  most  emphatic,  in  its  statements 
that  the  effect  of  living  in  momentary 
expectancy  of  our  Lord's  return 
touches  the  spiritual  life  and  service 
at  every  point.  'We  know,'  wrote  John, 
'that  when  He  shall  appear  we  shall 
be  like  Him,  for  we  shall  see  Him  as 
He  is.  And  every  man  that  hath  this 
hope  in  him  purifieth  himself,  even 
as  He  is  pure.'  That,  beloved,  is  the 
general  statement.  Now  let  us  look 
at  some  of  the  separate  peculiar 
statements. 

"Writing  to  the  Philippians,  Paul 
connects  heavenly  mindedness  with 
the  return  of  the  Lord  for  His  Church, 
saying,  'For  our  conversation' — our 
manner  of  living,  our  citizenship — 'is 
in  heaven;  from  whence  also  we  look 
for  the  Savior,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.' 
To  the  Colossians  the  great  apostle 
showed  how  the  coming  of  the  Lord 
was  to  be  the  incentive  to  mortifica- 
tion of  self.  'When  Christ,  who  is  our 
life,  shall  appear,  then  shall  ye  also 
appear  with  Him  in  glory.  Mortify, 
therefore,  your  members  which  are 
upon  the  earth,'  etc.  James  taught 
that  the  real  cure  for  impatience  was 
thus  dwelling  in  the  hope  and  ex- 
pectancy of  our  Lord's  coming  again. 
'Be  ye  also  patient,'  he  wrote;  'stablish 
your  hearts;  for  the  coming  of  the 
Lord  draweth  nigh!'  We  live  in  an 
age  which  is  cursed  with  impatience — 
children,  young  men  and  women,  par- 
ents, business  people,  domestic  people, 
pastors,  Christian  workers,  Sunday 
School  teachers,  all  alike  have  their 
spiritual  lives  and  their  work  marred 
by  impatience.  A  real,  moment-by- 
moment  heart-apprehension  of  the 
possible  coming  of  Jesus  in  the  next 


moment  of  time,  is  the  only  real  cure 
for  this  universal  impatience  in  the 
Christian  Church. 

"Then  take  another  great  sin  in  the 
Church,  beloved — censoriousness.  Oh, 
the  damage  it  does  to  the  one  who  in- 
dulges in  it,  and  the  suffering  it 
causes  to  the  one  who  is  the  victim 
of  it.  But  here,  again,  a  full,  con- 
stant realization  of  the  near  coming 
of  our  Lord  will  check  censoriousness. 
Writing  to  the  Corinthians,  in  his  first 
epistle,  Paul  says,  'Therefore,  judge 
nothing  before  the  time,  until  the 
Lord  come,  who  both  will  bring  to  light 
the  hidden  things  of  darkness,  and 
make  manifest  the  counsels  of  the 
hearts.' 

"The  great  quickener,  too,  of  Chris- 
tian diligence  is  to  be  found  in  the 
coming  of  the  Lord.  Peter  writes  to 
us  saying,  'But  the  day  of  the  Lord 
will  come  as  a  thief  in  the  night,  .  .  . 
seeing  then  that  these  things  shall  be 
.  .  .,  what  manner  of  persons  ought 
we  to  be  in  all  holy  living  and  godli- 
ness; looking  for  and  hasting  the 
coming.  .  .  .  Wherefore,  beloved,  see- 
ing that  ye  look  for  such  things,  be 
diligent  that  ye  may  be  found  of  Him 
in  peace,  without  spot,  and  blameless.' 

"May  I  say,  too,  in  all  gentleness  and 
love,  that  it  has  seemed  to  me,  for 
years,  that  the  missing  link  in  nearly 
all  'holiness'  preaching  (so  called)  is 
this  much-neglected  expectancy  of  our 
Lord's  return.  Paul  connects  holiness 
and  the  second  coming  of  Christ,  in 
his  first  epistle  to  the  Thessalonians, 
saying,  'The  God  of  peace  sanctify 
you  wholly;  and  I  pray  God  your  spirit, 
soul  and  body  be  preserved  blameless 
unto  the  coming  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.' 

"The  scoff  of  the  world,  dear  friends, 
against  us,  as  Christians,  is  that  the 
professed  bond  of  love  is  absent  from 
our  life.  And  here  again  God's  Word 
shows  us  that  a  real  living  in  expect- 
ancy of  our  Lord's  return  would  teach 
us  to  love  one  another.  In  that  same 
epistle  I  have  just  quoted,  Paul  says, 
'The  Lord  make  you  to  increase  and 
abound  in  love  one  toward  another, 
and  toward  all  men,  even  as  we  do 
toward  you:  to  the  end  he  may 
stablish  your  hearts  unblameable  in 
holiness  before  God,  even  our  Father, 
at  the  coming  of  our  Lord  with  all 
His  saints.' 

"I  have  only  time,  this  afternoon, 
for  but  one  more  of  these  references, 
and  that  is  a  very  elementary  though 
a  very  essential  one.  Paul,  in  that 
same  epistle,  teaches  that  to  be  saved 
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means  that  we  are  saved  to  serve.  'Ye 
turned  to  God,'  he  says,  'to  serve  .  .  . 
and  to  wait  for  His  Son  from  heaven.' 

"I  must  close,  friends.  But  before  I 
do,  do  let  me  beseech  every  Christian 
here  this  afternoon  to  go  aside  with 
God,  and  with  His  plain,  unadulterated 
Word.  Assure  yourself  that  Jesus  is 
coming  again,  that  He  is  coming  soon, 
and  that  you  are  so  living  that  you 
shall  'not  be  ashamed  at  His  coming.' 
Should  He  tarry  till  Thursday  next, 
and  He  is  willing  to  suffer  me  to  meet 
you  here  again,  we  will  continue  this 
great  subject  on  the  line  of  the  three 
judgments.  Let  us  close  our  meeting 
by  singing  hymn  number  308. 

Like  one  in  a  strange,  delicious 
dream,  Tom  Hammond  rose  with  the 
others  and  sang: 

"Jesus  is  coming!  Sing  the  glad  Word! 
Coming  for  those  He  redeemed  by  his 

blood, 
Coming  to  reign  as  the  glorified  Lord! 
Jesus  is  coming  again!" 

As  he  left  the  hall,  and  thought, 
"How  Zillah  would  have  enjoyed,  how 
she  would  have  been  helped,  by  this 
meeting!"  he  muttered. 

"How  senseless  of  me  -not  to  have 
told  her  of  it  when  I  wrote  this  morn- 
ing." 

He  smiled  a  little  to  himself  as  he 
murmured: 

"May  I  take  this  bit  of  remissness 
as  a  sign  that  the  divine  love  was  pre- 
dominant within  me,  rather  than  the 
human?  Or  was  it  that  I  am  not  yet 
sufficiently  taught  in  the  school  of 
human  love?" 

(To  be  continued) 


SUFFERING 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
being  in  God's  will,  the  suffering  may 
be  intense  but  Christ  shares  this  suf- 
fering. Second  Timothy  3:12  says: 
"Yea,  and  all  that  will  live  godly  in 
Christ  Jesus  shall  suffer  persecution." 
Then  we  should  not  try  to  divorce  our- 
selves from  the  road  of  suffering. 

People  are  willing  to  shout,  preach, 
testify,  and  sing.  But  how  few  are 
willing  to  suffer!  There  must  be  a 
willingness  to  be  led  of  the  Spirit  on 
all  lines  before  Christ  can  become, 
and  remain,  real  to  the  soul. 

When  one  submits  to  the  will  of  God 
he  forever  takes  his  hands  off,  and 
it  is  no  longer  what  he  might  want, 
but  what  God  wants.  Now  he  can 
sing: 

"Come  sorrow  or  pain, 
Come  loss  or  come  gain; 

I'll  go  every  step  of  the  way." 


There  will  be  no  more  seeking  for  the 
easy  places,  but  a  constant  seeking 
for  God's  own  sweet  will. 

The  prophets  of  old  all  suffered.  I 
now  think  of  poor  old  Job.  When  he 
went  to  worship,  Satan  went  along  to 
torture  and  torment  him.  He  sub- 
mitted himself  to  God,  and  God  took 
him  over  the  road  of  suffering,  that 
(through  this  suffering)  He  might  get 
honor  to  His  name.  Job's  friends  ac- 
cused him.  His  own  wife  said,  "Curse 
God,  and  die."  But  he  stood  the  test 
and  God  brought  him  out  victorious. 
How  the  human  will  shrink  from  the 
road  of  suffering;  but,  like  our  Savior, 
we  must  bring  the  human  into  sub- 
jection to  the  divine. 

Christ  pushed  the  human  aside  and 
cried  out,  "Not  what  I  will,  but  what 
Thou  wilt." 

Let  us,  as  the  people  of  God,  buckle 
on  the  armor  and  keep  in  the  front 
ranks  of  the  battle. 

"Must  we  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flow'ry  beds  of  ease; 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prise 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

"Sure  we  must  fight  if  we  would 
reign: 
Increase  our  courage,  Lord; 
We'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  Word." 

— Pilgrim  Holiness  Advocate. 


September  Prize  Winner 

Leonard  Price,  Kannapolis,  N.  C,  is 
the  happy  winner  of  the  cash  prize 
of  $5  for  selling  the  most  papers  and 
having  the  money  in  on  time. 

September   Honor    Roll 

Gladys  Warden,  Canton,  Ohio. 
R.  E.  Lovelle,  Louisville,  Ky. 
Lionel  Morgan,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Margaret  Varner,  Baltimore,  Md. 
J.  L.  Barfield,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Rev.  E.  E.  Winters,  Flint,  Mich. 


LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  for  October     Total 

Alabama     3,534  7,201 

Alaska 7  14 

Arizona     207  456 

Arkansas    661  1,391 

California    1,158  2,555 

Canada  220  510 

Colorado    61  108 

Delaware    117  233 

Florida    .2,816  5,668 

Foreign  484  900 

Georgia 5,221  10,587 

Idaho - 150  314 


Illinois    1,639 

Indiana    1 ,545 

Iowa    242 

Kansas    440 

Kentucky  2,631 

Louisiana   370 

Maine    392 

Massachusetts    27 

Maryland  1,250 

Michigan    1,070 

Minnesota    73 

Mississippi   974 

Missouri    1,322 

Montana    170 

Nebraska    19 

Nevada    4 

New  Hampshire  4 

New  Jersey  180 

New  Mexico    174 

New  York    140 

North  Carolina  6,913 

North    Dakota    208 

Ohio    3,687 

Oklahoma    416 

Oregon    179 

Pennsylvania    872 

South   Carolina      .8,705 

South    Dakota    185 

Tennessee    4,016 

Texas  1,657 

Utah    .--       1 

Virginia    1,476 

Washington    537 

Washington,  D.  C.         75 

West  Virginia  1,540 

Wisconsin    76 

Wyoming    5 


57,850 


3,839 

3,156 

498 

1,034 

5,275 

877 

881 

54 

2,342 

2,333 

146 

1,858 

3,042 

421 

38 

8 

8 

360 

376 

299 

13,222 

444 

5,973 

845 

330 

1,830 

17,556 

384 

6,694 

3,667 

2 

3,258 

1,038 

150 

3,127 

152 

24 

115,478 


LIGHTED  PATHWAYS  FOR 
MEN   IN  SERVICE,  ETC. 

Amount  sent  from  each  state  to  the 
Publicity  Fund  and  to  the  fund  for 
sending  Lighted  Pathways  to  men  in 
Service  for  September  15  to  October 
10: 

Kentucky    $39.80 

Missouri  11.10 

Illinois 10.85 

Texas   9.40 

Georgia    7.10 

Ohio    --    4.50 

Louisiana    4.00 

Tennessee 3.70 

West  Virginia  2.10 

Florida  2.00 

California  ~_~    1.70 

Alabama   1.40 

Pennsylvania  1.35 

West  Virginia  _.... -~    1.00 

Maryland 25 


$100.25 
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RULES    FOR   STUDENTS'    LOAN    FUND   CONTEST 

The  young  man  or  woman  who  desires  to  enter  the  contest  must  first  raise  $150  for  the  Loan  Fund.  This  is  to  show  that  they  are  in  earnest 
about  the  contest. 

They  must  send  in  a  good  written  recommendation  from  their  pastor  as  to  their  character  and  standing  in  their  home  church  and  this  must 
be  endorsed  by  the  President  of  the  school.    And  it  will  be  necessary  to  carry   this  with   you  as   you  solicit   contributions. 

FIRST  PRIZE — A  scholarship  consisting  of  board,  room  and  tuition  for   nine  months   school. 

SECOND   PRIZE — Board  and   room   for  nine  months. 

THIRD    PRIZE — Entrance    fee   and    tuition    for   nine   months. 

To  those  who  are  not  in  the  contest  we  are  submitting  this  pledge  card  for  your  use  in  sending  in  contributions. 

TO  THE  SUPERINTENDENT,  BIBLE  TRAINING  SCHOOL  AND  COLLEGE,  SEVIERVILLE,  TENN. 

Dear  Sir: 

I  desire  to  contribute  to  the  Student  Loan  Fund  which  your  Church  has  instituted,  and  which  was 
passed  by  your  General  Assembly  and  incorporated  in  your  Church  book  of  Minutes.  I  think  it  is 
a  worthy  project,  and  hereby  affix  my  name  and  agreement  in  the  space  below : 

NAME  - 

ADDRESS  _ 

I  agree  to  contribute  $  to  the  Bible  Training  School  Loan  Fund  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner :     *  [    ]  cash ;    [    ]   in  monthly  payments  of  $ ... ;  [    ]  in  quarterly 

payments  of  $  ,  until  the  full  amount  has  been  paid. 

*  Insert  X  in  boxed  space  best  suited  to  your  convenience  in  remitting. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  read  your  Editor's  Mes- 
sage in  the  August  paper  and  I  cer- 
tainly can  say  I  think  this  Student 
Loan  Fund  would  be  a  very  good  help 
to  our  young  people,  and  I  think  your 
plan  is  wonderful.  I  have  often 
thought  what  a  lot  of  good  we  could 
do  if  each  one  of  us  would  only  put 
our  small  gifts  together.  My  wife, 
son  and  daughter  all  read  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  am  sending  five  dollars 
to  this  Student  Loan  Fund. — Roy  C. 
Houser. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  take  this  means  of  thank- 
ing you  and  the  other  workers  who 
make  it  possible  for  us  Service  boys 
to  get  the  Lighted  Pathway  each 
month.  It  is  a  feast  to  my  soul  as  I 
read  of  the  wonderful  blessings  of 
God  and  His  encouragement. 

I  was  greatly  impressed  with  the 
Student  Loan  Fund  spoken  about  in 
the  September  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  will  appreciate  it  very 
much  if  you  will  pass  the  small  sum 
of  ten  dollars  enclosed  on  to  the  chair- 
man of  this  fund. 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God  and  still  have  sweet  victory  in  my 
soul.  I  desire  and  need  your  prayers 
that  my  life  may  measure  up  to  God's 
great  standard. — Eldon  A.  Loyd. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  thought  has  come  to  me,  how 
we  could  support  the  furtherance  of 
education  in  our  own  Church. 

There  are  approximately  100,000 
members  in  our  church  organization. 
If  each  member  would  give  one  cent 
each  day,  or  just  $3.65  per  year,  that 
would  equal  $365,000  each  year.  It 
could  be  collected  every  six  months  or 
every  three. 

This  would  give  our  people  a  chance 
to  help  develop  our  present  schools  and 
help  to  establish  other  schools  that 
are  needed  throughout  our  land. 

This  would  only  be  a  small  amount 
for  each  individual.  I  am  sure  that 
each  member  or  just  about  every  mem- 
ber could  contribute  this  for  an  educa- 
tional endowment. 

May  the  good  Lord  bless  you  and  the 
great  work  you  are  doing. — Norman 
Roope. 

NOTE:  Thank  you,  Norman.  Your 
suggestion  is  good  and  it  is  too  bad 
we  can't  have  that  cooperation.  There 
are  very  few  who  are  not  able  to  do 
this,  but  because  they  are  not  inter- 
ested, we  must  expect  larger  contribu- 
tions from  the  interested  ones. 

If  we  believe  in  missions,  we  must 
have  people  trained  to  go  to  the  mis- 
sion field.  If  we  have  teachers  for 
our  schools,  they  must  be  trained.  If 


we  send  out  ministers  to  meet  an  edu- 
cated world,  they  must  be  educated. — 
Editor. 

Bible  Training  School  and  College 
Sevierville,  Tennessee 
Gentlemen: 

The  Lord  has  impressed  me  with 
something  I  wish  to  relate  to  you.  I 
have  some  money  saved  for  my  chil- 
dren's future  schooling.  It  will  be 
several  years  before  they  will  need  it 
and  I  would  like  to  lend  it  to  the 
Bible  School,  with  the  understanding 
that  they  will  have  it  when  they  reach 
Bible  School  age.  (It  will  be  used  in 
Bible  Training  School.)  In  the  mean- 
time you  may  lend  this  money  to 
worthy  students  with  the  understand- 
ing that  they  pay  it  back  to  the  school. 

After  reading  the  August  issue  of 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  and  knowing 
about  the  expansion  program  the 
school  is  making  so  that  our  ministry 
may  acquire  a  better  education,  my 
heart  is  stirred  to  help  them.  I  have 
four  children  and  it  will  be  three  or 
four  years  before  the  oldest  one  will 
be  of  Bible  Training  School  age.  If 
this  plan  goes  through,  I  have  sixteen 
hundred  dollars  to  send  to  the  school, 
and  I  shall  endeavor  to  add  more  in 
the  future.  I  want  no  better  security 
than  our  Bible  School  can  give. — Sin- 
cerely yours,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.  W. 
Welch,  Carrabelle,  Florida. 
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,%  CAuristmas  Meditation 

Richard  K.  Morton 

May  the  guiding  figfct  »f  a  star  of  divine  love  and  care  shine  upon  us  all  today  and  lead  us  to  out 
Lord  in  whom  we  find  all  that  fills  life  with  light,  hope,  purpose,  arid  love. 

May  we  worship,  and  then  throughout  our  lifetime  serve,  Him  who  was  born  in  the  little  land 
of   Palestine   so  long  ago. 

Unto  us  He  was  born.  For  us  He  lived.  The  glory  of  the  Lord  was  manifest  not  so  much  in 
beckoning  stars  and  celestial  portents;  not  so  much  in  heralds,  angels,  and  glorifying  multitudes 
who  hastened  to  find  out  what  had  happened  at  that  time  so  long  ago,  as  in  the  lives  of  those  who, 
finding  a  great  spiritual  guide,  forthwith  set  out  in  newness  of  life  to  spread  abroad  the  spirit  that 
wcs  in   Him. 

He  it  is  who  saves  and  cares.  Because  of  His  life  and  message  we  have  progressed  and  prospered. 
Because  of  His  Spirit  armor-clad  Mars  is  being  banished  from  the  society  of  men.  Because  He  lived 
men  seek  to  live  nobly  and  serve  well. 

When  His  Spirit  lives  in  us  who  seek  to  follow  Him  and  bring  Him  to  others,  every  holiday  tree 
decked  with  tinsel  is  clothed  with  His  love  and  every  lighted  candle  seems  to  radiate  His  loving- 
kindness.  In  Him  we  find  a  great  spiritual  leader  born,  and  because  of  this,  something  is  born  within 
us  that  knows  no  defeat,   no  sullying,  no  end,  and  all  is  hope  and  love  and  God. 


IF   I   HAD   BEEN 

Nancy  Byrd  Turner 

"If  I   had  been  a  shepherd  boy, 

Out  on  the  hills  that  Christmas  night, 
And  heard  the  angels'  song  of  joy 

And   seen   the   heavens   flaming   white, 
I   think   I    never  could   forget, 
I  know  I'd  be  remembering  yei! 
I   could  not  be  a  shepherd  boy, 

For  that  was  long  and  long  ago; 
But  still  the  angels  chant  of  joy 

Comes  echoing  across  the  snow, 
And  I  can  listen  if  I  will 
And  hear  their  holy  anthems  still. 
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"If  I  had  been  a  sleeping  guest, 

Lodged  at  the  inn  that  Christmas  night 
When  the  new  Lord  was  laid  to  rest 

In  the  cold  stall  in  humble  plight, 
I   know  I  would  have  waked  instead 
And  given  Him  my  warm,  soft  bed. 
But  I  was  not  a  lodger  there, 

It  was  so  long  ago  indeed, 
Yet  all  around  me  everywhere 

Are  little  children  still  in  need. 
And  when  I  love  and  cherish  them, 
I  serve  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem. 


"If  I  had  been  a  wise  man's  son, 

And  seen  the  star  that  Christmas  night, 
And  watched  the  travelers  starting  on 

Their  journey  toward  the  wondrous  light, 
I  would  have  begged  to  go  with  them 
To  worship  Christ  at   Bethlehem. 
I  could  not  follow  with  the  star — 

That  was  two  thousand  years  gone  by — 
But  still   its  shining   is  not  far, 

Its  holy  beams  are  very  nigh, 
And  whoso  looks  with  praying  eyes 
Still  sees  its  glory  in  the  skies." 
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